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Enter King Richard , Iohn of 
Gaunt , with other Nobles and 
Attendants. 



King Richard . - , > 

Ldc Iobn of Gaunt, time honoured Lancajler , 
Haft thou according to thy oth and band. 
Brought hither Henry Herford thy bold fon. 
Here to make good the boiftrous late appeal 
Which then our leifure wold notlctvs here, 
AgainfttheDukeof Norfolke, Thai Mava. 

Gaunt, Ihauemy Liege. 

King, Tellmcmoreouer, haft thou founded him 
If he appeale the Duke on ancient malice, 

Or worthily, as agoodfubie&fhould, 

On fome knowne ground oftreachcrie in him i 

Gaunt, As neare as I could fift him on that argument. 
On fomeapparant danger feenc in him, 

Aimde at your Highneife; no inueterate malice. 

King, Then call them to our prefence face to face. 

And frowning brow to brow our felues will hcare 
The accufer, and the acciifed freely fpcake : 

Hie ftomackt are they both, and full of ire. 

In rage, deafe asthefea, haftieas fire. 




Enter 'Bullingbrcke-, and Alow bray. 

Bulling. Many yeares of happie dales befall 
My gracious Soueraignc, my moft louing Liege, 

A £ Mew.: 






— .... 
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Mm. Each day ftift better others happineftc, 

V mill the Heauens enuying Earths good happe, . 

Adde in immortall title to your Crowne. 

King. Wethankeyon both : yet one but flatters ts» 

As weliappcareth by thecaufeyoucomej- 
Namelyjto appeale each other of high treafon. 

Coofm of Hereford, what dof( thou obiedt 
Againft the Duke of Norfolke Thomas Mowbray i 
Bui. Fir ft (hcauen be the record to my fpcech) 

In the deuotion of a Subiedts loue, 

Tendring the precious fafetyofmy Prince, 

And free from other misbegotten hate. 

Come 1 appeallanttochis Princely prefence. 

Now Thomas Mowbray, do 1 turne to thee 5 
And markemy greeting well : for what I fpeake, 

My body lhallmakcgoodvpon this earth* 

Or my diuinefoule anlwercit in heauen. 

Thou art a T raitour,and a mifereant j 
Too good to be fo, and too bad to liue : 

Since the more faire and chrillall is theskie,' 

The vglier feeme the clouds that in it flic. 

Once more, the more to agrauate the note, 

With a foule traitors name ftuffe I thy throate. 

And wilh (fo pleafe my Soueraignc) ere I moue, 

What my tong fpeaks,kny right draw nc (word may proue* 
Aim. Let nor my cold words here accufe my zcale, 

Tis not the triall of a womans warre. 

The bitter clamor of two eager tongues, 

Can arbitrate this caule betwixt vs twaine : 

The blood is hot that muft becoold for this, 

Yer can I notoffuch tame patience boatt, 

As to be htifht and nought at all to fay» 

Fir ft the faire reuercncc of your highnefte curbs me. 
From giuing rcynes andfpurs to my free fpecch. 

Which elfe would poft vntill it had returnd 
Thefe tearmes of treafon doubled downe his throat} 
Setting alide his high bloods royalty: 

And let him be no kinfman to my Liege,. 



SickarcltkeSicmL 1 

Idoedefiehim,andfpitathini} . vakW* 

Call him a flaundefous Coward and a Vdlaine. 

And meete him,svere I fide fo runne a foote, 

Euen to the frozen ridge* of rh« Alpes 3 
Or any other ground inhabitable^ . ,ov m 

Where euerEnglifh man durttfet his foote. 

Meant time, let this defend my loyaltie; : 1 : ' 

Bvttt mi hopes, moft fatfely ,dmh ^ . 

Bui Pale trembling Coward,rhereTthrow my 

Ptfdaimmg here the kindred ofakirfgp- || : ■ • • 

And lay a tide my high bloods royaltie} _ 

Which fear e, not reuerencc makes thee to except. 

If euiltie dread haue left thee fomuch ftrength. 

As to takevp mine honors pawne, then ftoope J 
By that, and all the rites of Knighthood elfe, 

Will I make good againft thee arme to arrne, < 

What I haue fpoke, orwhat thou cantt deuife. 

Mm. I take it vp, and by that Sword I Sweare, 

Which gently laidmyKnighthood onmy moulder. 

He anfwere thee in any faire degree : '' Y 

Or chiualrous defigne of Knightly trull. 

And when I mount aliue,aliue may 1 not light* 

If I betraitour,or vniuftly fight. , . 

King. What doth our Coofin lay to Mowbraies charge. 
It muft be great that can inherit vs. 

So muchas ofathoughfof ill-inhim.- 

‘jjul. Looke what 1 laid, my life fliall prc-oue it true. 
That Mowbray hath receiud eightthoufand Nobles, 

In name of lendings, for your Highnefte Souldiours : 

The which he hath detaind for leawdunployments, 

Like afalfeTr'aitourandiniuribus Villame. ' 

Betides I fav,and will in battaile prooue, 

Or heere, or elfe where, to the furt heft V erge . 

Thateuer wasfurueyed by Euglifheye, 

That all the treafons 1 or thefe Eighteene y cares , 

Complotted and contnued in this Land, 

Fetcht from falfe Mowbray, their firft head and Ipring J: 

A3, Further 



'r 

Z yd v/oVJ 
: rlnr# 
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Further I fay, and further will maintaine, 

Vpon his badlifc to make all this good, 

That he did plotte the Duke of Glofters death, 
6uggeft hislbonebclecuingaduerfaries. 

And confequently like a Traitour Coward, 

Which blood, like iacrificing Abels > cries, 

Euen from the tonguclefte Cauems of the earth 

To raeforiufticc, and rough chaftifement: 

And by the glorious worth of my difeent, 

This arme (hall do it, or this life be fpent. 

King, How high a pitch his rcfoluiion foares : 
Thomasof Norfolkc, what fay ft thou to this? 

Mow. Oh let my Soueraigne turne away hiakoe* 
And bid his-eares a little while be deafe, 

Till I hauc told this (launder of his blood* '' 

How God, and good men, hatefo foulc alyer. 

King. Mowbray, impartiall are our eyes and eares ; 
Were he my. Brother; nay, my kmgdomes Heire, * 

As he is but my fathers brothers Sonne, 

Now by Scepters awe.I make a vow. 

Such neighbour neeren'es tax our facred blood. 
Should nothing priuiledge him, nor partialize 
The vnftooping firmenetreof my vprightfoule i 
Hers our fubieCt Mowbray, Co art thou, 

Free fpeech and fear cleiFe I to thee allows 
UWotv. Then BuHmgbrcoke-, as low as to thy heart. 
Through the falfepallage ofthy throat thou Iieft; 
Throe parts of that receipt I had for Caliicc, 
DisburffiLtohis highnelfe Souldiersj 
The other part referu’d I, by confent, 

For that my Soueraigne Liege was in my debt, 

V pon remainder of a deere account, 

Since laft 1 went tt> ‘France to fetch his Queerre : 

Now fwalJow downe that lie. For Glocellers death ; 
l (lew him nor,buttomineo\vne difgrace 
Neglected my fwOrnediltv in that cafe: 

Fbf yoti imynbbk Lord of 1 ancafl er, 






A 
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The honourable Father to uiy foe, _ 

S I lay an ambulh for your life s , 

A trefpalTe that doth vexe my gneued fou L; 

Ah^ butere 1 laft recciu'dtheSwrament, • 

I did confeife it, and exaftly begd 
Your Graces pardon, and 1 hope 1 had . 

This is my fault *, as for the re apP®* * 

I I iiTues from the rancour of a Vdiame, 

A recreant and mott degenerate Traitourj 
Which inmyfelfel boldly will defend, 

C3S=SSffij« 

In haft whereoLmoft hamly I pray ; y , . . 

*S«S StiBo-lSSS-uh* 

K'SSSi?®* 

Deepe malice makes too deepemCifiona ^ 

forget, forgiue; conclude, and beagreed,^ 

four Dodors fay, this is no month tobleedo 

Good Vnckle,let this end where it begunne; 
Weelecalme thcDukeof Norfolk?, youyour fonne, 

tl n ^ Tobeamake.peace,(ballbeeome ; myag^ 

, V . / r^„4.A the Duke ofNorfolks cage. 



King. And Norfolke, throw downehis.^ _ 

Gaunt. When Harrie, when? obedience bids, 
Obediencebids Hbouldnotbidagabie.^ . . .. . 

King. Norfolke-) throw downe we bid, there JS no boote, 
mL My felfe I throw (dread foueraigne; at thy foot© ~ 
My life thou (halt commaund, but not my lhanie: • 

The one my dutie owes ; but my faire name, 

Defpight of death that liuesvpon my graue, 

To darkeDilhonorsvfe, thou (halt not haue • • 
lam difgraftj impeacht, and baffuld hcefe; 

Pierft to the foule with (launders venomd fpeare/ 

(The which no balmccan cure, but his heart blood 



2 " ^ 7 * r aj^edic oj . 

Which brcathd this poyfon. :u> .< vl ^"., •., 

_ A'^. Ragemuftbc.vwhftood: 

G '“ c n . lc !jj* gagejIionsniakcL^p^rd^tanie 

And i refigne my gage, my dcaredeare Lord. 7 l£ 

The purelt trcaluremortall times affoard, ''• 

I sfpotlcife reputation, that avvay . 

Men arebut guildedloame,and painted Clay ; 

Atewellinatennetimeshai-dvpCheft. 7 

IsaboldSpiritinaloyallBrealf. 

MmeHonour4 S mylife,bothgrowinone, -!' J r 

Take honour from,mc,and my life is done. , . 

Then (deare my Id^e) mine Hononr let me try. , 

In that I j ' ■ 

si? ncfjA 

God de ^^Wfoule from fijclj fopefrono, ,’r 
Shall 1 reernc.Creft-faJlen inmy fat^ers/)*!^ ,1C> 1 
Or wuh pale begger-face. impeach my bight, T 

Before tins out-darde ^aftard^ ^c m ^guc ■ 

Siiall wound my Honour with filch feeble wrong, .. r . A 

Qf r °n nd n° bac< ? 3 teach fhall teare 8 ' , :r 

i he llauifh motiue of recanting feare, 

And fpit it bleeding in In's high difgrace, 

vVherc fhame doth harbour, eucn in Mowbraies face* ! 

xxn^i r C were - ny£ home tofue, but tocommands 1 , 

Which fincc we cannot doe, to makeyou friends, 

Be ready (as your lifcfhail anfwere it) 

At C ouentne vpon Saint Lombards day : 

There fhall your Swords and Launces arbitrate 
*_he welling difference of your feded hate ; 

Since we cannot attone you, you fhall fee 

I u 1 tic e defigne the Vi dlor s c h i u alric . 

jLoid Marfhall, command our Officers at Amies, 

Bereadie to direft thefe home all armes. Exit* 



Enter lohn ofGauri, with the Dutche-Jfe of Gleceflcr* 
__ Gmnt. Alas, the part I had in Wooculocks blood, 
•1/o.tii mo%£ folicite me, then your exclainaes; 



To 



Richard the Second* 

To dirre againd the Butchers of hislife* 

But fincc correction lyeth in thofe handes, 

Which made the fault that we cannot correct. 

Put wee our quarrell to the will of heaUen } 

Who when they fee the hower’s ripe on earth, 

Will raine hot vengeance on offenders heades. 

Dutckejfe, Finds Brotherhood in thee no (harper fpur r 
Hathloue in thy old blood noliuing fire/ 

Edwards feauen Sonnes, whereof thy fclfe art one. 

Were feauen Viols of his facred blood. 

Or feauen faire branches fpringing from one roote : 

Some of thofe feauen aredryed by Natures courfc j 
Some of thofe Branches by the Defteniescut : 

But Thomas my deare Lord, my life, my Glocefier , 

One Violl full of Edwards facred blood, 

One flourilhing Branch of his moftRoyall roote 
Is craft, and all the precious liquor fpilt, 

Is hackt downe, and his Summer leaucs all faded 
By Envies hand, and Murders bloodieaxc. 

Ah Gaunt, his blood was thine, that bed, thatwombe. 

That mettall, that felfe mould that fafhioned thee, 

Made him a man: and though thou liued and breathed. 
Yet art thou llaine in him } thou doll confent 
In fomc large meafureto thy Fathers death, 

In that thou feed thy wretched Brother die. 

Who was the modell of thy Fathers life : 

Call it not Patience, Gaunt , it is Difpaire, 

In differing tlmsthyBrother to be flaughtrcd* 

Thou fhewed the naked path-way to thy life, 

T eachrng fterne Murder how to butcher thee : 

That which in rneane men we intitle Patience, 

Is pale cold Cowardice in Noble breades. 

What fhall I fay ! toiafegard thine qwne life. 

The bed way is, to venge my Qtoceflers death. 

Gaunt. Gods is the quarrell, for Gods fubditute, 

His deputie annoynted in his fight, 

Hath caufd hisdegth ^ the which if wrongfully. 

Let Heauen reuenge, forlmay neucr lift 

B An 



The Tractate of 
An angrie arme againft his mmifter. 

'Em. Where then alas may Icomplaine myfelfe? 
gaunt. T o God, the Widovves Champion and defence 
Bute, Why then 1 will : farewell old Gaunt, 

Thou goeft to Coucntrie, there to behold 
Our Coolin Herford and fell Mowbray fight. 

0 fet my Husbands wrongs on Herfords Speare, 

That itmay enter Butcher Mowbrayes bread. 
Orifmisfortune milfe the firft carrier. 

Be Mowbraies linnes fo heauie in his bofomc. 

That they may breake his foming Courfers backe. 

And throw the rider headlong in the lifts, 

A CaytifFe recreant to my Coofin Herford. 

Farewell old Gaunt, thy foinetimes Brotherswife, 

With her companion, griefe muft end her life. 

Gaunt . Sifter farewell, I muft to Couentric : 

As much good ftay with thee, as go with me. 

Dutch, Y ct one word more; griefe boundeth where it fals 
Not with the emptie hollowneife, but weight j 

1 take my leaue before I haue begunne, 

Forforrow ends not when it feemeth done: 

Commend me to my Brother Edmund Yorke; 

Loe this is ail : nay yet depart not fo. 

Though this be all, do not fo quickly goc» 

J fliall remember more : Bidd him ; ah what? 

With all good fpeed atPlafhie vifite nie. 

Alacke and what fhallgood old Yorke there fee. 

But emptie Lodgings and vnfurnifhtvvalles, 

V npeopled Offices, vntrodden Stones ; 

And what heare there for welcome, but my grones ? 
Therefore commend me, let him not come there, 

T o feeke out forrow, that dwels euery where j 
Defolate, defolate will I hence and die : 

The laft leaue of thee takes my weeping eye. Exeunt, 

Enter the Lord Marfhall and theDuke Aumerle . 

Mar. My Lord <ss4umerle i is Harry Herford armdef. 
istumrU, Yea at all points, and longs toenter in. 

' Mir, 



Richard the Second, 

Mir, TheDuke of Norfolke fprightfully and bold, 

St aies but the fummons of the appellants trumpet, 

Aum. Why then the Champions are prepard, and Itay 
For nothing but his Maieftics approach. 

The trumpets found, and the King enters with his Nobles i when 
they are fet,enter the Duke of Norfolkein armes defendant. 

King. Marfhall, demaund of yonder Champion, 

The caufe of his arriuallhecre in armes, 

Aske him his name, and orderly proceed 
Tofweare himinthc iufticeof hiscaufe. 

Mar. In Gods name and the Kings,fay who thou art. 
And why thou commeft thus Knightly clad in armes ? 
Againft what man thou comft, ana what’s thy quarrell, 
Speake trucly on thy Knight-hood, and thy oath. 

As fodefend thee heauenand thy valour. 

Maw. My name is Thomas Mowbray Duke of N irfolkc. 
Who hither comeingaged by my oatn, 

(WhichGod defend a Knight fhould violate) 

Both to defend my loyaltie and truth, 

To God, my King, and my fucceeding ifTue, 

Againft the Duke of Herford that appeales mec. 

And by the grace ofGod, and this mine arme. 

To prooue him in defending of my felfe, 

A T raytor to my God, my King, and mee: 

And as I truly fight, defend me heauen. 

The Trumpets found , enter Duke of Herford 
appellant in armour « 

King. Marfhall, aske yonder Knight in armes. 

Both who he is, and why he commeth hither 
Thus plated i n habiliments of Warre, 

And formerly, according to our law, 

Depofc him in theiuftice of his caufe. 

Mar. What is thy name,&whcrfore comftthou hithes 
Before King if ichard in his Royall lifts ? 

Againft whom comeft thou? and what’s thy quarrell? 
Speake like a true Knight, fo defend thee Heauen, 

Be Bui. 
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The Tr Age die of 

Bui. Harry of Herford, Lancafter, and Darby 
Am I , who readie heare do (land in Armes, 

To prooue by Gods grace? and my bodies valour 
In lifts? on Thomas Mowbray Duke of Norfolk^ 

That he is a T raytor foule and dangerous? 

To God of Heauen, King Richard? and to me : 

And as I truly fight? defend me heauen. 

Mar, On paine of death no pcrfon be fo bold 
Or daring? hardie, as to touch the lifts. 

Except the Marlhalland fuch officers 
Appointed to dire&thefc faire defignes. 

Bui. LordMarlhall, let me kifte my Soueraignes hand, 
And bow my knee before his Maieftie? 

Eor Mowbray and my felfe are like twomen? 

That vow alongandwearie pilgrimage. 

Then let vs take a ceremonious leauc. 

And louing farewell of our feuerall friends. 

Mar, The appellant in all dutie greets your highnefle. 
And craucs to kifte your hand and take his lcaue. 

King* We willdefcend and foldehim incur armes, 
Coolin of Herford, as thy caufeis right? 

So be thy fortune in this Royall fight : 

Farewell my blood, which if to day thou ftiead, 

Lament we may, but not reuenge thee dead. 

Bui. O let no Noble eie prophane a teare 
Forme, if I be gorgdc with Mowbraies fpeare t 
A.s confident as is the Falcons flight 
Againft a bird, do I with Mowbray fight. 

My louing Lord I take myleaue of you : 

Of you (my noble Coofin) Lord Aumerle, ] 

Not ficke, although I haue to do with death, 

Butluftie, yong, and cheerely drawing breath. 

Loe, as at Englilh fcafts fo I regreet 

The daintieft laft, to make the end moft fwcer. 

Oh thou the earthly Author ofmy blood, 
Whofeyouthfullfpirit in me regenerate, 

Doth with a two-fold vigour lift me vp, 

To reach a viftorie aboue my head. 



Richard the Second, 

Adde proofe vnto mine armour with thy prayers, 

And with thy bleffings fteele my launces point? 

That it may enter Mowbray es waxen coate. 

And furbifh new the name of Iohn a Gaunt t 
Euen in the luftie hauiour of his Sonne. 

Gaunt. God, in thy good caufe make thee profperous, 
Be fwift like lightning in the execution. 

And let thy blowes doubly redoubled? 

Fall like amazing thunder on thecaske 
Ofthyaduerle pernitious enemic, 

Rowfevpthy youthfull blood, bevaliantandliue. 

Bui. Mine innocence and Saint George tothriue. 

Mw, How euer God or fortune caft my lotte, 

There lies or dies true to King Richards throne, 

A loyall, iuft, and vpright Gentleman ; 

Neuer did captiue with a freer heart 

Caft off his chaines of Bondage, and embrace 

His Golden vncontroled Enfranchifement, 

More then my dauncing foule doth celebrate 

This fcaftof battle with mineaduerfaric. 

Moft mightie Liege, and my companion Peere*,, 

Take frommy youth the wiih of happy yearcs, 

As °entleand as iocondastoieft? 

Go I to fight, truth hath a quiet breft. 

King. Farewell ( my Lord) fecurely I efpie, 

Vertue with valor couched in thine eie. 

Order thetriallMarfliall,and beginne. 

Mar. Harric of Herford, Lancafter,andDarbie, 
Receiue thy Launce? and God defend thy right. 

Bui. Strongas aTower in hopel cry, Amen. 

Mar. Go beare this launce to Thomas D. o { Norfolk** 
Herald. Harry of Herford, Lancafter, and Darbie? 
Stands heere, for God? his Soueraigne, and himfelfe. 

On paine to be found falfe and recreant, 

To proue the Duke of Norfolke Thomas Mowbray, 

A Traytor to his God, hisKing, and him, . 

And dares him to fet forwards to the fight. 

Her. Here ftandeth ThomasiMowbray D. of Norfolk, 
B 3 j On . 
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On paincto’be found falfe and recreant. 

Both to defend himfelfe, andtoapprouc 
Henry of Herford, Lancafter, and Darby, 

T o God, his Soucraigne,and to him difloyali, 
Couragioufly, and with a free delire. 

Attending but thefignallto begin. 

Mar, Sound Trumpets, and fetfoorth Combatants: 
Stay, the King hath throwne his warder downe. 

King, Letthem lay by their Helmets, & their Spcares, 
And bothreturne backc to their C 1 ' aires againe : 
Withdraw with vs, andlet the T r limpetsfound, 

While we returne thefe Dukes w I5at wc decree. 

Draw neere and lift. 

What with our Counfell we hauc done. 

For that our kingdomes earth (hould not be foyld 
With that deare blood which it hathbeenefoftered: 

And for our cics do hate the direalpeft 
Ofciuill wounds plougbd vp with neighbours fword : 
And for we thinke the Eagle-winged pride, 
Ofskic-afpiring and ambitiousthoughts 
With riual-hating Enuicfet on you, 

To wake our peace,\vhich in our Countries cradle 
Drawes the fvvect infant breath of gentle fleepe. 

Which fo rouzd vp with boyftrous vntundedrummes, 
Withharlh refounding trumpets dreadfullbray, 

And grating ftiocke of wrathfull yron armes. 

Might from our quiet confines fright faire peace, 
Andmake vs wade euen in our kindreds blood : 
Therefore we banifli you our territories. 

You Coolin Herford, vpon painc of life. 

Till twice fiue Summers haue enricht our field. 

Shall not regreete our faire Dominions, 

But tread the ftrangerpathes of banifhmcnt. 

Bui . Your will be done; this muft my comfort be. 
That Sun that warmes you hecre, fhall fliine on me, 

And thofe his golden beanies vnto you heere lent. 

Shall point on me, and guild mybanifliment. 

King, Norfolke, for thee remains* a heauier doome, 



Richard the Sece»d, 

Which 1 with fome vnvviUingnelfc pronounce, 

The flie flow howres (hall not determinate 
The datelelTe limit of thy deare exile 
The hopeleire word of neuer to returne. 

Breath 1 againft thee, vpon paine of life. 

Mr*. A heauie lentence, my moft foueraigne Liege, 
And all vnlookt for from your highneflfc mouth, 

A dearer merit, not fo deepe a mayme. 

As to be caft foorth in the common ayre, 

Haue I deferued atyourHighnelfe hands: 

The language I haue learnd thefe fortie yeares, 
MynatiucEngliflinow J muftforgoe, 

And now my tongues vfe is to me no more 
Than an vnftringed violl or aharpe,, 

Or like acunninginftrumentcafde vp. 

Or being open, put into his hands 

That knowes no touch to tune the harmonic; 

Within my mouth you haue ingayldmy tongue. 

Doubly percullift with my teeth andlippes, 

And dull vufeeling barren ignorance 
Is made my Iayler to attend on me : 

I am too old to fawnc vppon a Nurfe, 

To farre in yeares to be a Pupill now; 

What is thy fentence butfpeachleire death j. 

Which robbes my tongue from breathing natiue breathe 
King, 1 1 boQtcs thee not to be companionate,. 

After ourfentence, playning comes too late. 

Mow. Then thus I turne me from my countries light* 
To dwell in folemne fhades of cndlefle night. 

King. Returne againc. and take an oath with thee,. 

Lay on our Royall Sword your banilht hands. 

Swcare by the dutie that y’owe to God, 

(Our part therein we banilh with your fellies) 

To keepe the oath that we adminifter : 

You neuer lhail,fo hclpeyou truth and God,. 

Embrace each others loue in banilhment. 

Nor neuer looke vpon each others face,. 

Nor neuer write; regreete, nor reconcile 

' This. 



WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE Richard II (STC 22312) LONDON, 1615 THE BODLEIAN LIBRARY (Arch. G d.39[l]) OctaYO 




. The Tragedte of : 

This louing tempeft of your home-bred hate. 

Nor neuer by aduifed purpofemectc, 

T o plotte, contriue, or complot any ill, 

Gainft vs, our ftate, our fubiedts, or our land. 

Bui. Ifweare. 

<JWow. And I, to keepe all this. 

Bui. Norfolke,fo fareasto mine enemie ; 

By this time,hadthe King permittedvs. 

One of our foules had wandred in the ay re, 

Banilht thisfraile Sepulchre of our flelh. 

As now our flelh is banilbt from this land. 

Confcire thy treafons ere thou fly the Realmc, 

Since thou haft farre to goe,beare not along 
The cloging burthen of a guiltie Soule. 

Aftw. No Bullingbrooke, ifeuer I wcreTraytour , 
My name be blotted from the Booke of life, 

And I from Heauen banillit, as from hence : 

But what thou art, God, thou, and I, do know, 
Andalltoofoone ("Ifearej the King fhallrew* 

Farewell (my Liege) now no way can I ftray, 

Saue backe to England, all the world's my way. 

King. V ncle, euen in the glades of thine cies, 

I fee thy grieued heart : thy Tad alpedl 
Hath from thenumberof his banifht yeares 
Pluckt foureaway, fixe frozen Winters (pent, 

Returne with welcome home from banilhment. 

Bui How long a time lies irf one little word? ), 
PburelaggingWinters, and fourc wanton Sprihgs, 

End in one word *, fuch is the breath of Kings. 

Gaunt. I thanke my Liege, that in regard of mee. 

He ihortens foure yeares of my Sonnes exile } 
Butlittlevantagefhalll rcape thereby : 

Forerethe fixe yeares that he hath to fpend / ( 

Can change their moones,andbringtheir times about, 
My oyle-dryed Lampe,andtimcbcwaftcd light 
Shall be extindf with age and cndlelfe night : 

My inch of taper will be burnt and done, 

And blindfold Death not let me fee my fonne. 
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King. Why Vnckle, thou haft many yeares to true. 

Gaunt. But not a minute (King) that thou canft giue: 
Shorten my daies thou canft with fullen forrow, 

And plucke nights from me, but not lend a morrow. 
Thou canft belpeTimeto furrowme with age, 

But ftoppe no wrinkle in his pilgrimage : 

Thy word is currant with him for my death. 

But dead, thy kingdomecannot buy my breath. 

King. Thy Sonne is banifht with good aduife. 

Whereto thy tongue, a party, verdidl gaue, 

Why at our iufticefeemft thou then tolowre. ? 

Gaunt. Things fweet to taft,prooue in digeftionfowr«. 
You vrge me as a ludge, but I had rather 
You would haue bid me argue like a Father. 

Oh had't been a ftranger, not my child, 

Tofrnooth his fault I would haue been more nrildc : 

A partiall (launder fought I to auoyde, 

And in the fcntence my owne life deftroyde. 

Alas, I lookt when fome of you fhould fay, 

I was too ftridt to make mine owne away : 

But you gaue leaue to my vnwilling tongue, 

Againft my will, to do my felfe this wrong. 

King. Coofen farewell, and Vnckle bid him fo 5 
Sixe yeares we banilh him, and he lhall go. 

Ah. Coofin farewell 3 what prefence muft not know 
From whereyou doe remaine,kt Paper fliow . 

(Jpfar. My Lord no leaue take I, for 1 will ride 
As farre as land will let me, by your fide. 

Gaunt. Oh to what purpofe doft thou hoard thy words 
That thou returneft no greeting to thy friends i 

Bui. I haue too few to take my leaue of you. 

When the tongues office fhould be prodigall. 

To breath the abundant dolour of the heart. 

Gaunt . Thy griefe is but thy abfence for a time. 

’Sul. Ioy abfent, griefe is prefent for that time. 

Gaunt. What is fixe Winters i they are quickly gone. 

Bui. To men in ioy, but griefe makes one howre ten. 

Gaunt. Call it a trauailc that thou takft for pleafure. 

C ’Sul. 



I 

I 
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’Bui. My heart will figh when I mifcall it fo , 

Which finds it an inforced pilgrimage. 

Cjaunt * The fullen pallage of thy vvearie fteps 
Efteeme a foyle wherein thou art to fet, 

Theprecious Iewell of thy home returne. 

Bui. Nay rather cuery tedious ftride I make, 

Will but remember me what deale of world 
I wander from thelewelsthatlloue* 

Muft I not ferue along apprentifiiood 
T o forren palfages, and in the end, 

Hauingmy freedome,boaft of nothing elfe. 

But that 1 was a iourney-man to griefe? 

Gaunt. All places that theeieof heauen vifites, 

Are to a wife nun ports and happy hauens. i 
Teach thyneccllitie to reafonthus. 

There is no vertue likenecefiitic : ;i. : 

Thinke not the King did banilh thee 
But thou the King, who doth the hcauierfit. 

Where it perceiues it is but faintly borne ; 

Go, fay Ifent thee foorth to purchafe honour. 

And not the King exilde thee j or fuppofe 
Deuouring peflilence hangs in our aire. 

And thou art flying to afrelher clime j 
Looke what thy foule holds deare, imagine it 
Toly that way thougoeft, notwhencethoucomeft ; 
vSuppofe the finging birdsMulitions, 

The gratre whereon thou trcadlt,the prefence flrowde. 
The flowers,faire Ladies, and thy ltcps,nomore 
■ Then a delightfull nieafure, or a daunce, 

For gnarlingtorrow. hathleife power to bite 
The man that mockes at it and fets it light. 

Bui. Oh who can hold after in his hand, 

By thinking on the frofty Caucafus ? .r ■ ' 

Or cloy the hungry edge of appetite. 

By bare imagination ofa fealt ? 

Or wallow naked in December fnow, 

By thinking on fantaftickfummers heat f 
Oh no, the apprehenfion of the good 
* ■ Glues 
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Giu c but the greater feeling to the worfe j 
Fell forrowes tooth doth neuer rancle more 
T hen when it bites, but lane heth dot the foare. 

Gaunt. Come come my fonne, 11c bring thee on thy way 
Had 1 thy youth and caufe,I would nor ftay. 

Bui* T hen England® ground farewell, fweetfoile adiew, 
My Mother and my Nurfe that beares meyer. 

Where ere I wander, boaft of this I can. 

Though banilht yet a true borne Englifhman. Ex VMt t 

Enter the King with Bujhie , &c* at me done, andthc 
Lord Aumerle at the other* 

King. Wee did obferue, Coofin Humerle , 

How farre broughtyou high Hcrford on his way ? 

Aum. I brought high Herford, if you call him fo. 

But to the next high way, and there Ileft him. 

King. And fay, what (tore of parting teares were (lied t 
Aum. Faith none for me, except the Northeaft winde. 
Which then blew bitterly againft our face, 

Awakt the fleepie rewme, and fo by chance 
Did grace our hollow parting with a teare. 

King* What faid your Coofin when you parted with him 
Au* Farewell, & for my heart difdained that my tongue 
lhould fo prophane the word that taught me craft. 

To counterfaite oppreliion of lueh griefe, 

That words feemd buried in my forrowes graue : 

Marry would the word farewell haue lengthnedhoures. 
And added yeeres to his fliort banifhment, 

He lliould haue had a volume of farewels .• 

But fince it w ould not, he had none of me. 

King. He is our Coofins Coofin, but tis doubt, 

When time fiiall call him home from banifiiment. 

Whether our kinfman come to fee his friends, 

Ourfelfe and Bufiiie, \ 

Obferued his courtfliip to the common people. 

How he did feeme to diue into their hearts. 

With humble and familiar curtefie. 

With reuerence he did throw away on llaues, 

C .* " Wooing 





i vc i ragcmcvj 

Wooing poorc Craftfmen with the craft of finiles. 

And patient vnderbearing of his fortune. 

As twere to bamfh their atreds with him. 

Off goes his Bonnet to an Oyfter-wench, 

A brace of Draymen bid God fpeed him well, 

And had the tribute of his fupple knee, 

With thanks my Countrcy-men, my louing friends. 

As were our England in reuerlion his, 

And he ou r iubieds next degree in hope. 

Greene . Well, he is gone,& with him go thefe thoughts, 
Now for the Rebels which ftand out in Ireland, 
Expedient mannage muft be made (my Liege) 

Ere further leyfure yeeld them further meanes 
For their aduantage, and your highneffe loife. 

Km, We will ourfelfe in peri'on to this Warre, 

And for our Coffers, with too great a Court 
Andliberall larges, are. grown dome what light; 

Wee are inforft to farme our Roy all Realme, 

The reuenue whereof ihall furniih vs : 

For our affaires in hand, if that come fhort, 

Our fubftitutes at home ihall haue blancke Charters, 
Whereto, when they ihall know what men are rich, 
They Ihall fubferibe them for large fummesof Gold, 
And fend them after to fupply our wants, 

For we will make for Ireland prefently. 

Enter 'Bnflne with nerves . 

Bufh. Old Iohn of Gaunt is grieuous ficke, my Lord, 
Sodainely taken, and hath fent poft haft 
Tointreate your Maieftieto vifitehim. 

King, Where lies he £ 

Bufh’ AtA^ehouie. 

King. Now put it (GodJ into the Phiiitions mind. 

To helpe him to hi* graue immediately : 

Thelyningof his Coffers ihall make coates, 
TodeckcourSouldiersfor thefe Irijh Warres, 

Come Gentlemen, lets all goe vifitehim. 

Pray God we may make haft, and come too late : 

Amen. Exetint, 

Enter 




f .. 
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Richard the Second, 

Enter Iohn of Gaunt ficke, with the Duke of York ft &c* 
Gaunt, Will the King come, that I may breath my laft, 
In holfome counfell to his vnftaycd youth i 
Torke.Vcx not your felfe, nor ftriue not with your breath 
For all in vaine comes counfell to his earc. 

Gaunt. Oh, but they fay, the tongues of dying men, 
Inforce attention like deepe harmonic: 

Where wordes are fcarce, they are iieldome fpent in vaine. 
For they breath truth that breath their words in paine. 
Hethatno moremuft fay, isliftenedmorc 
Then they whom youth and eafe hath taught to glofe. 
More are mens ends markt,then their lines before; 

The fetting Sunne, and Muficke at the glofe. 

As the laft taft of fweetes is fweeteft laft. 

Writ in remembrance, more then things long paft. 
Though Richard my liues counfell would notheare, 

My deaths fad tale may yet vndeafe his earc. 

Torke. No, it is ftopt with other flattering found*. 

As prayfes of his ftatc : then there are found 
Lafciuious Meeters, to whofe venom found 
The open eareof youth doth atwaiesliften* 

Report of fafliions in proud/tafe, 

Whofe manners ftill our tardy apifh nation 
Limps after in bafe imitation. 

Where doth the world thruft foorth a vanitic. 

So it be new, there’s no refpeft how : yilc. 

That is not quickly bu?4 into his earesi 

Then all too late comes Counfcll to be heard. 

Where Will doth mutime with Wittes regard. 

DircA not him whofe way himfelfe will choofe, 

Tis breath thou lackft, and that breath thou wilt loofe. 
Gaunt, Mee thinks lam a Prophet new infpird. 

And thus expiring, doe foretell ofhini; 

His rafli fierce blaze of riot cannot laft : 

For violent fires fooneburne outthemfelUes, 

Small fliowers laft long, but fodaine ftorraes are ftiort s 
Hctires betimes, thatfpurs topfaft betimes, 

c 3 With 
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With eager feeding food doth choke the feeder. 

Light Vanitie, infatiate cormorant, 

Confu aiing meanesfoone prayes vponitfelfe; 

This Royallthrone of Kings, this Sceptred He, 

This earth ofMaiclhe, this feate of Mars, 

This oterHHen,demieParadicej 

This Foretrdfe built by Nature for her felfe, 

Againft infe<ftion,and the hand of Warre $ 

This happy breed of Men, this little World, 
ThispreciousStonefetin the Siluer Sea, 

Which ferueuesitintheofficeofa-Wall,- 
OrasaMoatedefenfiuetoahbufe, 

Againft the enuie oflefle happier lands : 

This blelfedplotte, this Earth, this Realme,this England, 
This Nurfe, this teeming worn be of RoyalllCings, 

Feard by their breed, and famous by their birth, 
Renownedin their deeds as farre from home. 

For Chriftian feruice and-true chiualrie, 

As is the Sepulchre in ftubborne Iewrie, 

Of the worlds Ranfome, bletfed Maries fonne-; 

This Land offuch deare foules, this deare deareland j 
Deare for her reputation throughtheworld, . von i 

Is now leaced out (i die pronouncing it ) 

Like to a tenement and Pelting Farme. • 

England bound in with thetriumphantSea, 
Whoferockie fhoare beatesbacke theenuiousfiege 
Of watry Neptune, is now bound in with Ibame, 

With Inkic blottes, and rotten Parchment bonds. 

That England that was wont toconquer others. 

Hath made a Ihameftillconqueft of it felfe: 

Ah would the fcandallvanifht with my life. 

How happythen were my enfuing death ; f 

Torks* The-K ingis come, deafe mildly with his youth, 
Foryoung hot Colts being rag’de,do rage -the more; A 

: f 

Entcr the King and Queene-, &c. 

*Htntne s How fares ©ur noble V nclc Lancafter ? 

King. What comfort man V how ift W‘th aged Gaunt? ■ l 

rhiW ' ~ - Gaunt 



Richard the Second, 

Gaunt. O how that name befits my compofition, 

Old Gaunt indeed, and gaum in being old 5 
Within me griefe hath kept a tedious faft, 

And who abftaines from meate, that is not gaunt? 

For fieeping England, longtime hauc I watchtj 
Watching breedes leanenefle,leaneneire is all gaunt; 

The plealhre that fome Fathers feedevppon, 

Is my ftricktfaft, I meanemy Childrens lookes, 

And therein,fafting haft thou made me gaunt*. 

Gaunt am I for the graue, gaunt as agraue, 

Whofe hollow wombe inherits nought bin bones. 

King. Can ficke men play fo nicely with their names 2 
Gaunt. No, miferie makes Iport to mocke it felfe. 

Since thou doft feeke to kill my name in me, 

O mocke my name (great King) to flatter thee. 

King. Should dying men flatter thofe thatliue !. 

Gaunt . No, no, men liuing flatter thofe that die: 

King. Thou now a dying fay ft, thou flattereft me. 

Gaunt. Ohno,thoudieft,thoughIthefickerbe. 

King. I am in health, I breath, I feethee ill. 

Gaunt. Now he that made me, knowes Xfeethee ill 9 , 

111 in my felfe to fee, and in theefeeing ill,. 

Thy death-bed is no lelfer then the Land, 

Wherein thou lyeft inreputation ficke, 

And thou too carelelfe patient as thou art, 

Commitft thy annoynted body to the cure 
Of thofe Phifitionstbatfirft woUndedtheej 
A thoufand Flatterers fit wifhin thyCrowne, ! 

Whofe compalfe is no bigger then thy head;. 

And yet inraged in fo fmall a verge, 

The wafte is no whit lelfer then thy Land 
Oh had thy Grandfire with a Prophets eye, 

Seenehowhis Sonnesfonne Ihould deftroy hisionnes. 
From foorth thy reach he would haue layd thy ibame, * 
Depofing thee before thou wert polfeft, 

Which art polfeft now to depofethy felfe. . 

Why Coofm wert thou regentof the world, 

It were a lhame to let this L«nd by Leafe J. 

Butt • 




But for thy world enioying but this land, 

Is it not mor e then fhame to lliamc it fo ? 

Land-lord of England art thou now not, nor King, 

1 hy Itatc of law is bond-llaue to the law 
And thou. 

King. Ah lunatick lcane-witted foole. 

Prefuming on an Agues priuiledge, 

Darcft with thy frozen admonition 

Make pale our cheeke, chafing the Royall blood 

With furie from his natiuerefidcnce. 

Now by my Seates right Royallmaieftie 
Wert thou not Brother to grca t Edwards fonne. 

This tongue thatrunnes fo roundly in thv head. 
Should runne thy head from thy vnrererent fhouldcrs. 

Gaunt Oh fpare me not my brother fonne. 

For that I was his Father Edwards fonne : 

That blood already, like the Pellican, 

^"lail thou tapt and drunkenly carowff t 
My Brother g/oceiler phine well meaning foule, 
Vyhomfaire befall in heauen mongft happy foulcs. 
May be a prefiden t and witnetfe good, • 

That thou r efpeft’ft not /pilling Edwards blood 
loyne with the prefect fickaefle that I haue, 

And thy vnkindnes be 'like crooked age, 

To crop at once a too long withered .flower. 

Liue in thy fhame, but die not fhame with thee : 

Thefc words heereafter, thy tormentors be : 

Conuay me to my bed, then to my graue, 

Loue they to liue, that loue and honour haue. 



Km. And let them die, that ageand fullenshaue,' ' 
ror both haft thou, and both becomethe graue. 

Torke. 1 do befeech your Maieftie iihpute his words 

1 o wayward ficklinelle and age in him : 

Heloues you on my life, and holds you dcere, 

As Harry Duke of Herford, were he heere. 

Km. Right, you fay true; ns Herford done, Co his: 
As theirs, fo mine, and be as it is. 



Richard the Second. 

North., My Liege, old gaunt commends him toyo.pt 
King. What fay eshee? (Maieftie, 

North. Nothing,all is fayd; 

His tongue is now a ftringlelfe inftrument. 

Words, life, and all, old Lancaster hath Ipcnt. 

Torkc, Be Torkt the next that mult be banckrout fo. 
Though Deatii be poore, it ends a mortal! wo« 

King. The ripeft Fruitc firft falles and fo doth hej 
His time is fpent, our pilgrimage mu ft be s 
So much for that# Now for our Irijh Warres : 

We muft fupplant thofe rough rug-headed kernes. 

Which liue like venome, where no venomc elfe 
Bu t onely they, hau e priuiledge to liue# 

And for thefe great affayres do askefonte charge# 

Towards ourafsiftance we do feazeto ?s, 

The Plate, Coyne,Renenewes, and moueablcs 
Whereofour V ncklc Gaunt did ftand polfeft, 

Yorke. How long fliall I be patient ? Ah how long 
Shalltcnderduetiemakeme fufFer wrong? 

NotGlocefters death, norHerfords banifliment, 

Nor Gaunt* rebukes, nor Englands priuate wroags. 

Nor the preuention of poore Bullingbrooke 
About his marriage, nor my ownc difgrace, 

Haue euer made me fower my patient checke. 

Or bend one wrinckle on my Soueraignes face : 

I am the laft of the noble E wards Sonnes, #» 

Ofwhom thy Father Prince of Wales was firft. 

In Warre, was netier Lion rage more fierce : 

In Peace, was neuer gentle Larnbe more mildc 
Then was that young and Princely Gentleman ; 

His face thou haft, for euen fo lookt he, 

Accompkflitwirh aniimberofthyhourcs ; 

But when he frowned, it was againft the French, 

And not againft his Friendes : hisnoblchand 
Did win ne what he didfpend, and Ipent not that 
Which histrinmphantFathers hand had wonne ; 

His hands were guiltie of no kindred blood, 

But bloody with the enemies of his kinne. 

D Oh 
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Ob Richard! York* is too farre gone with griefe, 

Or elfe he neuer would compare betweene. 

King . Why V nclc, whats the matter i 
Xorke. Oh my Liege, pardon me if you pleafe, 

I f not, I pleafd, not to be pardoned, am content withall ; 
Seeke you to feizeand gripe into your hands, 

The royalties and rights of banilbt Herford? 

Is not Gaunt £ and doth not Herfordliuc . J • ’ 

Was not Gaunt iuft i and is not Harry true i 

Did imt the one deferue to haue an heyre? •> <■ . ! 

Is not his heyre a welldeferuing fonne* 

Take Herfordt right away, and take from time, 

His Charters andhiscuftomarierights; 

Let not to morrow then enfue to day: 

Be not thy felfe ; For how art thou a King, 

But by faire fequence, and fucceflion i 

Now afore God, God forbid 1 fay true, > ■> 

Ifyou doe wrongfully feize Herfords right, 

Call in the Letters Patents that he hath 

By his attournies generall to fue 

His liuery,and deny his offered homage, 

You pluck e a thousand dangers on your head, 

You loofe a thoufand well difpofed hearts, 

And pricke my tender patience to thofe thoughts. 
Which honour and allegeance cannot tbinke. 

King. T hinke what you will, we feize into our hands. 
His plate, his goods, his money and his Land, 

X orkg. He not be by the while, my Liege farewell, 
What will enfue heereof, tbcr’s none can tell t 
But by bad courfes may be vnder flood, 

That their events can neuer fall out good. Km. 

King . Go Bufhie, to the Earle of Wiitihireftraight, 

Bid him rcpayre to vs to Ely e houfe, 

Tofee this bulinefle: to morrow next 
We will for Ireland, and t’is time I trow ; 

And weecreate inabfence of our felfe, 

Gur VnckleYorke, Lord Gouernour of England j H 

$or he is iuft, andalwaies loued vs well:. 

Come 



■ A 



Richard the Second, 

ComeonourQueene, tomprrpw muft we part, ; 

Be merry, for our time of flay is Ihorf. 1 

Exeunt Kingand gueene. Manet North , 

North. Well Lords, the Duke of Lancaftcr is dead. 
Rojfe. And liuing too, for now his fonne is Duke, 
tFillough, Barely in title, not in reuenewes* 

North. Richly in both, if Iuftice had her right. 

Roft. My heart is great, bu.tit muft breake with fllcnce, 
Et’t be disburdened with a libcrall tongue. 

North. Nay fpeak thy mind , & let him nere Ipeak more, 
Thatfpeakesthy words againe, to do thee harme, 
miloHgh. T end’s that thpu wouldft fpcake, to the D . of 
If itbe io, out with it boldly man, (Herfordi 

Quickeismineeareto hearc of good towards him. 

Rojfe, No good at all, that lean doe for him ; 
Vnletreyou callitgood, to pittyhim, 

Bereftand gelded of his patrimonie. 

North. Now afore God t’is iliame fuch wrongs are borne 
In him a Royall Prince, and many mo 
Of noble blood in this declining land : 

The King is not himfelfe, but bafely led 
By flatterers, and what they will informe, 

Meerely in hate againft any of vs all. 

That will the King leuerely profecute 
Againft vs, our lilies, our children, and our heires, 

Xoffe. T he Commons hath he pild with grieuous taxes. 
And quite, loft their hearts. The Nobles hath hefin’d 
For ancient quarrels, and quite loft their hearts. 

JVilloHgh. And dayly new exadfions are dcuifd, 
AsBlancks,Beneuolences,and I wot not what. 

North. But what a Gods name doth become of this? 
Wtile. Wanes hath not Wafted it; for Warr’d he hath not. 
But bafely yeildcd vpon cpthpromife, 

That which his Noble Aunceftors atchieud with blowes ; r 
More hath he fpent in peace, then they in Warres. 

Kpjfe. The Earle of Wiltihire hath the Rcalme in farme. 
Witt The King’s grownebanckroutltke-a broken, man. 

D z Notth * 
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North. Reproach and defelution hangcth ouerhim. 
Me. He hath not Money for thefe Infi vVarres, 

Mis burthenous taxations notwithdanding. 

But by the robbing ofthe banilht Duke. 

North. His noble kinfman mod degenerate King > 

ButLords, we hearethisfearefull temped ling, 

Yetkeke no Iheltcr to auoyde thedormc, 

Wefcethe Winde fit fore vpon our Sailes, 

And yet we drike not, butfecurely pcrilh. 

"Rotfe. We fee the very Wracke that we mud fuffer, 
And vnauoyded is the danger now. 

For fufferingfo the caufes of our wracke. 

North^ Not fo,euen through the hollow eics of, death, 
I efpielifcpecring; but I dare not fay. 

How ncerethe tidings of our comfort is. 

Wil, Nay let vs (hare thy thoughts, as thou dod ours, 
Rojfe. Be confident to fpeake Northumberland, 

We three are but thy felfe ; and fpeakingfo. 

Thy words are but as thoughts, therefore be bold. 

North. Then thus : I haue from Le port blan 
(A Bay in Britame) receiude intelligence, 

That Harry Duke of Herferd, Raynold L, Cobham, 
That late broke from the Duke of Exeter 
His Brother Archbilhop lateof Canterbury, 

Sir Thomas Erpingham, Sirlohn Ramdon, 

Sir I ohn Norberie ? lir Robert Waterton.&c Francis Coines 
All thclc wellfurnilhedby thebuke of Britainc, 

With eight tall Ships, three thoufand men of Warrc, 
Are makinghither with all due expedience, 

And ihortly meane to touch our Northern (bore, 

Perhaps they had ere this, but that they day 
The fird departing of the King for Ireland: 

If thenwelhalllhake off our Countries llauifii yoke, 
Impeout our drowping Countries broken w/ng, 
jRedeeme from broken pawne the blemi (lit Crowne, 

Wipe of the dud that hides our Scepters guilt. 

And make high Maiedic looke like it felfe, 

Aw'ayvhthmeinpofttoRauenfpurgh: 

But. 







Richard the Second, * 

But if you faint, as fearing to dofo, 

Stay, and be fecret, and my felfe will go, 

Rojfe. T o horfe, to horfe,vrgc doubts to them that fear*. 
Wtllo. Hold out my horfe, and I will fird be thert. 

Exeunt % 

Enter thejjhteexe, and Bagot , 

Bttfh, Madam, your Maiedie is too much fadde, 

‘ You promid when you parted with theKing, 

To layalide halfe-harming heauineire. 

And entcrtaine a cheercfull dilpofition. 

jQueene. T o pleafe theKingl did, topleafemyfelfe 
I cannot doo it j yet I know no caufe 
Why I Ihould welcome fuch a gued as Griefe, 

Saue bidding farewell to fo Iwccte a gued, 

As my fweete Richard: yet againe me thinks 
Some vnborne Sorrow ripe in Fortunes wombe. 

Is comming towards me and my inward Soule, 

With nothing trembles, atifome thing if grieues. 

More then with parting from my Ford the King. 

Bujb. Each fubftance ©fa griefe hath twenty fhadowes 
Which ihewes like griefe it felfe, but is net To? 

For Sorrowes eyes glazed with blinding teares,. 

Deuides one thing entire to many ; objeds, 

■ Like perfpediucs, which rightly gazde vpon, . . 

Shew nothing but confufion, eydeawry, 

Di dinguifli forme ; fo y our fweete Maiedic, 

Looking awry vpon your Lords departure, 

Find lhapes of griefe more then himfelfe to waile, . 
Which lookt on as it is, is naught but fhadowes 
Of what it is not, thenthric,e (gracious Queene) : : / 

More then your Lords departure weepe not, more is not 
Or if it be, tis with falfe Sorrowes eyes, Teene 

W o„ h inwgtoMie, , , 

gueene. It may be fo,buf yet rny inward Souk 
( I erfwades me it is otherwise, ? how ere it be, 

I cannot but be fad j fo heauie fad. 

Although °n thinking on,iio thought 1 thinkc, 

^ Makes me with hcau.epotog^ ^ , 
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The T rigedie of 

•Sufi. Tis nothing but conceite (my gracibuij Lady ) I 
gueene. T is nothingletfe, Conceite Is ft ill deriude (■ 
Ffckii fome forefather Gricfe, mine is riot fo 1 * 

For nothing hath begot my fomethmg griefe, 

Or fomething hath the nothing that 1 gricue, 

Tis in rev eriion that l doe polleile : 

But what it is, thar is not yet knowne, what . 1 • • 11 

I cannot name, tis nartielelfewoe I wot. 

Greene. God faue your Maieftie, & well met gentlemen 
I hope the King is notyetfhipt for Ireland, 
guecnc.* Why hopeft thou fo? tis better hope he is, 
For his defignes craue haft,' his haft good hope! 

Then wherefbredoft thori hopelleisnotlhipt? 

Greene . That heour hopemight haue retirdehispower 
And driuen into defpaire in enemies hope. 

Who ftrongly hath fet footing in this land, 
Thebanifht£«/A»^(jo^repealeshimfelfe^ 

And with vplifted acmes iSiftfeWriudeat RtiHenfburbh. 
< ^rf»r;ptl6w'Godinhfeautri'foi'b l idi' f i ! 

Greene. AhMadani, tis too true; andthatisworife: 
TheLord Northumberland, his young SonH. Percie, 
The Lords of Roife,Beaumond, andWilloughbic, 



Greene . We haue, wherevpon the Earle of Worcefter, 1 
Hath broke his Stafte, rdlgnd his Stewardflup; - ! 1 

And all the houlhold feiuants fled with hrmto Enllingbrikt 
JHepte. SoGrctfndj'dhcto art the Midwife of my wbc,. 
And BullingbrOokej niy forrowes dilmall heire : 

Now hath my foule brought foorth her prodigie, 
Andlagafpingnewdeliueredmotherp* • 1 ' 

Hauevvoet6woCjforik>\ytofOriOwjovnd, : " 

•Sufi. Difpair^otMSdifti. - oi 5d >1 
$nee*e. WhoftlOlMti^ihe^ ' - (I * ’isii-mwbswhs ; 
Iwilldifpaireandbeatetiihitie" ! 1H .t ' 
Withcouetoushbpe,:heis a flatferer,/ 

A paraftte, a kc^er backs m ‘ l ' H :n v 1 



Richard the Second. ^ 

• Who gently would diiroluethe bands of life,- 
Which falle hopelingers in extremitic. 

Greene. Heere comes the Duke of Yorke, 

Queene. With fignes of Warre about his aged necke : 
Oh lull ofcarefull bufinelle are h is lookes: 

Vnckle,for Gods fakeipeake comfortable words. 

Torke. Should I do fo, I Ihould belymy thoughts,*?* 
Comfort’s Iri heauen, and we are on the earth, 

Where nothing liues but croifes, care, and griefe,, 

Your Husband he is gone to faue farre off, 

Whilft others come to make him loofc at, home : 

- Heere am lleft to vnderprop his Land, 

Who weake with age, cannot fupportmy felfe; 

Now comes the ficke houre that his furfetmade, 

Now fliall he trie his friends that flattered him. 

Seruing. My Lord, your fenne wasgone before I came? 

Torke. He was, why fo ; go all which way it will 
The Nobles they are fled, the Commons they arecojd? 
And will ( I fearej reuolt on Herfordj fide, 

Sirra, get thee to Plalhie to my fifter Glocefter, 

Bid her fend me prefently a thoufand Pound, 

Hold take my Ring. 

Ser. My Lord , 1 had forgot to tell your Lordfli ip,, 

, To day I came by and called there; 

But I lhall grieue you.to report the reft. . , 

Torke. God for his mercy J what atidcofwocs 



yo ’’ : na^y.d 
joy Hi W- 



Comes rulhing on this.woefall Landatoncei. 

I know not what to doe; I would to. Go.d 
(So my vntruth had not prouokt hi on to it): 
TheKinghad cutofmy head with my brothers.. 
What, are there two Pofts difpatcht for Ireland?. 
How lhall we doe for money for thefe Warres ! 
Come Sifter, Cooiln I would lay ; pray pardon me ; 
Goe fellow, get thee home, prouide feme Carts,. 
And bring away the Armour that is there, . 
Gentlemen, willyou goe muftcr meal 
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If I know how or which way to order thefc affayres, 
Thus diforderly thru ft into my hands, 

Neuer bcleeue mee jboth are my kinfmen ; 

T one is my Souerainge, whomc both my oath 
And dutie bids defend : t’other againe. 

Is my kinfman,whom the King hath wrong'd. 

Whom Confcicnce and my Kindred bids to right. 

Well; fomewhat we muft doc : come Coofin, 

lie difpofe of you • Gentlemen, goc mufter vp your men 

AndmeetemeprcfentlyatBarckly: ■ 

I Ihould to Plaffiie too, but time will not permit : 

All is vncuen,and euery thing is left at fixe and fcauen. 
Exeunt Duke, &£$teene : manent BuflAe and Greene. 
Bufij, The Wind fits fairc for newes to go for Ireland, 
But nonercturnes. For vs to lcuie power 
Proportionable to the enemie, is all vnpoflible. 

Greene. Befides,ourneereneiretotHeKing inloue, 
Isneerethe hate ofthofeloue not the King. 

Bag. And that is thewauering Commonsjforthcir lout 

Lies in their Purfes, and whofo emptiesthcm, 

By fo much fils their hearts with deadly hate. 

Buffe. Wherein the King ftands generally condemn’d, 
Bag. If iudgement lie inthcm, then io do we, 

Becaufe we cuer haije been ncere the King. 

Greene. Well, I will for refuge ftraight to 
The Eajle of Wiltffiire is already there. 

Bufh. Thither wtlkwilM with you, forlittlebfficc 
Will the hatefull Commons pcrforme for vs, 

Excepr like Curres, to teare vs all in peeccs : 

Will you goe along with vs i 

Bag, No, I will to Ireland to his Maieftie j . 

Farewell, if hearts prelages be not vaine. 

We three heere part, that neere lhall meete againe. 

Bujk. Thats as Torke thriucs to beat backe Bullingbroo^ 
Greene. Alas poore Duke, the taske he vndertakcs, 

Is numbring Sands, and drinking Oceans dry, 
Whereoneon his fide fights, thoufands will flie : 
Farewell at once, for once, for all and cucr, 

Bufh 





I 









Richard the Second , 

Bufh. Well, weemay meete againe. 

Bag. I fearemcneuer. 

Enter Hereford: Northumberland. 

Bud. Howfarre is it my Lord to Barckly now Z 
North. BelecuemenobleLord, 

I am a ftrangcr in Glocefterffiirc, 

Thefc high wild hils and rough vneuen wayes, 
Drawes out our miles, and makes them wearifome. 
And yet your faire difcourfe hath beeneas fugar, 
Making the hard way fweet and deledable ; 

But I bethinkeme what a wearie way. 

From Rauenfpurgh to Cotihall will be found. 

In Eoffe and Willoughby wanting your company. 
Which I proteft hath very much beguild 
The tedioufneire and procelfe of my trauell: 

But theirs is fweetened with the hope to haue 



The prefent benefite thatl polfeile. 

And hope to ioy is little letfe in ioy. 

Then hopeinioyed : by this the wearie Lords 
Shall make their way feeme fhort, as minehath done. 

By fight of what I haue, your noble companie. 

Bui. Of much letfe value is my company. 

Then your good words. But who comes heere i 
Enter Harry Percie. 

^ North. It is my ionne,young Harrie Per fie. 

Sent from my brother Worcefter whenfoeuer : 

Harry, how fares your Vnckle .? (of you 

Per, I had thought my Lord to haue learned his health 
North. Why l is he not with the Queene i 
H. Per. No my good Lord, he hath forfooke the Court, 
Broken his ftaffe of office, and difperft 
The houfliold of theKing. 

North, What was his reaioni he was not fo refolu'd. 
When laft we fpake together. 

H.Per. Bccaufeyour Lordfiiip was proclaimed traitourj 
But he my Lord, is gone to Rauenfpurgh, 

To offerferuice to the Duke of Herford, 

Andfent me ouer by Barckly to difeouer, 

E what 
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What power the Duke of Yorke hadlcuied there. 

Then with directions 5 to repaire to Rauenfpurgh. 
North. Hauc you forgofthc Duke ofHtrforJ, boy l 
H. Per. No my good Lord for that is not forgot 
Which ne're I d id remember, to my knowledge 
I neuer inmy life did looke on him. 

North. Then learn e to know him now, this is the Duke. 
H. P* My gracious Lord, I tender you my feruice, 
Such as it is, being tender, raw, and young. 

Which elder daiesihall ripen and confirmc 
To more approued feruice and defart. 

Bui, I thanke thee gentle Percie, and be lure, 

I count my felfe in nothing elfe fo happy. 

As in a foule reniembring my good friends : 

And as my fortune ripens with thy loue, • 

It fhall be hill thy true loues recompence, 

My heart this couenant makes, my hand thus fcalesft. 
North. How far re is it to Barkley, and what hurrc 
Keepcs good old Ygrke therewith his men of Warre? 

N.P. There hands the Cable by yon tuft of trees, 
Mann d with three hundred men, as I haue heard : 

And in it are the Lords of Y orke, "Barkley , and Seymor , 
None elfe of name and noble ehimation. 

Nor. Here come the Lords of Rojfe and milougUy, 
Bloudy with (purring, fierie red with hah. 

Bui. W elcome my Lords, I wot your loue purfues 
‘ Abanilht Traitour : all my treafurie 
is yet but vnfelt thanks, which more enricht. 

Shall be your loue and labours recompence. 

Rojfe. Your prefence makes vs rich, moh noble Lord. 
Wtl. And farrefurmounts our labour to attaine it. 

"Bull. Euermore thanks, the Exchequer of the poore* 
Which till my infant fortune comes toyeares, 
Standsfor my bounty : but whocomes-heere l 
Nor. It is my Lord of Barkeley, as I guelfe, 

"Barck. My Lord of Herford , my meifage is to you. 
Bui. MyLord,myanfwcreis to Lancafier, 

And I am come tofeeke that name in England, 

And 
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Richard the Second* 

And I muh find that title in your tongue, 

Beforcl make reply to ought you fay. 

Bark- Mihakemenot my Lord,t’is not my meaning 
To race onetitle of your honour out : 

To you my Lord I come, what Lord you will, 

From the moh glorious of this land, 

The Duke of T orke^ to know what pricks you on. 

To take aduantage of the abfent time, 

And fright our natiue peace with felfe-borne ArmcsJ 
Bui. I fhall not need ttanlportmy words by you. 

Here comes his Grace in perfon : My noble Vncklc J 
Yorke. Shew me thy humble heart, and not thy knee, 
Whole duety is deceiueable and falfe. 

Bui. My gracious Vncklel 

' Yorke. Tut, tut, graceme no grace, nor Vnckle me no 
I am no traitours V ncklej and that word Grace (V nckle, 
In anvngracions mouth, is butprophane: 

Why haue thole bauifiit and forbidden legs 
Dard e once to touch a duh of Suglanda ground ? 

But more then w hy l Why haue they darde to march 
So many miles vpon her peacefull bolome, 

Fryting herpalc-facde Villages with Warre, 

And ohcntation of defpifed Armes } 

Comh thou beqaufe tn’annoynted King is hence? 

Why foolilh boy, the King is left behind , 

And in my loyall bofome lies his power : 

Were 1 but now Lord of fuch hot youth, 

As when brauc Gaunt thy Father, and thy felfe, 

Refcued rhc Blackc Prince that young Mars ok men. 

From foorth the rancks ofmany thoufands French, 

O then how quickly hiould this arme of mine, 

N ow prifoaer to the Paulfey, chahife thee. 

And minihercorre&ion to thy fault 1 
Bui. My gracious V nckle, let me know my fault, 

On what condition hands it, and wherein ? 

Yorke. Euen in condition of the worh degree. 

In groile rebellion, and detehed treafon : 

Thou art abanilht man, andheereartcorae, 

E & Before 
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k T rage Me of 

Before the Expiration of thy time. 

In brauing armes againft my Soucraigne. 

BuU As I was bam Ait, I was banilht Herford- 
But as I come, I come for Lancafter : 

And noble V nckle, I befeech your grace 
Looke on my wrongs with an indifferent eye : 

You are my Father, or me thinks inyou 

1 fee old Gaunt aliue. Oh then Father, 

Will you permitthati lhallftand condemn'd 
A wandering Vagabond, my rights and royalties 
I luck t from my Armes perforce, and giuen away 
To Vpftart Vnthnfts? wherefore was I borne? 

If that my Coofin King, be King of England, ’ 
it mult be graunted I am Duke of Lancafter* 
lou hauiea Sonne, <tAumerle y my noble Goofin, 

Had you fir A died, and he beene thus trod downe. 

He fhouldhaue found his Vnckle Gaunt a Father, 

I o rouzehis wrongs, and chafe themtothe Bay, 

1 am denied tofue rqy liuerie heere, 7 

™ nc */ e i tm ^ etters P atents g'uemeleaue. 

My fathers goods are all diftrain’d andfold. 

And theft, and all, are all am life employed. 

What would you haue me doe ? I am a Subieft, 

And I challenge Law ; Attumiesaredenide me. 

And therefore per/onally I lay my clainie 
To my inheritance of free de/cent 

^i T a en , 0bleD ii> ke hath bwn t0 ° much abufdei 
Rofe. It ftands your Grace vpon, to do him right. 

mio Baft men by his endowments are made great. 
Me, My Lords of England, let me tellyou this? . 

I haue had feeling of my Coofins wrongs, 

And laboured all I could to dohim right 
Butin this kind, to come in brauing Armes, 

Be his owne caruer, and cutout his way 
To find out right with wrong, itmay not be; 

A n d y ou th a t do ab e tte h im i n this kind, 

Chcrifh Rebellion, and areRebels all, 

Nmh. The noble Duke hath fworne,fiis comniing is 

But- 




But for his owne ; and for the Right of that. 

We all haue ftrongly fworne to giue him ayde s 
And let him ne’re tee ioy that breakes that oath, 

/ York?- Well, well, I fee the illue of theft Armes; 

1 cannot mend it,l muft needs confelle, 

Becaufe my power is weake, and all ill left : 

But ifl could, by him that gaue melife, 

* I would attac h you all, and make you ftoope 
Vnt 9 the Soueraigne mercy of the King : 

But finceIcannot,bcitknowne to you, 

1 do remaine as newter ; fofareyou well, 

Vnleffeyou pleafetoenterin the Gaftle, 

And there repofe you for this night.- 
Bui. An offer V nckle that we will accept, 

But we mu ft winne yourGrace to go with vs 
T o Briflcm Caftle, which they fay is held 
By Bujhtej Bagot)Zud their complicies. 

The Caterpillersofthe Common-wealth; 

Which Ihauefwornetoweedeandpluckeaway. 

York?. It may be I will go With you; but yet ile paufc ; 
For I am loth to breake our Countries Lawes : 

Nor friends, nor foes, to me welcomeyou are, 

Things paft redreffe, are now with me paft care. 

Enter Earle of of Salisbury and a Welch Captaine. 

Welch. My Lord of Sahsburie, we haue ftaide ten daies, 
And hardly kept our Countrymen together* 

And yet weheare no tidings from the King 
Therefore we willdifperfe ourfelues : farewell, 

Sahf Stay yet another day, thou trufty Welchman, 

The King repofeth all his confidence in thee 
Wekh. Tis thought theKing is dead, we will notftay. 

1 nc i5ay-trees in our Countrev all are withered 
And Meteors fright the fixed ftarres ofheauen * 

The pale-fac’d Moonelookes bloody on the earth 

Andleane-look't Prophetswhifperfearefull change, 

Rich meirlookefadde, and Ruffians daunce and l?ape, 

The one in feare to loofe what they enioy, ** 

E 3 The 
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The Tragedie cf 

The other to enioy by rage and Warre. 

Thefe figncs fore-run the death of Kings. 

Farewell, our Countrimen are gone and fled, 

As well allured ifo/wW their King is dead. ( 

Sal. AikRichard J with eies of neauie mind, 

I fee thy glorie likealhootingftarre, 

Fallto the bafe carthfrom the firmament, 

Thyninne fets, weeping in the lowly Weft, 

Witnefting (formes to come, woe and vnreft : 

Thy friends arc fled to waite vpon thy foes. 

And crollely to thy good all fortune goes. 

Enter the Duke of Herford, Yorke, Northumberland, J\ 
Bujhieand Greene Prisoners, 

Bul. Bringfoorth thefe men. 

Bujhieand Greene, I will not v ex e your foules 
Since prefently your foules muft part your bodies* 

With two much vrging your perniciousliucs, 

For t’were no charitie j yet to wa(h your blood 
From offniy hands, here in the view of men, 

I will vnfold fome caufes of your death. 

You haue mif-led a Prince, $ Royall King, 

A happie Gentleman in blood and lineaments, 

By you vnhappiedand disfigured cleane. 

You hauein mannerwith yourfinfullhowres. 

Made a diuorcc betwixt his Qucene and him. 

Broke theprofeffionof a Royall bed, 

And ftaind the bcautic of a fayre Queenes cheekes. 

With teares drawne from her eies with your foule wrongs, 
My felfe a Princeby fortune ofmy birth, 

Neeerc to theKing in blood, and neere in loue, 

T ill they did make him mif-interpret me, 

Haue ftooptmy necke vnder your injuries. 

And figh’d my Englifli breath in forren clouds, 

Eating the bitter bread of banifliment, 

Whilcyou haue fedde vpon my fegniories, 

Difparkt my Parkes, and Feld my forreft woods, 

From mine owne windowes torne my houlhold coate, 

Racft out my imprefte, leauing me no figne, 



Richard the Stand. 

Saue mens opinions, and my Ii'uing blood, 
Tolhewtheworldlam aGentleman. 

This, and much more,much more then twice all this, 
Condemns you to the death •* fee them deliueredouer 
To execution and the hand of death. 

*Bufh. More welcome is the ftroke of death to me. 
Then Bullingbrooke to England : Lords farewell. 

Greene . My comfort is, that heauen wilkake our fouhs 3 
And plague iniuftice with the paines of hell. 

Bull. My Lord Northumberland, , fee them difpatcht ; 
Vnckle, you fay, the Queene is at your houfe. 

For God s fake fairclie let her be entreated, 

Tctther,I fend to her my kind commends j 
T ake fpeciall care my greetings be deliuered. 

Yorke. A Gentleman of mine I haue difpatcht 
With letters of your loue to her at large. 

Bull, Thanks (gentle Vnckle : ) come Lords, away 3 
To fight with G lender and his complices, 

A while to worke, and after holiday. Exeunt, 

Enter the King, sstmyerle. Car Me, & c * 

King.. Barkloughly Caftle call you this at hand / 1 
Au. Yea my Lord 5 how brook's your Grace the ayre 
After your late tolling on the breaking Seas } 7 

King. Needs muft I like it well, I weepe for ioy. 

To (land vpon my kingdomeonce againe 
Deareearth, I doe falute thee with my hand. 

Though Rebels Mound thee with their Horfeshoofes 5 
As along partedmother with her Child; 

Plaies fondlie with her teares, and fmilesin meeting - 
So weeping, fmiling, greet I thee my earth. 

And doe thee fauour with my royall hands, 

Feede not thy Soueraignes foe, my gentle earth, 

Nor with thy fweets comfort his rauenous fence 
But let thy Spiders,that fucke vp thy venome, ’ 

And heauie gatedToads lie in their way, 

Dooing annoyance to the trechcrous feete, 

Whichwith vfurping fteps do trample thee s 

Jfields, 
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Yedd (tinging nettles to mine enemies : 

And when they from my bofome plucke aflower. 

Guard it I pray thee with a lurking Adder, 

Whofe double tongue may with a mortall touch, 

Throw death vpon thy Soueraigncs enemies : 
Mockenot my fcnflelfe conjuration Lords; 

This earth fhallhaue a feeling, and thefe (tones 
Proouc armed Souidierscreher natiueKing 
Shall falter vnder foule rebellious armes. 

Carl, Feare not my Lord, that power that made you king, 
Hath power to keepe you King in fpitc of all; 

The meanesthatheauensyeeld mud be imbrae’e 
And not neglefted, Elfe hcauen would, 

And we would not; heauens offer, we refute 
The pooffered meanes offuccours and redretfe. 

Aum. He meanes, my Lord, that we are too remilfe, 
Whilft B alhngbrooke ^ through our fecuritie, 

Growcs ftrong and great infubftance and in power. 

King, Difcomfortable Coofin, knowft thou not, 
That when the fcarching eic of heauen is hid 
Behind the globe that lights thelower world. 

Then theeucs androbbers range abroade vnfeene, 
Jnmurthers,and<in outrage bloodie hecre. 

But when from vnder his terreftriall ball. 



He fires the proud tops ofthe eafterne pines. 

And darts his light through eucry guilty hole; 

Then murders, treafons, and detefted linnes. 

The cloake of night being pluckt from off their backes, 
Stand bare and naked trembling at thcmfelues : 

So when this thiefe, this traitour Bullingbreoke i 
Who all this while hath reueld m the night, 

Whilft we were wandring with the Antipodes, 

Shall fee vs riling in our throne the Eaft, 

His treafons will lit blufhing in his face, 
Notabletoendurethefightof day, 

But felfeaffrighted, trembled at his finne. 

Not all the Water in the rough rude Sea, 

Can walk the balme off from an annoy nted King, 



Richard theStumd* 

The breath of worldly men can cannotdepo& 

The deputy elerfted by the Lord, 

For euery manlhat BttUingbrtoke hath preft 
To lift fhrewd fleck againtl our golden Crownc, 

God for his Richard hath in heauenly pay, 

A glorious Angel: then if Angels fight, 

Weake men mull fall, for heauen (Fill guards the right. 

Enter Salijh. 

K*»g- Welcome my Lordthow farre ofFlics y©ur power? 
Saitjb. Nor ncerc, norfarthar off, my gracious Lord : 
Thanthiswcakcorme; difeomfort guides my tongue. 
And bids me fpeake of nothing but Defpaire, 

One day too late,lf eare, my noble Lord 
Hath clouded all thy happy daies on earth, 

O callbackeyefterday, bid Time returne, 

And thou (halt haue twelue thoufand fighting men : 

To day, to day, vnhappy day, too late, 

Ctuerthrowes thy ioyes, friends, fortune, and thy date : 
For all the Welchmen hearing thou wert dead, 

Are gone to Bullingbrooke , difperft, and fled. (pale? 

Ami. ■'Comfort, my Liege, why lookes your Graced) 
King. Butnowtbe blood of twenty thoufandmen 
Did triumph in my face, and they are fled : 

And till fo much blood thither come againe, 

Haue I not reafon to looke pale and dead ? 

All foules that will be fafe, fl ie from my fide, 

ForTime hath feta blot vpon my pride. 

Aum. Comfort, my Liege, remember who you are. 
King. I had forgot my felfe. Am I not King? 

Awake thou coward, Maicftiethou fleepeft, 

Is not the Kings name twenty thoufand names ? 

Arme, armc,tny name a puny fubicdl ftrikes 
At thy great glory, looke notto the ground, 
Ycefauourites of aKing,are wenot high? 

High be our thoughts,! know my Vnckle Turks (here? 
Hath power enough to ferue our turne : but who comes 
Enter Scroope. 

Scrwpe. More health and happinefle betide my Liege, 

. * •' F Then 
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Then can my care tunde tongue deiiuer him. 

King, Mine eare is open, and my heart prepard 
The worft is worldly lolfe thou canftvnfold, 

Say, is my kingdome loft > Why twas my care, 

And what lolle is it to be rid of care ? 

Striues Bttibngbrooke to be as great as wee ? 

Greater he (hall not be.; if he ferue God, 

Weele ferue him too, and he his fellow fo. 

Reuolt our Subiedts/ that we cannot mend, 

T hey breake their faith to God as well as vs : 

Crie woe, deftruftion, ruine, and decay, 

T he worlt is death, and death will haue his day. . 

Sir oo. Glad am 1, that your Highneireisio armd 
To beare the tidings of calamitie. 

Like an vnfcafonable,ftoimi.e day,. 

Whichmake the bluer Riuers drown their ftiowCrs. 

As if the wovl'dwere all dillotud.to teares, 

So high aboue his limits fvvelstherage l>: f 

Of Btilltngbrpoke, couering your fearefull land 
With hard bright fteele, aud hearts harder then fteclc ? 
White beards haue armd their, thinne and hairelelfefcalps 
Againft thy Mafeftie ; : and boyes with womens voyces 
Striue to fpeakebigge, and clap their female ioynts. * ! - ' 
Jn ftiffevnwildie armes, againft thy Crownc,. ■ v f. n > 
Thy very beadf-men learne to bend their browes, 

Of double fatall woe againft thy ftate. 

Y.eadiftatfc women manuage ruftie billes: ■ . ■; 

Againft thy featebofj) young apd old-rebel)* { .'j 
And all goes worfe then J.haue power to tell. 

King. T o well, to well thoii telft a talc fo ill, 

Whereis theEaileof Wiltfliirc ? whcreisBagotr 
What is become of Bulliie? where is Greene?. * n 
Thattheyhaqclctthedangerousenemie * .. 

Meafurc our confines with fuch peaccfull fteps.. 

If we preuaile, their h^ads fliall pay for it:, 

I.warrautthey hajue nude peace with Bullwgbroo!^. 

Scro. Peace haue they made with him indeed my Lord. 
Ki»g, Qh Viliaines, vipers, damnd without redemption, 

Dogs 




Dogs eafily wonne to fawne on any man. , 

Snakes in my heart blood war/nd, that ftwg my heart 5 
Three I udalles, each onethrice worfe then Iudas, 

Would they makepeace ? terrible hell 

Make warre vpbn their fpotted foules for this, 

Scro. Sweeteloue’s (Ifee) changing : his property 
Turnes to the fowreft and moft deadlie hate. 

Aeainevncurle theirfoules, their peaccis made 

With head, and not with hands, thofe whom you curfc 
Haue felt the wor ft of deaths deftroying wound, 

Andlie fulllowgrau'd in the hollow ground. 

Anm. Is Bufiiie, Greene, & theEarle ofWiltflure dead? 
Scro. Yea, all of them at Briftow loft their heads, j 
Where is the Duke my father with his power ? 
King. No matter where, of cpmfort no manfpeake. 
Letstalkeof grapes, 

Make dull our paper^and vvicb.rainic eyes 
Write forrowonthe: bofeme af the earth* 

Lets choofe Executors and ralkeof wils : 

And y et notfo,for what can we bequeath, 

Saue ourdepofed bodies to.the ground ? 

Our lands, our Hues, and all ar aBu/lingbrookcs, 

And nothing can we call our owne, but death. 

And that fmall modell of the barren earth. 

Which ferues as pad and couer to our bones. 

For Gods fake let v,s fit vpon theground? 

Andteliiad ftoriesofthedeathof Kings, 

How fome haue beeije depofde,fome flaine in warre. 

Some haunted by the ghofts they haue depofed. 

Some poyfoned by their wiues, fomefleepmg kild, 

All murthered : for within thehollow Crowne 
That rounds the mortall temples of a King, 

Keepes death his Court.andtheretheantiquefits, 
Scoffing his ftate,and grinning at his pompe, 

Allowing him a breath, a little fccane. 

To Monarchife, be feard, and k ill with lookes, 

Infufing him with felfe and vainc conceit, 

As if this flefli which walks about our life, 

f * Were 
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Were BralTe impregnable : and humord thus. 

Comes at the laif,aud with a little pin 
Bores through hit Caftle walles, and farewell Kin^ 

Couer your heads, aud mocke not flefh andbloocb 
With folemne reuerence throw away refped, ....... 

Tradition, forme, and ceremonious dutie, . ' 

For you haue but miftooke me all this while, 

I liue with bread like you, feele want, 

T aft griefe , need friends : fubieded thus. 

How can you fay to mee, lama King? 

Car/. My Lord, Wife-men ne’rc litaRd waile their woe. 

But prelently preuent the waies to waile. 

To fearethe foe, fince feare opprefleth ftrength, 

Giues in your weakenelfc ftrength vnto your foe, 

And foyour follies fightagatnft your felfc: ' 

Feare, and be flaine, no worfecan come t-o- fight : ••>») k 

And fight and die, is death deftroying deatb,° 

Where fearing dying, paieS death feruitebreatlv .r, : , 

Aunu My Father hath a power, inquire of him, 
Andlearnetomakeabody of a limme, 

Kwg. Thou chidft me well, proud 'BniUngbroo^ I come 
1 o change blowes with thee for our day of doome ; 

This Ague-fit of feare is ouerblownc. 

An eafie taske it is to winne our owne. 

yScroope, Wherelies our Vnckle with his power > 
Spcakefwectly man, although thy lookes be fower.* - 
Swope. Men iudge by thecomplexion ofthesk’ie, 
i he ftate and inclination of the day; 

So may you by my dull and lieauy eye : 

My tongue hath but a heauiertale to fay, 

I play the torturer by fmall and fmall. 

To lengthen out the worft that nVuft be fpoken : 

Ycur Vnckle is ioyn’d with htdlinobrocke ' 

And all vourNortherneCaftlesyeddedvp, 

And all your Southerne Gentlemen in armes 
Ypon his panic. 

Kt«g. Thou haft fayd enough : 

Befii.re^ thee Coofin which didft lead me fooith 

Of 










Richard the Second* 
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Of that fwcet way I was in to difpaire. 

What fay you how i What comfort haue we now? 

By heauen lie hate himeueflaftingly,. 

That bids me beofg 9 mfott any iftpre^ , 

Goe to Flint Caftle, there, ile pine away, 

A King woes fkue,fha.llkingly\*oe obey s 
That power Ihaue;dif{;harge, and let them go , 

To eare the Land that hath tome hope tf) grow J 
For I haue none; iet no man fpeake againe 
To alter this, for counfelUs but vaine. 

Aum, My Liege otie word. 

King* Hedoes m.e double wrong, J : j : 

That wounds me with the flatteries of his tongue 
Difcharge my followers, let them h«nce away, ; 

From Richards night, to Builtngbrookes faire day. " 

Enter Bull. York?, North * ... 

Bull* So that by this irwdhgence weloarnc, 

The Welchmen aredifpea»ft,andSalisbury ■ 

-Is gone to meete the ICingjwho lately landed 
With fome few priuate friends, vpon this coaft. 

North, The newes is very faire and good, my Lord.- 
Richard not farre from hence hath hid his head. , 

Torke. It would befeemethe Lord Noxthumberlandy . , 
T o fay, King Richard, alacke the heauie day, 

When fuch a facrcd King, fhould hide his head* 

North. Your Grace miftakes; onely tobe briefe, 

Left I his title out. 

Tor. The time hath bin, fhould you hanebinfo briefe with 
He would haue bin fo briefe to ihorten you, (him 
For taking fo the head, your whole heads length. 

Bui. Miftakc not (Vnckle) further then you fhould. 

7 orke. Takenotf good Coofin)further then you fhould 
Lead. you miftakc theheauens are ouer your heads, 

Bui, I know it Vnckle, and oppofe not my fefe • 
Againft their willes. But, who comes heerc i Enter Perei 
Welcome Harry : What, will not this Cafte yceld? v 
, H en -'T >er ‘ The Gaftle i* Royally mand my Lord. 
Againft thy entrance. 

Vi ■’ F 3 " ’‘Tall* 
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Bull, Royally, why it cointaines no King. • 

H. PerpYes (my good Lord) 

It doth containe aKing,KingjR*$^li<£ri -‘I ' ' - —ad v 
With the limits of yon litne and (tone, 

And with him the L<$rdi4umerU;Lord Salisburiey f J ao£) 
Sir Stephen Scroope, befides a Cleargieman : '- , / 

Of holiereaerertceJWho I canflotlearneV '- } ^ "Oqjt ii 
North, Oh helik6 f fcfethe'Bilhop of ‘J3i£3,)T 
Bui . Noble Lords, 

Go to the rude ribbes of that ancient Caftle, 
ThroughbrafenTrumpetfehd thebreath of parlce 
Into his ruindeearcs, and thus deliuer. ^ . 

H. Bui.- Oil both his knee^doth kilT6kmgRUh*Pdt hand, 
Andfendsalleageariceand true faith of heart ! -»T > .'u 
To his Royallperfon thither come - 

Euenat his feete , to lay my ttrmes and power : t 

Prouided,that-mybanillim§iifccepeald, a 

Andlands re flared againe beTieeljfgraunted $:;o! • 77 „..f 
If not, ilevfe the aduahtagebfany power, * 

Andlay thefummers duft with fhowres of blood, 
Raihd*fcom the wounds of flaughteredEnglinlbmeni - 
The which, how far off from themihd of Buliinghraike 
It is,fach chrimibnYempeft fhould bedrencht. 

The frefh greene lapof faire King Riebwdsl and. 

My Hooping dutietenderlie fhallftiew. 

Go fignifie-as much, while here we march 

Vpon the graffie carpet of this plainer 

Lets march without the noyfeof threatningdrumme , 

That from this Caftlcs tattered battlements. 

Our faire appointments may bewellperufd. 

Methmks King Richard and my felfe fhould meete . 
With no-lelTcterrour then the Elements v * i , . 

Of Fireand Water, when their thundringfmoake, 

At meeting teares the cloudy cheekes of heauen. 

Be he the Fire, Ilebe the yeelding Water; 

The rage be his,whilft on theearth I raigac \ 1 

My Water's on the earth, and noton him: 

March on, and marke King Richardhowhelookc*. 



Richard the Secendi 

The T rumpet found, Rjcl 
Bull, See,le ” 

As doth the b| 

'Frdih‘i)Ut‘thei „ , IfcUWW , , , 

When he perceiues the enuious clouds are bent 

To dimme his glorie, and to ftaine the tracks 

Of his bright pailage to the Occident. Vy f 

Yorke. Yetlookeshelike ; aICuig,bcholdhiseyc, 

As bright as is the Eagles, lightens foorth 
Controlling Maiertie ; alacke for. woe. 



Becaufc we thotrght ourlelfe. tnelavytuli Jung: 

And if we be, hoW dare thy ioy nts forget 
P a y their awefull dutie to our preknee £ 

If we be not, ihevv vs the hand#! G pd . iW 

That hath difmift vs from our Stewardflnp ; 

Eor well weknow, rib hand of blood arid bone, 

^ •_ . *.!_ - /L.'.J 



Ana tnougn you uiiuis<j hi at aua* j 

Haue tome theiribilk% ? by.tB mirii 
Andwe dtr ba^kfE^ b'CTdft fh L.-- .... 

Y et know , my Mamtf Jffrb bmrii potent, 

Is muftering in his cldtids on our behalfe, 

Armies of Peftilence, and they fhallftrikc 

Your Children yet vnbornc, and vnbegot, ? 

That lift your vallaile hands again ft my head. 

And threat the glorie ofmy precious Crowne, . 




Is dangerous treafon? he is comc¥bopcn il ' °7/ ' ! - 
The purple Teftament of bleeding Warrc : 

Butere the Ctowne he lookes for, liue in peace, 

Ten thoufand bloody crownesof mothers fonnes* 

Shall ill become the flower of Englands face, ‘ ' 

Change thecomplexion.of Mayd-palcpeace, ; 

• < :?s:v r r • . X© 



- 
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TbeTrAgfaof 
To fcarldt indignation, and bedeaw 
Her patter's griffe with faithfuH Englilh blood 

Bcrulht vpon. Thy thrife noble Coolin, 
H«rrj3ulkngi>r-ovks doth humbly kiire thy hand 
And by the honourable Tombc he fweares, 

That flan* vpon your royall Grandfircs bones. 
And by the Royalties of both your bloods 

Currents that fpring from one moft gracious head 

And bvthe hurifti * 



Comprifing all that may b$ ftffinc or ' 

His comming hither hath no further Icope 1 ^ 

Then for his lineal! Royil.'^deobcle 
Inf ranehifernentimmediate on his knees. 
Which on thy Royall partiegraunted once, 
«w glittering Armes he will commend to ruft . 

5 ,S r ba i e n? tCeds toSMs > and his heart ' 
Tofaithfull feruice of>our &$£'- 

This fweares he, as he is a Prince iufl . 1 
And as I am a Gentleman,! creeftffum^ U0 ^. f ® : ' 



;mX 

-v y - 



iw/i; 
i :cflT 






i:H 



His noble Coolin is right welcorae 
Ancfall the number of his faire den 

\*ri ‘ i 



'his faire demos' 

;^.L' . 



rj^h'yoi 



v * v* iuo t au t utUJUuUUo 

Shall be accomplifht without contradiction, 

With all the gracious v iterance thou haft j ‘ * / , : 

opeake to his gentle hearing kind commends : 

Wc doe debafe our felues (Coofin) do wee not .? 

To lookefo poorely,and tc fpeake fo faire ? 

Shall we call backe Northumberland, and fend , 

Defiance to the rraitour,and fodse/ 

No good nay Lord, lets fight with gentle words, 

1 ill time lend friends, and friends their helpfullfwords. 

Oh God, oh God that ere this tongue of mine, 

I nat laid the fentenceof dread banifhment 
On you proup man, fnould take it off againe, 

With words of footh J Oh that I were as great. 

As 



r 



Hie hard the Second » 

As is my grifcfe, or letter then my name J 
Or that I could forget what I haue been 1 
Or not remember what I muft be now! 

Swell ft thou (proud heart , ) lie giuctheefcopeto beat. 
Since roes haue icope to beat both thee and nice. 

Aftm - Northumberland comes backe from Bullingbrookg* 
T “^' What muft the King do now ? muft he lubmit i 
TheKing (hall do it; Muft he bedepofde i 
The King fiiall be contented : Muft he loofe 
The name of a King? a Gods name let it goc: 

He giue my j ewels for a fet ofBeades ; 

MygorgeousPallace/oraHermitage: 

My gay Apparell, for an Almef-mans Gowne : 

My figurde Goblets, for adilh of Wood : 

My Scepter, for a Palmers walking Staffer 
MySubiecfts, for a payre of carued Saints : 

And my large Kingdome, for a little Craue; 

Alittlelittle Graue, an obfcureGraue, 

Or, ile be buried in the Kings hie way, 

Some way ofcommon trade, where fubieCts feet e 
May hourely trample on their Soueraignes head « 

* or on my heart they tread now w hdft I hue ; 

And buried once, w hy not vpon my head i 
Aumer/eshou weepeft(my tender-hearted Coolin) 

Weele make foule weather with defpifed teares 5 
Our fighes, and they, fhall lodge the fummer corne, 

And make a dearth in this reuoltin gland : 

Or ftiall vve play the wantons with our woes. 

And makefome pretty match with (heading teares. 

And thus todrop them ftill vpon one place, 

Till they haue fretted vs a paire ofGraues 
Wirhm the earth : and therein layde ; their lies 
Two kinfmen dig'd their Graues with weeping eyes i 
Would not this ill doe well l well well I fee, 

1 talke but idlely, and you laugh at mee. 

Molt mighty Prince, my Lord Northumberland , , 

What fayes King Bullmgbrooke, will his Maieftie 
Giue Richard leaue toliue till Richard diet 

G You 
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TheT rdgedie of 

You make alegge,and Bullingbrookefayes I. 

Norths My Lord, in the bale court he doth attend, 

T o fpeakcwith you : may it pleafe you to come downe. 

King. Downe, downe I come, like glittering Phaeton^ 
Wanting themannageofvnruly lades. 

In the bafe court, bale court where Kings grow bafc, 

T o come at Tray tors calles, and do them grace. 

In the bafe court come do /me: downe court, downe King 
For night-owlcs fhreeke where mounting larks ihould fing 
Bvll. What fayes his Maieftie i 
North. Sorrow and griefe of heart. 

Makes him fpeake fondly like afrantickeman : 

Yet he is come. 

Butt. Stand all apart, 

And lhevv faire dutie to his Maieftie .* He kneeles dome. 

My gracious Lord, 

King, Faire Coofin you debafe you rPrincely knee, 

T o make the bafe earth proud with kiflingit : 

Me rather had my heart might fecleyourloue. 

Then my vnpleafed eye fee your curtefie: 

Vp Coofin vp, your heart is vp 1 know. 

Thus high at leaft, although your knee be low. 

Bull, My gracious Lord, I comebut for mine owne. 
King. Your owneis yours, and I am yours and all. 
Bull. So farrebemine,my moft redoubted Lord, 

As my tiue feruicc (hall deferue your loue. 

King. Well you deferue : they well deferue to haue, 
That know the ftrong’ft andfureft way to get. 
Vnckle,giue me your hands; nay dryyoureyes, 
Tearesfhew their loue, but want their remedies. 

Coofin, I am too youngto beyour Father, 

Though you are old enough to be Heyre; 

What you will haue, He giue, and willing too : 

For doe we muft, what force will haue vs do t 
Set on towards London, Coofin is it fo i 
Bull. Yea my good Lord. 

King. Then I muft not fay no. Exeunt. 

& Enter. 



c 

v! 









Richard the Second, 

Inter the fthtenne with her attendants, 

$ue. What fport lhall we deuife hecre in this garden, 
To driue away the hcauic thought of care ? 

Lady. Madam weele play at bowles. 
flue. Twillmakemethinketheworld is full of rubs, 
And that my fortune runnes againft the bias* 

Lady. Madam weele daunce. 
flue. My legs can keepe no meafure in delight. 
When my poore heart no meafure keepes in griefc i 
Therefore no dauncing girle,fomc other Ipott. 

Lady. Madam weele tell tales, 
flue. Offorrow or of griefe? 

Lady,* Of either Madam. 

flue. Of neither girle, « 

For if ofloy, being altogither wanting, 

It doth remember me the more offorrow : 

Or if of griefe, being altogither /add, 

It addes more/orrow to my want of ioyt 
For what I haue Ineedenottorepeate, 

And what I want it bootes notto complainc. 

Lady. Madam ilefing. 

guy. T is well that thou haft caufe, 

But thou Ihould ft plea/e me better wouldft thou weepe. 
Lady, I could weepe Madam, would it do you good. 
guee. And I could fing would weeping do me good, 
And neuer borow any teareof thee. 

But ftay, heerecommeth the Gardiners, 

Lets ftep into the lhadow of thefe trees. 

My wretchedneife vnto a row of pines. 

They will talke of ftate, for euery one doth fo, 

Againft achangewoeis fore-runne with woe. 

Enter Gardiners. 

?° e blI ] d tl l™ v Py™ Angling Apricockes, 
Which like vnruly children make theirfire 

Stoope with oppteflion of their prodigall weight ; 
Giuelome fupportance to the bending twigs 

Goe thou, and like an executioner 

G * Cue 
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Cut offthe heads oftwo faft growing Iprayes, 

That looke too loftie in our Common-wealth : 

All mull be euen in our gouerment. 

Tou thus imployde, 1 will goe roote away 
The noyfome Weedes that without profit fucke 
The loyles fertilitic From hollomc Flowers. 

Man. Why Ihould we in the compare of a Pale, 

Keepe law and forme, and due proportion. 

Shewing in a modell our firmc eftate. 

When our fea-walled Garden, the whole Land 
Is full of Weedes j her faireft Flowers choakt vp. 

Her fruit trees all vnprund her hedges ruinde. 

Her Knots difordered, and her holefome Hearbes 
Swarming with Caterpillers, 

Card, Hold thy peace. 

He that hath lu fired this difordered Spring, 

Hath now himfelfe met with the fall ofLeafe : 

?h 9 e ^ eSthat hiS b u° ade f ? readi0 § JLeaues did (belter, 
That feemde in eating him, to hold him vp. 

Are puld vp, roote and all, by BullmebrooL 

I meane the Earle of mitjhtre, Bulhie, Greene. 

CMan. What, are they dead? 

Card. They are. 

And Bullingbrooke hath feizd the waftfull King. 

A f at if. It . tl T ,t ,s ' thatbe had notfo tnmde° 

And dreft his Land; as we this Garden, attimeofyeerc 
Dovvound thebarke, the skinneofour fruit trees/ 

Lea 1 being ouer-proud with fappeand blood, 

With too much riches it confound it felfe. 

Had he done fo, to great and growing men. 

They might haue liude to beare, and he to tafte 
Their mutes of duetie : fuperfluous branches 

Wel^peaw^Jatbwmigboughesmayline: 

Whl H h d °a C f °/. r/ eIfe had borne the Crown e, 

Man What, thinke you the King /hall be depofde l 
gard, Deprefl he is already, and depofde ^ 

T’is 




Richard the Second, 

T’is, doubt he will be. Letters came Jail night 
To a deare friend of the Duke o (Tories, & 

Thattell blacketidinges. 

Ohi l amprett to death through wantoffpeaking 
Thou old AdamsY ikenes let to dreife this Garden, S 

Hwdjesth|ha r & rude tongue found this vnpleafing 
Wha tEuei What Serpent hath ** 

Tomakearcco„dfy o fcurf c dS h “* fntlra * 

Why doll thou fay King Richard is depofde? 

Dant thou, thou little better thing then earth 
Diuniehisdownefall? Say, where, when,andhow 
Camft thou by this .11 tidmges .Tpeake thou wretch ? 

Gard Pardon me Madam, little ioy haue I 
To breath thefe newes,yet what I fay is true : 

Jving Kichard, he is in the mighty hold 
Qf Bullingbrooke ; their fortunes both areweyde. 

In your Lo. fcalc, is nothing but himfelfe. 

And fome few vanities that make him light * 

But in the hallanrp nf »_//•_/ , & 




J r ui . uw Y i J are a11 Peeres, 

And with that oddes, he wheighes KingiteWdovvne. 
Poll you to London, and you will find! it fo - 

1 fpeake no more then euery one doth know.’ 

Suftn. Nimble Mifchaunce, that artfo li«ht . 
Doth not thy embaflage belong to me, ^ f °° tC} 

•And am I laft that knowes it ? Oh thou thinkeft 
Toferue me laft, that I may longeft keepe 
Thy forrow in my breaft : come Ladyes,goe 
To meete at London, Londons King in woe. 

Snnl’7 aS Ib r C to th i s ’ tharm yfaddlooke, 

Shodd grace the triumph ofgrea t Bulling brooke* 

Gardner, for telling me thefe newes ofwl e 

Heere did flie drop a teare,heerein this place 
Hefeta bancke ofRewfowre Hearbe-of-grace* 

G 3 ’ Rcw, 





THE BODLEIAN LIBRARY (Arch. G d.39[l]) OdaVO 







iwt ragease of 

Rcw, euen for Ruth, heere Biortly Dull be feene, 

In remembrance of aweeping Queene. Exeunt, 

Enter Bu/lingkrooke , Aumerle , Arid others. 

ShH. Call, fourth Bagot. Enter Buy*, 

Now Bagot, freely fpeakc thy mind. 

What thou doft know ofnoble Gloccflcrs death, 

Who wrought it with the King, and who performdc 
The Blood ie office ofhis timelelle end? 

Bagot. Then fet before my face the Lord Aumerle. * 
Bull. Coofin, Band foorth, and looke vpon that man; 
Bagot. My Lord Aumerle, 1 know your daring tongue, 
Scornes to vnfay what once it hath deliuered : 

In that dead time when GloceBers death was plotted, 

I heard you fay. Is not my arme of length. 

That reacheth from the rellfull Engltffi court 
As farreas Callicetomine Vnckles head i 
Amongfl much other talke, that very time, 

I heard you fay, that you had rather refufe 
The offer of an hundred thoufand Crownes, 

Then Bulliugbrookes retu rne to England, addingjwithall, 
How bleflthis land would be in this your Cooh ns death, 
c Aum. Princes, and noble Lords, 

Whac anfwere ffiall I make to this b afe man i 
Shalllfomuchdiffionourmy faire ftarres. 

On equalltea'rmes to giue him chafticement c 
Either I mufl,or haue mine Honour foyld 
With the attainder of his flaunderouslips : 

There is my gage, the manuallfeale of death, 
Thatmarkes thee out for Hell .* thouliefl. 

And will maintaine what thou haftlayd, is falfe. 

In thy heart blood, though being all too bafe 
To ftaine the temper of my knightly Sword* 

Bull Bagot, forbeare,thou ft alt not take itvp. 
ttsfum. Excepting one, I would he were the beB 
In all this prefence, that hath mooud mefo. 

Fitz. If that tkty valour Band on fimpathio* 

There is my gage Aumerle-, in gageto thine $ 







Bichard the Second, 

By that fa/re Sunne that Ihewes me where thou Bandff , 

1 heard thee fay, and vauntingly thou fpakff it, 

Thatthou wert caufe of noble GloceBers death : 

If thou denieff it twentie times, thou lyeft. 

And I will turnethy fallhood to thy heart, 

Whcreit was forged, with my Rapiers poynt. 
cAunt. Thou darB not (coward) liue I to fee the day. 
Fitz. Now by my foule, I would it were this houre. 
jura. Fitzwaters, thou art damnd to hell for this* 

L. Ter. Aumetle, thou lieB, his honour is as true, 

In this appeale, as thou art all vniuB, 

And thatthou artfo, there I throw my gage. 

To prooue it on thee to the extreameBpoynt 
Of mortall breathing, ieize itif thoudar’B. 

c Alum, And if I do not, may my hands rot off. 

And neuer brandifh more reuengefull Beele 
Ouer tffe glittering helmet ofnjy foe. 

Another L. 1 take the earth to the like(for/wone Aumerle. ) 
And fpur thee on with full as many lies. 

As it may be hollowed in thy trecherous care 
From finneto finne : there is my honours pawne, 

I ngage it to the tryallif thou darB. 

Atm. Who fets.me elfe f by heauen He throw at all-, 

I haue a thoufand fpirits in one breaft, 

To anfwere twenty thoufand fuch as you. 

Sur. My Lord Fitzwatcr, 1 do remember well 
The verie time Aumerle and you did talke. 

Fuz. T is very true, you werein prefene then, 

And you can witneffe with me this is true. 

Sur. As falfe by heauen, as heauen itfclfe is true. 



Fitz. Surrie, thouliefl. 



(fwordL 



Thr i ,S 0n0 J rableb0, '’' ,,atIy 11,11 1 >’ f ° hwicon my 

That it [hall render vengeance and reueno e 
Till thou thclie-giuer, and thatlie do lie, ° 

In earth as quietasthy Fathersfcull, 

Inproofewhereof there is my honours pawne 
Ingagc it to the tryallif thou darB, r 
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Fitz , How fondly doft thou fpurre a forward horfc. 

If I dare eate, or drinke, or breath, or liue, 

I dare meet Surry in aWildernelfe, 

And fpit vpon him whilft I fay he lyes, 

And lyes, and lyes : there is my bond of Fayth, 

To tie thee to my ftrong corredion : 

As I intend to thriue in this new world, 

Aumerle is guiltie of my true appeale. 

Bcfides , I hearc the ban i fh ed Norffelke Cay : 

T hat thou Aumerle didft fend two of thy men 
To execute the noble Duke of Calice. 

Some honeft Chriftian truft me with a gage, 
That Norfolke lyes, heere do I throw downethis, 

1 fhe may be repeald to try his honour ? 

Bull, Thefe differences fhall all reft vnder gage , 
TdlNorfolkebe repeald, repeald he fhall be. 

And Though mineenemie,reftor’d againe 
To all his Lands and Signones ;when heisreturn’d, 
Againft <*Aumerle we will inforce his triall. 

Carl, That honorable day fhall neuer be feene : 
Many a time hath banifht Norfolk e fought 
For Iefus Chrift, in glorious Chriftian field, 
StreamingtheEnfigneoftheChriftiancroffe, ■ 
Againft blacke Pagans, Tnrkes, and Saracens, 

And toyld with workes ofWarre, retir’d himfelfe 
To Italy, and there at Ven ice gau e 
His Body toa pleaf ant countries earth. 

And his purefoule vnto his Captaine Chrift, 

Vnder whole colours he had fought fo longV 

Bull, Why Bi(hop,is Norfolk? dead l 

Carl, As fure as I liue, my Lord. 

Bull. Sweet peece condud his fweet foule to thebofome 
Of good old Abraham : Lords appellants. 

Your di fferences fhall all reft vnder gage, 

T ill we afsigne you to your dayes of triall. 

EnterTorhe, 

Torke. Great Duke of Lancaftcr, I come tothee. 

From 



Richard the Second, 

From plume-pluckt Richard) who with willing foule 
Adopts thee Heire,and his high Scepter ycelds 
To the polfeflion of thy royallhand .• 

Afcend his Throne, defending now from him. 

And long liue He»ne> fourth of that name. 

Bui, In Gods name, lie afcend the Regall throne, 

Carl. Mary God forbid. 

Wor ft in this Royall prefence I may fpeake : 

Yet beft befeeming me to fpeake the truth; 

Would God any in this noble prefence# 

Were enough noble to be vprightludge 
OCnobleRichard : T hen true bobleneffe would 
Learne him forbearance from fo foulc'a wrong. 
Whatfubied can giue fentence on his King l 
And who fits heere that is not RE hards Cubictt l 
Theses are not iudged, but they are by to hearc, 
Although apparant guilt be feene in them ; 

And fhall the figure of Gods Maieftie, 

His Captaine, Steward, deput/e, eled, 

Annointcd, crowned, planted many yeares. 

Be judg’d by fubied and inferior breath. 

And hehitnfelfe not prefent? Ohforfendit God, 

That in a Chriftian Climate foulcs refinde, 

Shouldfhewfo hainous blacke obfene a deede. 

I fpeake to fubieds, and afubiedfpeakes, 

Stird vp by God thus boldly for his King. 

My Lord of Hereford here whomyou callKing, 

Is a foule traitor to proud HerefordsKing, 

And if you Crowne him, let me prophefie, 

The blood of Englifh fhall manure theground. 

And future ages groane for his foule ad. 

Peace fhall goelleepe with Turkes and Infidels, 

And in this feateof peace, tumultuous wars 
Shall kin with kin, andkind with kind confound .• 
Diforder,horror,feareand mutinie, 

Shall heereinhabit, and this land be cald 
Thefield of Golgotha and dead mens skuls. 

"• r ” H Oh 
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Oh ifycuraifcthishoufeagainft his houfe, 
Jtwillthewofulleft diuilion prooue, 

T hat euer fell vpon this curled earth : 

Preuent it, refill it, and let it not be fo, 

Leaft child, childs children crie againftyouwoe. 

North. Well haue you argued lir, and for your paines, 
Of Capitalltreafon, we arret! you here : 

My Lord of Weftminfter, be it your charge, 

To keepe him fafely till his day oftriall. 

May it pleafeyou Lords, to graunt the common fuite, 
Fetch hither Richard, that in common view 
He may furrender, fo we lhall proceed without fufpition* 
Torke. 1 will be his condud, 

Bui. Lords,you that are here, are vnder our arreft, 
Procure your Sureties for your daies ofanfwere $ 

Little are we beholdingto your loue. ^ 

And little looke for at your helping hands. 

Enter King Richard 

Rich. Alacke why am 1 fent for to a King, 

Before I haue fhooke off the regall thoughts 
Wherewith I raignd $ I hardlie yet haue learnt 
T o infinuate, flatter, bow, and bend my limbes ? 

Giuc forrow leaue a while to tutor me to this fubmiflion * 
Yet I well remember the fauours of thefe men, 

Were they not mine ? did they notfometimes crie alhaile 
T o me ! io Judas did to Chrift j but he in twelue, 

Found truth in all but one $ I in twelue thoufand none ; 
God faue the King, will no man fay Amen : 

Am I both Prieft and Clarke ; well then, Amen. 

God faue the King, although I be not hee, 

And yet Amen, if heauen do thinkc himmcc : 

To do whatferuice am I fent for hither : 

Torke. To do that office of thine owne good will. 
Which tired Maieffie did make thee offer j 
The refignation of thy State and Crowne 
To Harry Bullingbrooke. 

Rich, Scaze the Crowne, ' I; 



Rich or dike Second, 

Heere Coofin, on this fide my hand, & on that fidf yourS* 
Now is this golden Crowne like a deepe Well, 

That owes two Buckets filling one an other, 

The emptier eiier daunting in the ayre, 

The other downe vnfeenc, and full of Water : 

That Bucket downe, and full of teares, am I, 

Drinking my griefe, whilft you mount vp on high. 

Bui. 1 thought you had been willing to refigne ? 

Ric. My Crowne I am, but ftill my griefes arc mine : 
You may my Glories and my State depofe. 

But not my Griefes, ftill am I King of thofe. 

Bui. Partofyour Cares you giue me with your Crown, 
Rich, Your cares fetvp, do not plucke my cares down; 
My care is Ioffe of care, by old.care done, 

Your care is gaine ofcare by new care won.' 

The cares I giue, I haue, though giuen away, 

Tlifey tend the Crowue,yet ftill with me they ftay. 

Bui. Are you contented to refigne the Crowne i 
Rich. I, no no i j for, I muft nothing bee, 

. Therefore no no, for I refigne to thee. 

Now marke me how I will vndoe my felfe .• 

I giue this heauie waight from off my head. 

And this vnweildie Scepter from my hand. 

The pride of kingly fway from out my heart : 

With mine owne teares I wafli away my balme. 

With mine owne hands I giuc away my Crowne, 

With mine owne tongue denie my facred ftate. 

With mine owne breath rdeafe all duties rites, 

Allpompe and Maieffie I doeforfweare. 

My Mannors, Rents, Reuenewes I forgoc, 

My Adtes, Decrees, and Statutes I denie .• 

God pardon all Oathes t hat are broke to me, 

God keepe all Vowes vnbroke thatfweareto thee: 

Make me thatnothing haue, with nott.ing gr cud. 

And thou with all pleafd, that haft all atciueud ; 

Long mayft thou liue in Richards feat to fit, 

And foone lie Richard in an earthly pit ; 

Hz God 

f* •' * 




THE BODLEIAN LIBRARY (Arch.Gd.39fl]) OctaVO 






WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE Richard II { STC 22312) LONDON, 1615 



mm* 



The Tr Age Ate of 

Godfatie King Harry vnkingd Richard hies, 

Andfend him many /ceres of Sun-ihinesdaics. ' 

What more remaines ? 

North. No more, but that you read 
Thefe acculations, and thefe grieuous crimes. 
Committed by your perlon, and your followers, 

Againft the ftate and profite of this Land * 

That by confefling them, the foules of men 
May deeme that you are worthily depofde. 

Rich. Mud 1 doefo? and mult J rauell out 
My Weaud vp Folly, gentle Northumberland i 
If thy offences were vpon record. 

Would it not lhame thee in fo faire a troope. 

To read alcdurecfthem,iftho.u wouldft, 

There Ihouldft thou find one hainous Article, 
Containing the depoling of a King, 

And cracking the ftrong warrant of an Oath, 

Markt with ablot, damd in the booke of heauen ; 

Nay of you that ftand and looke vpon, 

Whilft that my wretchednelfe doth bate my felfe j 
Though lomeofyou (with Tdatc J waih your hands, 
Shewing an outward pittie, yet you Pilates, 

Haue heere deliuered me to my fowrc Crofle, 

And watercannot wadi away your finne, 

N, orth. My Lord difpatch, read ore thefe Articles* 
Rich. Mine eyes are fujl of tearcs, I cannot fee ; 

And yet fait water blinds them not fo much,. 

But they can fee a fort of T raitors here : 

Nay, if I turne mine eies vpon my felfe,. 

I fi nd my felfe a T raitor with the reft ; 

For i haue giuen here my foules confent 
Tovndeckethe pompous body of a King*. 

Made gloriebace,and Soueraigntie a flauc; 

Proud Maieftie a fubied, State a peafant. 

North. My Lord. 

Rich. No Lord ofthine,thou baught infultingman, 
Nor no mans Lord 5 I haue no name, no title, 

No 



Richard the Second. 

No not that name was giuen me at the Font, 

Bilttis vfurpt ; alacke the heauie day 
That I haue wornefo many Winters out. 

And know not now, what name to call my felfe, 

O that I were a mockerie King of Snow, 

' Standing before the funne of Bullingbrooke , 

To melt my felfe away in water drops. 

Good King, great King; and yet not greatly.goodj 
And if my name be darling, yet in England 
Let it command a mirrour hither ftraite 
That it may Ihcw me whata face I haue, 
Sinceitisbanckrout of his Maieftie. 

Bui, Go Ibme of you and fetchalooking-glafte. 

North. ReadorethispaperwhiletheGlafte doth come. 
Rich. Fiend, thou torments me ere I come to Hell. 

Bui. Vrge it no more, my Lord Northumberland. 
North. The commons will not then be fatisfied. 

Rich. They fhall befatisficd,Ile read enough, 

When I doe fee the ve(y Booke indeed. 

Where all my finnes are writ, and that's my felfe, 

Giue me the glade : no deeper wrinkles yet ? 

Hath forrow ftroke fo many blowes vpon this 
Face of mine, and made no deeper wounds? 

Oh flattering Glade, like to my flollbwers in proiperitiel i 
Was this the face that euery day vnder his 
Houfholdroofedid keepeten thouland men? 

Was this the face that faaft fo many follies, 

Andwasatlaft outfaaft by Budmgbrookcl 
A brittle Glorie fhirieth in this face, 
AsbrittleastheGlorieisthe face. 

For there it iscrackt in a hundred (hiuers { - 
Marke fllentKing the morallofthis fpor, 

How foone my forrow hath deftroyd my face.. 

Bui. The lhadow ofyour lorrow hath deftroyd 
The (hadow of your face. 

'Rich. Say that againe : the lhadow of my forrow ; , 
Haletsfeettisverytrue, mygriefe 

Ht 
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Licsall within, and thcfe cxternall manners 
Ot laments are.meerely Ihadowes tothevnfecne, 

Griefe that fwells with iilcnce in the tortured foule: 

And I thanke thee Kingthat not onely giueft 
Mecauleto wade, but teacheft me the way 
How to lament the caufe: lie begge one boone, 

And then be gone, and trouble you no more, 

, BulU Nameit faire Coofi n . 

Rich. Faire Coofe, why ? I am greater then a King : 
Eor when I was a king, my flatterers were then but fubiefts 
Being now afubiedl, I haueaKingheere 
To my flatterer ; beingfo great, I hauc no need to beg. 

Bui. Yetaske. 

Rich. And fhall I haue it? 

Bui. You fhall. 

Rich. Why then giue me leaue to goe. 

Bui. Whither ? 

Ric. Whither you will, fol were from your fights, 

Bui. Goe fome of you conuay him to the tower. 

Rich. O good conuay, conu ay ers are you all. 

That rife thus nimbly by a true Kings fall. 

Bui. On Wednefday next we folcmnely fet downe, 
Our Coronation 5 Lords prepare yourfelues. 

Exeunt* Manet Weft. Carleill , Aumerle . 

sAbbet. A woefull Pageant haue we heerebeheld. 

Car, The woe’s t© come $ thechildrenyetvnborne, 
Shall feele this day as fharpeto them as thorne. 

<*Aunt. Y ou holy Clergie men, is there no plot, 

T o rid the Realme of this pernitious blot ? 

Abbot. Before I freely fpeake my mind heercin, 

You fliall not onely take the Sacrament 
To bury mine intent,butalfo to effect 
Whateuerl fhall happento deuife: 

Ifee your brow es are full of difeontent. 

Your heart of forrow, and your eies of t cares; 

Come home with me to fupper, lie lay a plot, 

Shall (hew vs all a merry day. 



Richard the Second, 

Enter ftftufene, with her attendants . 

(jgueene* ThiswaytheKingwillcome, this is the way 
To Julius Cafars ill ereded Tower. 

• To whofe flint bofome my condemned Lord 
Is doomdea Prifoner by proud Budmgbrooke. 

Heere let vs reft, if this rebellious earth 
Haue any refting for her trueKings Qneene. 

Enter Richard* 

Butfoft, but fee, or rather, do not fee, 

My hire Rofe wither : yet looke vp, behold. 

That you in pittiemay dilfolue to deaw. 

And walk him frefli againe with true loue teares. 

Ah thou the modell where old Troy did ftand * 

Thou mappeof Honour, thou King Richards tooKibt', 
And not King Richard : thou mod beauteous Inne, 
Why ftiouldhard fauourd griefe be lodged in thee. 
When triumph is become an Alchoufe gueft ? 

Rich, loyne not with griefe, faire woman, do not fo. 
To make my end too fudden, learne good foule. 

To thinke out former ftate a happy dreame, 

From which avvakt, the truth of what we are, 

Shewes vs but this : I am fworne (brother fweete^) 

To grimme Neceftitie, and he and I 

Will keepealeague till death. Hie thee to France, 

And doyfter thee in fome religious houfe : 

Our holy liucs muft winne anew worlds Crowne, 

Which our prophane ho.ures here, haue thrown downe.' 

Queene* What is my Richard both in ftiape and mind 
Transformd and weakned ? hath Bulhngbrooke 
Depofd thine intellcd ? hath he been in thy heart.? 

The Lyon dying thrufteth foorth his paw. 

And woundsthe earth, if nothing clfe, with rage, 

Tobeo'repowerd; and wilt thou Pupil-like 
Take thy correction, mildly kifte the rodde, 

Andfawne on Rage with bace humilitie, 

Which art a Lyon, and a King of beafts? 

King. A King of hearts indeed, ifaught butbeaft. 
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I had been flilla happy king of men. 

Good (fometime Queene) prepare thee hence for Frame , 
Thinke I am dead, and thaceuen hcerc thou takeft 
As from my death-bed my laft liuingleauc. 

In winters tedieus nights lit by the tire 
With good old folkes,and let tliem tell thee tales 
Of woefull ages long agoe betide. 

And ere thou bid good to quite theirgriefe. 

Tell thou the lamentable tale of me. 

And fend the hearers weeping to their beds: 

For why, the fencelelfe brands will fimpathy 
The heauy accent of thy moouing tongue, 
Andincompaffionweepethefireout ; 

And fome will mourne in allies, fome cole blacke. 

For the depaling of a rightfull King. 

Enter Northumberland. 

North. My Lord, the mind of 'Bullingbroeke is changd, 
Y ou muft to Pomfret, not vnto the T ower. 

And Madam, there is order tanefor you. 

With allfwiftfpeed you muft away to France, 

King. Northumberland, thou ladder wherewithall 
The mounting Bullingbroeke afeends my throne. 

The time Hull not be many bouresof age 
More then it is, ere foule finne gathering head, 

Shall breake into corruption, thou ftialt thinke. 
Though he deuide the Realme, and giue thee halfe, 

It is toolittle, helping him to all: 

He Hull thinke, that thou which know ft the way 
T o plant vnrightfull Kings, will know againe, 
Beeingnerefo little vrgd another way, 

To plucke him headlong fiom the vfurped throne, 

• Thelouc of wicked men conuerts to fearc. 

That feare,to hate; and hate turnes one or both 
To worthy danger and deferued death. 

North. My guiltbe on my head, and there an end: 

T ake leaueand part, for you muft part foorthwith. 

King. Doubly diuorc't, (bad men ) you violate 



f { 




Richard the Second. 



A twofold mariage, betwixt my.Crowneand me, 

And then betwixt me, and my married wife. 

Let 111c vnkilfe the oath betwixt thee and me: 

And yet not fo, for with a kilfe t’was made, 

Part vs Northumberland, I towards the North, 

Where (hiuering cold andfickenefte pines the clime : 

My Wife to France, from whence fet foorth in pompc, 

She came adorned hither, like fwcete May, 
SentbackclikeHollowmas,or Ihortft of day, 

Quee. And muft we be deuided ? muft wepart ? 

- King- 1 , hand from handf my loue)and heart from heart 
Queen. Banilh vs both, andfend the King with me. 

King. That were fome loue, but little pol/cie. 

Queen, T hen whither he goes, thither let me goe. 

Ktng. Sotwo togitherweeping,makeonewoc; 

Weepe for me in France, I for thee here,. 

Better fan e off then neere be nearetheneere: 

Goe count thy way with fighes, I mine with groancs. 
Queen. So longeft way lliall haue the longeft moanes. 
King. TwifeforoneftepIlegrone,thcway beingiliort. 
And peecc the way out with aheauicheart. 

Come, come, in wooing lorrow lets be briefe. 

Since weddingit, there is fuch length in griefe : 

One kilfe Iballftoppe our mouthes, and doubly part, ' 
Thus giue I mine, and thus take I thy heart. 

Queen. Giue me iny owne againe, twere no good part, 
To take on me to keepe, and kill thy heart. 

So now I haue mine owne againe, begone, 

That I may. ftriue to kill it with a groanc. 

King. We make- Woe wanton with this fond delay, 
Once more adew, the reft let forrow fay. Exeunt. 

Enter Duke ofTorke and theDutchejfe. 

TDut, My Lord, you told me you would tell the reft, 
When weeping made you breake the ftory 
Of our two Coofins eomming into London. 

Torke , Where did 1 lcaue ? 

Dutc. At that fid flop my Lord, 

^ I Where 
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Whcrcrude mifgouernd hands from windowes fops* 
Threw duftandrubbifti on King Ricbardihezd. 

Torke. Then ('as I laid) the Duke great BulUttttrrotln 3 
Mounted vpon a hote and fierie ftcedc. 

Which his aipiring rider feetnd to know 
With flow, but ft at el/ pace kept on his courfe, 

While all tongues cridc, God i'aue the Bullinebrooke, 
would haue thought the very Windowes ipake: 

So many greedy lookes of young and old, 

Through Cafemcnts darted their defiring eyes 
V pon his vifage, and that alkhe Walks, 

With painted imagery had fayd at once, 
lefu preferue the welcome Bullingbro^ 

VVhilft he from the one fide to the other turning 
Bare-headed, lower then his proud Steeds necke 
Befpake them thus, I thanke you Countrymen ; 

And thus ftill doings thus he pad along, 

Du. Alackc poore Richard, where rides he the whilfl ? 

Torke, As in a Theater the eyes of men. 

After a well graced Aftor leaucs the Stage, 

Are idlely bent on him that enters next. 

Thinking his prattle to be tedious : 

Euen io, or with much more contempt mens eyes 
Did icoule on gentle Richard, no man cried God fauehims 
No ioytull tongue gaue him his welcome home, 

But dud was thrownc vpon his facred head$ 

Which with fuch gentle forrow he fliooke off. 

His face dill combatingwith tearcs and finites. 

The badges of his griefe and patience*, 

That had not God forfomc drong purpofe decld 
The hearts of men, they mud periorcelhaue melted, 

A nd Barbarifine it ielfe haue pittied him; 

Butheauen hath ahand in thefe euents. 

To whofe high will we bound our ealme contents,, 
i o^Bullmgbrooke are we fwornc fubieft now. 

Whole date and honour I for aye allow. 

Dm*. Hecre conics my ionne Aumerlc. ( Enter tsdm. 

Jerks* 




Richard the Second. 

Torke. Aumerlc that was, 

But that is loft, for being Riehtirds friend .* 

And Madam, you muff call him Rutland now : 

I am in Paliament pledge for his frueth 
And lading fealtic to the new made King. 

Dot. Welcome my fonne, who art the Violetsnow , 
That ftrew the greene lappe of the new-come fpring. 

Aunt. Madam 1 know not nor I greatly care not, 

God knowes I had as liefe be noneas one. 

Torke. Well, beare you well ur this new foringof time, 

Lead you be cropt before you come to prime. 

What newes from Oxfordfdo thefe iufts & triumphs hold? 
sA*m. For aught I know (my Lord) they do. 

Turks* You will be there I know. 

Aunt. If God preuent not Ipurpofo fo. 

„ Torks. What fealc is thatthat hangs without thy bofome 
Y ea,lookft thou pale /let roe fee the writting. 

Aum. My Lord tis nothing. 

Torke. No matter then who foe it, 

I will be fatiffied, let mee fee the writting. 

Aunt. I do befoech your Grace to pardon me. 

It is a matter of final! confluence, 

Which for fome reafons I would not hauefoenc/ 

I faZtfi feafe. C 1 forfoniercar ° ns r fi 0 Imeanetofoc, 

Dut. What fliould you feare* 

Tis nothing butfome band that he is entredinto 
For gay apparrell againft the triumph. 

n^fcjundtoWmfilfcwhatJorhhcw.thabond 

Thatitcis bound to? W,fe,tbou art a fool"" 

«oy , Jet me fee the writting * 

TrcafontMet 

Dut. What is the matter, my Lord/’ 



Torks, Ho, who is within there ? faddlemy horfo: 
I £ 



God 
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God for his mercy ! whatTrechery is heere ; 

Du. Why, what is it my Lord? 

York?. Giue me my bootes I fay, fadlc my horfe, 

Now by mine honour, my Life, my troth, 

1 will appeach the villaine. 

Du. What is the matter? 

Yorke. Peace foliih woman, 

Dute. 1 will not peace, what is the matter Aumerle ? 

Aum. Good mother be content, it is no more 
Then my poorclifemuft anfwere. 

*Duch T ny life anfwere ? 

Yorke. Bring me my bootes, I will vnto theKing. 

His man enters with his bootes. 

Du. Strike him Aumerle , poore boy thou art amazd. 
Hence villaine neucr morecome in my light. 

Yorke. Giue me my bootes I fay. 

Du. Why Yorke, what wilt thou do? 

Wilt not thou hide the trefpalfe of thine owne ? 

Haue we more fonnes ? or are wc like to hauc ? 

Is not myreeming date drunkevp with time ? 

And wilt thou plucke my fairc fonne from mine age. 
And robbe me of a happie mothers name ? 
Ishenotlikethee? is he not thine owne? 

Yorke. Thou fond madwoman, 

Wilt thou conccalc this darke confpiracie? 

A doozen of them heere, hauc tanethefacrament, 

And interchangeably fetdowne their hands. 

To kill the King at Oxford, 

Du. He Ihall be none , wcele keepehim heere, 

Then what is that to him? 

Yor. Away fond woman, were he twenty times my ion, 
I would appcach him. 

Du. Hadft thou groand for him as I haue done, 

Thou wouldft be more pitiful! : 

Butnow I knowthy mind; thou doft fufpctff 
That 1 haue beene diiloyall to thy bed. 

And that he is a baflard,not thy fonne; 

Swecte 








Richard the Second, 

Sweete Yorke, fweetc husband be not of that ipind, 

He is as like thee as a man may be, 

Notlike meor any ofmykinne, 

Andyetllouehtm. 

Yorke, Make way vnruly woman. £**• 

Du. After Aumerle: mount thee vpon his borfe. 

Spur, poll, and get before him to the King, 

And beg thy pardon ere he do accufe thee, 

He not b e Ion g b eh i n d, though I b e old, 

I doubt not but to ride as fait as Yorke, 
j And neuer will I rife vp from the ground, 

- Xill Bullingbrooke haue pardoned thee, away ,bc gone# 
Enter the King with his Nobles, 

King H. Can no man tell me of my vnthriftie fonne? 
Tis full three months fince I did fe him laft } 

Ifany plague hang euer vs, tis hee ; 

I would to god my Lords, he might be found : 

Inquire at London, mongft the Tauernes there. 

For thcrethey fay, he dayly doth frequent. 

With vnreftrained loofe companions, 

' Euen fuch ( they fay ) as (land in narrow lanes. 

And beate our watch, and robbe our pallengers, 

Which he yong wanton and effeminate boy, 

Takes on the point of honor to fopportfo dillolutc a crew 
H. Per. My Lord, fome two daies lince 1 faw the Prince 
And told him of thole triumphs held at Oxford, 

King, And what faid the Gallant ? 

Percie. His anfwere was, he u ould t o the flewes, 

And from the commoneft creature plucke a gloue, 

And weare it as a faucur,and with that 
Hewould vnhorfe the lufti eft Challenger. 

King H. As d i lfolu te as d efperat e , yet tb rough both-; 

1 fee fome fparkles of better hope, which c|der ycares 
May hapily bring forth. But who comes heere ? 

Enter ayiumtrle amazed. 

<>sYutn. Where is thcJCirg? (fo wildly? 

King H, What mcanes our coofin that he flares & looks 
I 3. Aum, 
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Atm* God faucyour Grace* I do befecch your Maicfty 
T o haue Tome conference with your Grace alone. 

King. Withdraw your felues,andleauc vs here alone; 
What is the matter with our Coofinnow? 

Aum. For eucr may my knees grow to the earth. 

My tongue cleaue to my roofe within my mouth, 

V nlelfe a pardon ere I rife or fpcake. 

Kwg. Intended, or committed, was this fault £ 

If on thefirft, how hainous ere it be, 

T o winne thy after loue, I pardon thee. 

Aum. Then giue me leaue that I may turne the Key, 
That no man enter till my talc be done. 

King, Haue thy dciirc. 

ThcDukeaf Torke ktfocktatthe door e and crjeth. 

Tor ke, My Liege beware, looke to thy felfe, 

Thou haft a T raitor in thy prcfencc there. 

■Kmg. V illainc, ile make thee fafe. 

At, Stay thy reacngefull hand, thou haft no caufe to feare 

Torke. Open the doore, fecure foole, hardy King: 
Shall I for loue Ipeakc trealon to thy face ? 

Open the*doore,or I will breake it open. 

King. What is the matter vnckle,fpeake, recouer breath, 
Tell vs, how neere is danger. 

That we may arrne vs to encounter it ? 

Torke , Perule this writing here , and thou ftialt know, 
The trealon that my haft forbidsme Ihow. • 

Ah. Remember as thou read’ft, thy promifepaft, 

I doe repent me, reade not my name there, 

My heart is not confederate with my hand. 

Torke. It was ( villaine) ere thy hand did fet it downc : 

I tore it from the traitors bofomc (King) 

Feare, and nos loue, begets his penitence: 

Forgetto pitty him, left thy pitty prooue 
A fer pent, tbit will ftingthee to thee ' ’art. 

King ♦ O heynous,ftrong,and boldconfpiraciel 
Oloyall father of a treacherous fonne ! 

Thou ftieerciminacuiate and ftluerEountainc, 

From 



Richard the Second, 

From whence this ftreame through muddie paflages 
Hath bald his current, and defilde himfelfe; r 
Thy ouerflow of good conuerts to bad, 

And thy aboundant goodnefte (hall excule 
This deadly blot in thy digrefsing fonne. 

Torke. So ihall my Vertue, be his Vices baude. 

And he ihall fpend mine honor, with hisihame. 

As thriftles Sonnes, their feraping Fathers Gold : 

Mine honour liues when his diihonour dies. 

Or my ihamdelife in his diihonor lies ; 

Thou kilft me in his life giuinghim breath, 

T he traitor liues, the true man s put to death. 

Dutch, What ho, my Liege for Gods fake let me in, 
Kwg. What ihrill voye'd iuppliant makes this eeercryi 
T> u tc. A woman, and thy Aunt (great King) tisL 
bpeakewith me,pittie me, open the doore, 

A Begger begs, that, neuer begd before. 

King, Gurfcenc is altered from a ferious thing, 

And now changde to the Beggar and, the Kings 
My dangerous Ccofin, let your Mother in, 
i know (he is come, to pray for your foulefinne. 

> If thou do pardon whofoeuer pray. 

More iinnes f or t hj s forgiuenes, proiper may s 
Thisfeitred loynt cutoff, thereft reft found, 

1 hisletalone, will all the reft confound. 

Dut. Oh King, bcleeue not this hard-harted man j 

Loue lomng not it felfe, none other can 

Dut. Not yet I thee befeech, 
roi eucrwilll walkevpon my knees, 

And neuer fee day thatthe happy fees,. 

Ml thou giue ioy , vntdl thou bid raeioy, 

^ pardoning Rutland, my tranfgrefltng boy, 

Au. Vnto my mothers praiers I bend myknce, 

‘rerkf. 
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Tor be* Againft them both my true ioynts bended be, 

111 mayft thouthriuc if thou graunt any grace. 

Dutc * Pleadcs he in earnelt ? lookevpon his face: 

His eyes do drop no tcares, his prayers are in ieft, 

His words do come from his mouth, ours from ouc bread: 
Hcprayesbut faintly, and would bedenide. 

We pray with heart and foule, and all belidet 
His weary ioyntswould gladly rife I know. 

Our knees (till kneele till to the ground they grow : 

His prayers are full of falle hypocrylie. 

Ours of true zeale and deepe integri tie : 

Our prayers doe out- pray his, then let them haue 
That mercy which true prayer ought to haue. 

King. Good Aunt ftand vp, 

Dutc * Nay,doc not fay, ftand vp; 

Say pardon firft, and afterwards (land vp, 

And if I were thy nurfethy tongue to teach. 

Pardon lltould be the fi rft word ot thyf peach: 

I neuerlongd to hcare a word till now, 

Say pardon King, let pittic teach the hov : 

The word is fhort, but not fo ihort as fwcetc; 

No word like Pardon for Kings mouthes lo roecte. 

Tor ke. Speake it in French, King fay, Tardomemji, 
Dutc.'Doft thou teach pardon? pardon to dcitroy: 
Ah my fowre Husband, my hard hearted Lordi 
T hat fets the word it felfc again ft the word; 

Speake pardon as tis currant in our Land, 

The choppingFfenehvvedo not vndcrftand : 

Thine eye begins to fpeake, fet thy tonguet lere, 

Of inth’y piteous heart, plant thou thine care, 

That hearing how our plaints and praycrsdoc pierce, 
Pittic may mooue thee pardon rorehearlc. 

Km H. ■ Good Aunt ftand vp. 

Dutch* I doe not fueto ftand; ; 

Pardon is all the fiTtcI haue in hand. • • 

* 1 _ mm. Off • t:: IMA.' if; i- 




Richard the Second, 

Yet am I ficke for feare, fpeake it againe $ 

Twice faying Pardon, doth not pardon twain?, 

But makes one Pardon ftrong. 

King, I pardon him with allniy heart. 

Dutch. A God on earth thou art. 

King, Butforourtruftiebrorherin law and the Abbot, 
With all the reft of that conforted crew, 

Deftrudion ftrait fhall dog them at the heeles. 

Good V nckle, helpe to order feuerall powers 
To Oxford, or where ere thefetraitours are. 

They fhall net liue within this world I fweare. 

But I will haue them, if I once know where. 

V nckle farewell, and coofin adue. 

Your mother well hath prayed, and prooue you true. 

Dutc, Come my old fonne, I pray God make thee new. 
Exeunt* Manet Sir Pierce Exton, (Sec* 

Exton.lDid ft thou not marke the K . what words he fpake 
Haue I no friend will rid me of this liuing feared 
Wasitnotfo? 

Man. Thefe were his very words, 

Exton. Haue I no friend quoth he? he fpake it twice. 
And vrgde it twice together, did lie not / 

Man. He did. 

Exton* And fpeaking it, he wiftly lookt on me. 

As who fliould fay, I would thou wert the man, 

That would diuorcc this tcrroMr from my heart. 

Meaning the King at Pmjret. Come, lets go, 
i am the Kings friend, and will rid his foe. Exeunt 

Enter Richard alone* 

} llaue been ftud y»ng howto compare 
I his Pnfon where i liue, vnto the world : 

And ror becaufe the world is populous. 

And heere ismot a creature butmyfdfe, 
lean not doit .'yet He hammer it out: 

My oraine lie prooue the female to my foule: 

My foule the father, and thefe two beget 
A generation of ft. 11-breeding thoughts ; 

K ’ And 
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And thefe faime thoughts people this little world, 

In humours like the people of this world : 

For no thought is contented : the better fort, 

As thoughts of things diuineareintermixt 

With-fcruples, and do fet the word is felfe 

Againll thy word, as thus.- Come little ones, & then againe 

It is as hard to come as for a Cammed 

T o thread the fmall pofterne of a fmall needles eye : 

T houghts tending to ambition they doe plot 
Vnlikelie wonders : how thefe vaineweakenaylcs 
May teare a palfage thorow the Flinty ribs 
Of this hard world, my ragged prifonwalles: 

And tor they cannot die in their owne pride. 

Thoughts tending to content, flatter themfelues, 

That they are not the firft of Fortunes flaues. 

Nor lhall not be the laft, like feely beggars $ 

Who littingin theStockes,refnuge their flume, 

That many haue, and others mult fit there, 

And in this thought they find a kind of eafe, 

Bearing their owne misfortunes on the backe 
Of fuch as haue before indurde the like. 

Thus play I in onePrifon many people, 

And none contented ; fometimes am I a King, 

Then T reafons mak e me wi fli my felfe a Begger, 

And fo I am : then crufliingPenurie 
Perfivades me I was better when a King ; 

Then am I aKing againe, andby and by, 
Thinkethatlamvnkingdby Bullin^brooke, 

And ftraightasn nothing. But what ere I be, 

Nor I, nor any man, that but man is. 

With nothing, (lull be pleaicle, till he be eafdc 
With being nothing Muficke do I heare ; LMuftcksplaiet. 
Ha, ha, keepetime ; how fowrefweete Muficke is 
When Timeis broke, and no proportion kept. 

So is it in the muficke of mens liues : 

And heere haue I the daintinclfcof care 
To chccke Time broke in difordcrcd firing: 



Rickardlhc Second* 

But for the concord ofmy Rate and time, 
had not an eare to heare my true time broke: 

I waited T ime, and now doth time wafte me : 

For now hath time made his numbring clocke , 

My thoughts are minutes, and with fighes they iarre, 

T here watches on v nto mine eyes the outward watch, 
Whereto my fingerlike a Dials point, 

Is pointing ftill,incleanfing them fromteares. 

Now fir, thefound that tels whathowre it is, 
Areclamorous groanes, which firike vpon my heart. 
Which is the Bell: lo fighes, and Teares,and Groanes, 
ShewMinutes, Times, and Hourcs: butmy Time 

Runnes pofting on in Bullmgbrooks proud ioy, 

WhileJ ftand fooling heere his iacke of the clocke: 

This Muficke maddes me, let it found no more 
For though it hath holp maddemento their wits’ 

In me it feemes it will make wife men madde. 

Yet blefiing on his heart that giues it me. 

For t’is a ligne of loue : andloue to Richard, 

Is a ftrangc brooch in this al-hating world. 

Enter a G roome of the Stable. 

Groome. Haile royall Prince. 

Rich. Thanks noble Peere: 

Thechcapeft ofvs is ten groats too deare. 

What art tliou? and howcommeft thou hither, 

Where no man euercomes but that fad Doggc] 

That brings me foode to make misfortune hue * 
firoome, I was apooreGroomeofthy liable, King, 
When thou wert King : who trauelling towards Yorke. 
With much adoe ( at length; haue gotten leau e 
Tolooke vpon my fometimes royall maifters face ; 

Oh how it ernd niy heart, when I beheld 
in London ftreets that Coronation dav, 

W h e n BuUingbroeke rode on Roane Barbaric, 
l!utH° r &, that thou fo often haft beftride, 
ihatHorfe, that Ifo carefully haue dreft. 

Rtch, Rode heon Barbaric, tell me gentle friend, 
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How went he vnder him ? 

Groome . So proudlie, as if he difdaind the ground. 

Rich. So proud that Bkllingbrookevizs on his backe; 
That lade hath eate bread from my Royall hand j 
This hand hath madehim proudwith clappinghim : 
Would he not ftumble ? would he not fall downe l 
Since pride muft haue a fall, and breake the necke 
Of that proud man, that did vfurpe his backe s' 
ForgiuenelTe Horle, why do I ray le ©n thee } 

Since, thou created to. be awde by man, 

Waft borne to bear*.*, I was not made a Horle, 

And yet I beare a burthen like an Aire, 

Spurde, galde, and ty rde by iauncing Bulhnghooke. . 
Keefer. Fellow giue place, heere is no longer flay. 

Rich, If thou loue me, tis time thou wert away. 

Groo. What my tongue d ares not, that my heart fhallfay. 

Exit Groome. Enter one to Richard with meat. 

Keeper. My Lord, wilt pleafe you to fall to } 

Rich. Taft ofifcfirOj as thou wert wont to do. 

Keeper. My Lord i dare not, fir Pierce of Exton, 

Who lately came from the King, commands the contrary 
Rich. The Deu ill take Henry of Lancafter and thee ; 
Patience is ftale, and I am wearie of it.. 

Keeper. Helpe, helpe, helpc. 

T he murderers rujh in. 

Rich. How now,what.meanes Death in this nidealTaiilfi 
Villaine thine owne hand yeilds thydeaths inftrument, 
Goe.thqu and fill another roome in Hell. 

Heere Exton fir ikes him downe. 

Rid), That hand fhall burnc in ncuor-quenching fire, 
That flaggers thus my perfon : Exton, thy fierce hand 
Hath with the Kings blood ftamdthe kings own eland t: 
Mount, mount my ioule, thy fcatcds vp on hie, 

Whilft my grptTe flefh finkes downeward heere to die. 1 
Exton. As full of valour, as of Royall blood : 

B< th hauelfpild; Oh would the deed were good! 

For now the Deurll that told me I did well. 



Rickard the Second. 

Sayes that this deed is chronicled in Hell : 

This dead King to the liuing King ile beare, 
Takehencethe reft,& giuethem buriall heere. Exit. 

Enter Bnllmgbrooke with theEukeofYorke. 

King. Kind Vnckle Yorke,thelateft newes weheare. 

Is, that the Rebels haue confirmed with fire 
Our towne Ciceter in Glocefterlhire 
But whether they be tane or flaine, we hearenotj 
Welcome my Lord, what is the newes i 
Enter Nor thumb er Undo 

North. Firft, to thy facrcd ftate wilh I all happinefle - 
The next newes is, I haue to London fenr 
The heads of Oxford, Salisburie, and Kent! 

The manner-ot their taking may appears 
At large difeourfed in this paper heere. 

King. We thanke thee gentle Percie for thy paincs. 

And to thy worth will adde right worthy games. 

Enter Lord Fit-avaters. 

^ Tqrd, 1 haue f r 5> m ° xfor d fewto London,, 

1 he heads of Broccas, and fir Benet Seely * 

Two of the dangerous conforted Traytorsl 
That fought at Oxford thy dire ouerthrow 
King. Thy paines Fitz : fhall not be forgot. 

Right noble is thy merit well Xwot.. ' 

Enter HenriePercie. 

m P T’ The graund confpirator Abbot of Weftminffer, 
tt‘ | cI °gge of confcience and fo wre melancholic, 
Hathyeeldedvp his body tothe Graue- 
but nereis Crfr/«/liuing, to abide 

S in ^ ,y / d 7 °u C,and fcntcncc of his pride,. 

Ktng Cadetl, thisisyourdoome, 

Ghoofc out fome fee ret place, fome rouerend roome 

More then thou haft, and with it ioy thy life, 

So as thou hu’ft m peace, die free from ftrife: 

Forthough mtneenemie thou haft euerbeen 

Highfparkes of Honour in theehauclftene! 
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Enter Exton ivith the Coffin, 

Axt& ' ' ’■'••••• ’ ■ • ■ ■ 

Exton, Great King, within this Coffin I prefent 
Thy buried feare : hcerew all breathleftelies 
T he mightieft of. thy greateft enemies, 

Richard of Burdeaux^ by uie hither brought. 

Kmg, Exton , I thanke thee not, for thou haft wrought 
A deede of daughter v\ ith thy fatall hand, 

Vpon my head, and all this famous land. 

Exton. From your owne mouth (my Lo.) did I this deed 
King, They loue not poyfon, that do poyfon need, 
Noraoel thee, though I did wilh him dead;. 

1 hate the murthercr, loue him murthered; 

Thegudtof confcience take thou for thy labour. 

But neither ray good word, nor Princelie fanour : 

With Caine go wander through the (hade of night, 

And neuer Ihew thy head by day nor light. 

Lords,! proteft my (bale is full of woe, • 

T hat blood ftiQuld.fprinckle me to make me grow; 
Come mournc with <ue,;fbrwhat I doe lament. 

And put on fullenblacke incontinent : 

I le mak e a voyage, to the Holy land, 

T o wafti this blood off from rny guiltiehand. 

March fadiy after, grace my mournings hecre, 
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The Hiftorie of 

Henrie.the fourth. 

Enter iff King . , Lord John of Lancnf(r i Enrlt of 
WcftwtTlwdi y&itb otb^ts% 

King* 

Oihakcnas we are, fo wan with care, 

; Find we a time for frighted Peace to pant, 
f And breath fliort windedaccenwof newbroiles 

^y No more the thirftie entranceofthis foile, 
jShralldaubehcr lippes with her owne childrens 
Nomorefhal trenching Warre channel hcr-fields, (bloods 

Nor brufe her flourcB with the armedhoofes 
Ofhoftilepaces : thofeoppofod eyes, • 

Which lake the Meteors ofa troubled heauen, 

All of one nature,©f onefubftance bred, 

Did lately mcete in the inteftine ihocke, 

And furious clofe of ciuill butch erie. 

Shall now in mutuall wel-befeeming ranches, 

March all one way, and benomore oppos’d 
Againft acquaintance.kindrcd and ailycs* 

T he edge of warre.likc an ill-lheathed Knife, 

No morefhall cut his Maifter : therefore friends, 

A % fine as to the Sepulchre ofChrift, 

Whofe fouldiernow vnder-whofc bltfTedCroffe, . 
Weareimprefled andingag’d to fight, 

Foorthwich a powciof EnglyZ (hall weleuy, 

Whofe armes were moulded in their mothers wojnbe, 

T o chafe thefe TagMis in thofc holy fieldei, 

Ouer whofe acres walktthofeb>clfed fee.t«, - 

A& ■ 
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But this ourpurpofeis tweluemonthold, 
And booties tis to tell you vv'evvill go. r 



Of you my gentle Coofen VKeftmerland, , , 
What yefternight our Counfelf did decfete, 
In forwarding this deere expedience. 



And many limits of discharge fct do wpe 
But yefternight, when all athwart there came 
A Poll from Wales, loaden with heau,y newesj 



r 






Leading the men ofHerdfordfhire to fight . j •••'• 




Vpbh.wfaofcdead corps there! was fuchmifufe, 

. Suchheamytoelc^ transformation 
By thofe Welchwomen done, as may not be . 

(Without much /hamelretold or fpoken of. 

King. 1 1 feetpes then,that the.tidings of this broile,: ; \wj\ 

Brake off our bufincs fer the Holy land.- ' 7 . ‘ I. ! r ■ 

Wefi. Thismatchtwithotherlike,mygraciousL. : 

Far more vneuen and vnwelcomenewes, J 7 

Came from the Norland tbps it did report: 

On Holy-roodeidyy^he • : >/. 

Young Harry Percy, -arid biaui<iefrehibald. 

That euer valiapt and approued Scot, 

At Holmedozmet, where they did fpend 
Aladand bloody hourej, . 



■ tV Li i l t .. .J *. 



For hethat brought thetn, in the very heate 
And pririb of theiccontention.didtakeHorfe, 
Vneertaineoftheiflueany way» ; . 

King. Here is a dsfiH-and: tr u e-iri duff riops fr j sod, 
ft' rllt cr l. hint , new hghtcd.fr dm hi' Horfe. 

Smi iuk 



Henry the fourth « 

Stainde with the variation of each foyle. 

Betwixt that Holmedon,aadthis feat of ours; 

And he hath brought vs fmooth and welcome newes, 
The Earle of Dmglas is difeomfited, 

- Ten thoufandbold Scots,two and twentie Knights 
Balktin their owne blood did Sir Walter fa 



On Holmedons plaines : of prifoners tookc 

c JMordake Earle of Fife, and eldeft fonne 
To beaten Dowglas and the Earle of zsftholl 
Of LMurrey,zsFngus, and CMenteith : 

And is not this an honourablefpoyle? 

A gallantprize i Ha,Coofenis knot ? In faythit is. 

; , Wefi. A Conqueft for a Prince to boaft of. 

King. Yea, there thou mak’fi me fad, and mak’ft me finne 
In enuy,that my Lord Northumberland, 

Should, be the father of fqblefta^onne : 

A Sphne, who is. the Theame of Honours, tongue, 
AmongftaGroue, the very ftraighteft Plant, 

Who is Iweete Fortunes Minion and her pride, 

Whilftlby looking on thepraifcofhim. 

See Ryot and pifiippour Paine the brow 
Of*»y young Harry. Q that it could be prou’d, 

That fonie n.'ght-trippirigyv?;/j had exchangdc 
In Cradle clothes, om Children where they lay, 

And cal’d mine Percy, his Plant agmet-. 

Then would I nane his Harry, and he mine, 

But let him from my thoughtes : What thinke y ou Coofe 
Of this young/Vm pride i The Prifoners 
Which he in this aduenture hath furprifdc, 

T o his owne vfc he keepes,and fendes me word 
Ilhallhauc none but CMordake Earle of Fife. 

Thisishis Vnckles teaching; This i %Worce(ler 
Maleuolentto you in allafpettes : 

Which makes him prune himfclfe.and briftle vp 
The creftofYouth againftyourdignitie. 

Kfg- But I haue fent for him to ajifwere this : 

And for this caufc a while we muftneded 
Our holy purpofe iojerujalem. 
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The Wftorie of 

Coofen.on Wednefday next, our counfell wc will hold 
At iVmfir, fo informer the Lords : 

But coroe your fclfe with fpced to vs againe. 

For more ii to be fayd.and to be done, 

Then out ofanger canbe vttcred. 

Weft. I will my Liege. iMtm ', 

Enter Prince ofjValet and Sir John Falfi, affe. 

Falf. Now Hal, what time ofday is it lad? 

Prince. Thou art fo fat-witted with drinking of old Sacke, 
and vnbuttoning thee after flipper, Sc fleeping vpon Benches 
after noone, that thouJsaft forgotten to demaund thattrudy, 
which thou wouldeft truely kno w. What a dcuill haft thou to 
doc with the. time of the day ? vnlcfle hourcs were cups of 
Sacke,andtninutes Capons, Sc. Clocks thetongues of Bawdes, 
and Dialsthefignes ofLeaping houfes, and the blefled Sunne 
himfelfe. a fair* hot Wench in flame-coulercd Taffataj I fee 
no reafonwhy thou fhouldcft be fuperflueus to demaund the 
time of the day. 

Falf Indeed you come neereme now Hal, for we that take 
Purfes, goeby theMooneandfeuenStarrcs, andnot by Ph«~ 
bus, he, that wandring knight fo faire: and I prethee fweete 
wagge, when thou art King, as God faue thy Graee j Maicfty 
I fhould fay, for Grace thou wilt hauenone. 

Prince. VVhatnone? 

Falf. No by my troth, net fo much as will ferue [to be pro-? . 
logue.to an Egge and Butter. 

Prince,. V Veil, how then? come roundly, roundly. 

Falf. Mary then, fweet wag, when thou artKing, let not v* 
that are Squires of the nights body, be called Theeues of the 
day es beauty tlet vs be Dianae* Forrefters, Gentlemen of the 
ftiade, minions of the Moone •, and let men fay, we be men of 
good gouernment, being gouerned as the Sea is, by our noble 
and chart Miftris theMoonc j vnder whofe countcnauncewe 
ftcalc. 

Prince. Thou fayeft well, and it holdes well too, for the for- 
tune ofvs that are the Moones men, doth ebbe and flow like 
the Sea, being goutrned as the Sea is by the Moone *, as for 

proofs 
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proofc.Now a Purfe of gold moft refolutely fnatcht on Mon" 
daynight, and moft difl'olutly fpent on Tuefday morning i 
got with fwearing lay by, and fpent with crying bring in: 
now in as low an ebbe as thefoote of the Ladder, and by Sc by 
in as high a flow as the ridge of the Gallowes. 

Falf. By the Lord thou faieft true lad : and is not roy Ho- 
ftefle of the T auerne a moft fweet wench? 

Prince. As the hony of Hibla, my old lad ofthe Caftlej and is 
not a Buffclcrkinamofl fweet robe of durance? 

Falf. How now, how now mad wagge, what in thy quips 
andthyquidditi.es? What a plague haue I to doc with aBufife 
Ierkin ? 

Prince. Why what a poxc haue I to doe with my Hofteflc 
ofthe Tauernc? 

Falf. Well, thou haftcald her to a reckoning many a time 
and oft. 

Prince. Did I euer call for thee to pay thy part ? 

Falf No,Ile giue thee thy duc.thou haft payd all there. 

Erin. Yea and el fe where, fo far as my coyne would ftretchj 
and where it would nor, I haue vfed my credit. 

Falf. Yea,and.fo vfde if,that v/ere it not heere apparantthat 
thou art Heire apparant.But I prethee fweet wag, ftial there be 
Gallows ftanding in England when thou artKing? Sc reflati- 
on thusfubd as it is with the rufty curb of old father antick the 
Law : doe not thou when thou art a King,hanga Theefc. 

Prin. Nojthouihalt. 

Falf. Shall I? O rare ! by theLord lie be a braue Iudge. ’ 

Prin. Thouiudgeft falfe already . I mcane tbou fhalt haue the 
hanging of the Theeues, and fo become a rare Hangman . 

Falf. Well Hal, well, and in fome fort itiumpes withtny 
humor, as well as waiting in the Court,I can tell you. 

Prin. For obtaining of futes? 

Falf. Yea,. for obtaining of futes, whereof the Hangman 
hathnolcane Wardrop.Zbloodlam as malancholy as a gyb 
Cat,oralugd Btare. 

Prin. Gr an old Lion, or a Loucrs Lute. 

Falf Yea, or the Drone of a Lincolnlbire Bagpipe . 

. Prin. What fa} eft thou to a Hare, or the malancholy of 

Moore- 
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Moore-ditch? 

Fa/f Thou haft thymol! vnfauory fimijes,and artindeede 
the mo ft comparatmcrafcalleft fweete yong Prince. But Halt, 
Ipmheetroublcme no more with vanity, I would to God 
thou and I knew where a commodity of good names wereto 
be bought ran old Lord of the Counfell rated me the other 
dayinthcftreete about you fir-,butItfiarkthimnot,3ndyet 
he talkt very wifely j but 1 regarded him not, and yet he talkc 
wifely-, and in the ftreettoo . 

Prince . Thou didft well : forWifedomc cries out in the 
ftreefes.and no man regardes is. 

Pdf. O, thou haft damnableiteration, and art indeed ablcto 
corrupt a Saint *• thou haft done much harme vntomee, Hall • 
Godforgiuetheeforit rBeforelknew th ecHdl, Ikncw no- 
thing, and now am I, if a man fhouldfpeake truly, little better 
than one of the wicked : Imuft giue ouer this life $ and I will 
giue itouer : By theLord and I do not, I am a villaine: Hebe 
damned for neuer a Kings fonne in Chriftendome. 

Prince. Where fhall we take a Purfe to morrow, lacl^i 

! F ) atf. Zounds,where thou wilt lad, lie make one rand I do 
not, call me Villaine, and Baffell me* 

Prince. I fee a good amendment of life in thee j from Pray, 
ing, to Purfe taking. 

Fdf. Why, Hdl-, tis my vocation Hall.-tis no finne for a man 
to labour in his vocation. Enter Pomes. 

Points, Now fhall we know if Gads hill haue fee a match : 
0,if men were to be faued by merit, what holein Hell were hot 
enough for him ? this is the moll omnipotent Villaine that 
etier cry ed,Stand,to a true man . 

‘ Prince . Good morrow Ned. 

Points. Good morrow fweet Hdl. What fayes Monfieur 
Remerfe? What fayes fir Iohn Sacke and Sugar, Iacke?How 
agrees the Diuell and thee about thy foulc, that thou fouldeft 
him on Good-friday laft, for a cup of Madera and a cold Ca- 
pons legge? 

Trim. Sir Iohn Hands to his word, the Diuell fhall haue his 
bargaine,for he was neuer pet a breaker of Proucrbes : he will , 
giue the Diuell his due. 

Tomes*. 





Henry the fourth « 
fpoines. Then art thou damnd for keeping thy word with 
thcdiuell. 

Prince. El fe he had bin damnd for Cofening the diuell. 

Poj. But my lads, my lads, to morrow morning, by foure a 
clocke early at Gads hil, there are pilgrims going to Canterbu- 
ry with rich olfrings, and traders riding to London with fat 
purfes. Ihaue vizards for you all ; you haue horfes for your 
felues: Gads-hil lies to night in Rochcfter,I haue befpoke fup- 
per to morrow night in Eaftcheap •, we may doe it as fecureas 
ileepe: ifyou will go, I will ftuffc your purfes full of crownes: 
ifyou will not, tarry at home and behangd. 

Fdf. HeareyeYcdward, if I tarry at home and go not, lie 
hang you forgoing. 

Toy. You will chops. 

Fdf. Hd, wilt thou make one ? 

Prince. Who, I rob? I a theefe? not I by my faith . 

Fdf. Thers neither honefty, manhood, nor good fellow- 
ship in thee, por thou cameftnot of the bloudroyall, if thou 
dareft not ftand for ten fhillings. 

Prince. Well then oncein my dayes lie be a madcap. 

Fdf. Why thatsvvcllfaid. 

Pun. Well, come what will, lie tarry at home. 

Pdf. By theLord lie be a traitour then, when thou art Kino-. 
Prm. I care not. & 

Poin. Sirlohn, I pretheelcaue the Prince Seme alone, I will 
Jay hnndownc fuch reafonsfor thisaduenture,that he llial »o 
Fdf. Wd God giue thee the fpirit ofpcrfwafion^ him the 
eares of profiting, that what thou fpeakcft.may mouc, & what 
. « may De beleeued,that the true Prince, tnayf for recrea- 

tion fake)proue a falfe thcefe; for the poorcabufes of the time 
want countenance : farewell, you lhall find me in Eaftcheap. 

Prm. Farewel the latter fpring.farewel Alhollownefummer. 
‘Poy. Now my good fweet hony Lord, ride with vs to mor- 

S'S® 3 iea H exeCl ' te . I cannot raannage alone. 

Fdftdffe, Hartsey, Tpfsill, and Gads-hill, fhall rob thofemen that 

ZZZZl y»«r fclft and I. Will no, b= d.ef. . 

ha “' 1 ,l ‘ e n bo °.7- if ) ,ou; lnd Id »'”otrobi them, 
cut this head from my fhoulders . 
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T he Hiflerie of 

Trine. How fliall vve part with than in fetting forth ? 

To, Why, we will fetfowh before or after them, and appoint 
them a place ofmecting, wherin.it is a t om' plcafurc to faile •, & 
then will they aduenturc vpon the exploit themfelues, which 
they ihall haue no fooncr atchiued, but wccle fet vpon them. 

Prin. Yea, butt is like that they wii know vs by our horfes,by 
our habits, and by eucry other appointment to be our felues. 

Po.T u t,o ur Kories they fhall not fee, lie tie them in the wood, 
our vizards we will change after we leaue thcratft ftrra,I haue 
cafes ofbuckomu for the nonce, to itnmaske our noted out- 
ward garments. 

‘Prin. Yea, butl doubt they wilfbe toohard for vs. 

To. Well, for two oftfom I know the to beas true bred cow- 
ardes as eucr turnd backrSc tor the third, if he fight longer then 
hefeesreafon Heforfwcarearmes. Thcvertueof this reft will 
be, the inccffiprehenfibk lies that this fatte rogue will tel vs 
•when we mccte at flipper Jiow thirty at leaf! bee fought with, 
what wards; what bio wes, what extremities he mdured,and in 
the reproofe of this lies the kit. 

prin. Wcl, He go with thee,prouidc vs al thinges neccffary, 
and meete me to mpiro w night in Eaftcheap e, there lie fuppe : 

farewell. . .-ft •>,<-,» _ , „ 

Poy. Farewell my Lord. _ . Exitpoym. 

Prin. 1 know you all, and will a while yphold 
The vnyokt humor of your Idlenefle 
Yet herein williimmi t ate the Sunne, 

Who doth permit the bafo contagious clouds 
To fmother vp his beauty from the world, 

That when he pleafe againe,to be himfelfe. 

Being wanted, he may be mere wonderd at 
13y breaking through thefoulc and vgly mifts 
Of vapours that did feetne to ftrangle him. 

If all the y eere were playing holy daics, 

To fport would be as tedious as to worke ; 

But when they fcldome come, they wifht lorcotne, 

And nothingpleafuhbuuare accidents : 

So when this loofebehauiour f.thro.w off, 

4ud pay the deb 1 1 neuer promiled, 






* Henry the fourth. 

By how much better then my word I am, 

By fo much Ihall I falfifieinens hopes, 

And like brightmettell on a fullin ground, 

My. reformation glittering or’e my fault. 

Shall fhew more goodly, andattraftmore eyes, 

Then that which hathnofoilc to fet it off. 

He fo offend, to make cffencc a skill, 

Redeeming time, when men thinke leaf! I will. 

Enter the King, NorthHnd>erlstnd,WorceJlcr,Hotft)ur, 

Sir Walter Blunt with others. 

King. My blood hath beene too cpldeand temperate 
V napt to Ibrrc at thefe indignities, * 

And you haue found mej for acc ordingly, 

You tread vpon my patience : but he Aire 
I will from henceforth rather be my felfe. 

Mighty, and to be feard, then my condition 
Which hath beenefmooth as oyle; foftas y®n°- downe 
And therfore loft that Title of re r pc<ft, ° 

Which the proud foule nerc payes buttotheproud. 

Wor. Our houfe (my foueraigneLeige) little dcferucs 

The fcourge ofgijeatncfle to be vfed on it. 

And that lame greatnefle too, whichour ovvne hands 
Haue holpe to make fo portly. Nor. My Lord 

King. Worcefter get thee gone, for I do fee 
Danger and difobcdiencc in thine eye, 

O fir your prefence is too bold and peremptory, 

And Maieftie mightneuer yet endure 
The moody frontier of a feruant brow. 

You haue good. leaue to leaue vs :when we need 

Your vfe and counfel, we fliall fend for you. Exit War 

You were about to fpeakc. 

Nort. Yea my good Lord. 

Thpfeprifonersin your Highnefll* name demanded. 

Which Harry Perey here at Holmedon toolce, 

Were as he fayes, not with fuch ftfongth denied,. 

As he dcliuered to yourMaiefty. 
hither enuy therefore, or mifprifion 
Is guilty of this fault, andnot my fonne. 

' B Hot-. 
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T he Hiflork of 

Hotf. My Liege, I did deny no prifoners, 

"V 1 * I remember when the fight was d one, 

^hen I was drie with rage and extreame toy le, 
B r cathles and faint, leaning vpon my fword, 

Came there a certaine Lord, neat and trimly dreft, 

Frefh as a Bridgroome, and his chin new leapt, 

Shewd like a ftubbleland at harueft home : 

He was perfumed like aMilliner, 

And twix his finger and his thum he helde, 

A ponncet boxe, which eucr and anon 
Hegauehisnofe, and tcoktaway againe, 

Who therewith angry, when it next came there, 

Tookt itinfntiffc,andftill hefmildeand talkte, 

And as thefouldiers bore dead bodies by, 
Hccaldethem vntaughtknaues,vnmannerly, 

T o bring a flouenly vnhand-fome coarfe, 

Betwixt the wind and his nobility, 

With many holyday and lady tearmes* 

Hequeftioncd me : among the reft demanded. 

My prifoner s in your Maiefties bchalfc. 

I then, all ftnarting with my wounds being cold, 

To be fo peftered with a Popingay, 

Outofmy griefe and my impatience, 

Anfwered neglcftingly, I know not what, 

He fhould, or he fhould not, for he made me mad , 

To fee him fhine fo briske, and fmell fo fwcet, 

^ nd talke fo like a waiting gentlewoman, 

Ofguns and drums, and wounds, God faue the marke : 
And tclJingme, the foueraigneft thing on earth $ 

Was Pamiacity for an inward bvufe, 1 
And that it was. great pitty,fo it was, 

This villanous Saltpeter fhould be digd 
Out of the bowels of the harmeles Earth ; 

W hich many a good tall fellow had deftroyd 
So cowardly : and but for thefc vile Guns, 

He would hauebeen himfelfea Souldiour. 

This bald vnioynted chatofhis (my Lord) 

I anfwered indir&ely (as I fayd) 
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And I befecch you, let not this report 
Come currant for an accufation, 

Befwixt my louc, and your high Maicfty. 

Blunt. The circurnftanceconfidcred,goodmy Lord 
What cr’e Harrie Piercie then had faid 
To fuch a perfon, and in fuch a place. 

At fuch a time, with all the reft retold. 

May refonablie die, and neuer rife, 

To doe him wrong, or any way impeach 
What then he faid, fo he vnfay it now. 

King. Why yet he doth deny his prifoners, 

But with prouifo and exception. 

That we atourowne charge-fhallranfomcftraight 
His brother in law, the folifh Mortimer, 

Who in my foulc hath wilfully betraide. 

The lines ofthofe, thathedid leadtofight, 

Againft the great Magitian, damned giendotver, 

Whofe daughter as we hearc, the Earle of March, 

Hath lately married ? fhall our coffers then. 

Be emptied to redeeme a traitor home? 

Shall we buy treafon ? and indent with feares. 

When they hauc loft and forfeited themfclucs. 

No, on the barren mountainc let him ftcrue. 

For I fhall neuer hold that man roy friend, 

Whofe tongue fhall askemefor one penny coft, 

T o ranfome home rcuol ted Mortimer. 

Hot . Reuol ted Mortimer ? 

He neuer did fall off, my Soaeraigne Liege, 

But by the chance of warre s to proue that true. 

Needs no morebut one tongue: for all thofe wounds, 
ThofcmoHthcd woundes which valianly he tooke 
When on the gentle Seuems fiedgie bankc 
In finglc oppofition hand to hand. 

He did confound the beft part of an houre 
changing hardirnent with great Glendower, 

Three times they breatffd, and three times did they drinke. 

Vpon agreement offwift Seuerns floiid 

Aiio then affrighted with theirbloody lookcs, 
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T he Hiftorie of . 

Ran fearefully among the trembling rcedes, 

And hid his crifpe-head in the hollow banke, 

Bloud-flained with thefe valiant combatans, 

Neticr did bare and rotten policy , 

Colour her working with Rich deadly wounds. 

Nor ncuer could the noble <JM?rtinter.t 
Receiue fo many, and a)l willignly 
Then let not him be flandercd with retvolt. 

King. Thou doR bdy him Percy , thou doftbely him, 
Heneuerdid encounter .with Glendotver , 

I tell thee, he dur A as w.ell haue met the Diuell alone, 

As Owen Cjlcndotver for an enemy. 

Art thou not alham’d? bat firra, henceforth 
Let me not hearc you fpeake of CMortimer, 

Send me your prifone?s with the fpeedieR meanes, 

Or you fhall heare in Rich a kind from me, 

As will difpleafe you. My Lord Northumberland, 

We licence your departure with your fonne. 

Send vs your prifoners, or yoawill heare of it. Exit King. 

Hot. And if the diuell come and roars for them, 

1 will not fend them : I will after flraight 
And tell him fo, for I will eafe my heart, 

Albeit 1 make a hazard ofm.y head. 

Nor. What? drunkowith choler? flay and paufe a while, 
Here comes y.our.vp.cle. 

Hot. Spcake cf (JMortjwcrS * 

Zounds I will fpeake of him, and let my foule 
Wantmercyifl do not ioyne with him-: 

Yea on his part, lie empty all thefe veines . ) 

And /head my deare blond, drop by drop i'th dufl. 

But I will lift the downe-trod Mortimer, 

As high in ’th ayreastlus vn thankful! king, 

As iiusingrateand cankred ! EttHingbrooke . 

Nor. Brother the ICing hath made your Nephew mad. 

VSor. Who Arookc this heate vp after I was gone? 

Hat. He will forfooth hauc ail my prifoniersu 
And when I vrg’d the ranfome once again© 

Of my wines brother, then his cheekelookt.pa!e, 

And 



Henry the fonrthf 

Andon my face he turnd an eye of death, 

Trembling cuen at the name of Mortimer. 

fVor. I cannot blame him, was not he procliamd 
tyRichard that dead is, the next offload" 

Nor. He was*, I heard the proclamation. 

And then it was, when the vnhappy King, 

(Whofe wrongs in vs God pardon) did let forth 
Vpon his Iri/h expedition $ 

From whence he intercepted, did rcturnc 
To be depos’d and fhortly murdered. 

Wor. And for whofe death, we in the worlds widt-mouth, 
Liuefcandaliz’d and feuly fpoken oflf. 

Hot. But foft I pray you, did King Richard then 
Proclame my brother Mortimer , 

Heirc to the crownc ? 

Nor. He did, my fclfcdid heareit. 

Hot, Nay then I cannot blame his coo/in King. 

That wilht him on-the barren mountaincs ftaru& 

But fhall it be that you thatfet the crowne 
V pon the head of this forgctfull-man, 

And for his lake weare the detefled blot 
Or murthcrous hibernation? fhallit be 
That you a world ofeurfes vndergo, 

Being the agent?, or bafefecondmeanes, 

The cordes, the iaddar, or the hangman rather? 

O pardon if thatidefeend fo low. 

To fhew the line and the predicament, 

Wherein you range vnder this fubtil King. 

Shall it for fhame be fpoken in thefe dayes. 

Or fill vp cronicles in time to come. 

That men of your nobility and power 
Did gage them both in an vniuR behalfe, 

( As both of you God pardon it, haue done) 

To putdownc Richard thatfweetlouelyRofe, 

And piant this thorne, this canker Bullirigbroohg? 

And fhall itin more lhamc be further fpoken. 

That you arc fool’d, difearded, and flibokc off 
By him, for whom thefe fhames ye vndcr-went ? 



T be Hifiorie of 

No, yet time femes, wherein you may redeeme 
Your banifht honors, and 1 eftore your felucs, 

Into the good thoughts of the world againe : 

Reueng the iecring and difdain’d contempt 
Of this proud King, who ftudies day and night 
T o anfwere all the debt he owes you, 

Eucn with the bloudiepayment of your deaths : 
Therefore I fay. 

Wor. Peace Coofin, fay no more. 

And now I will vnclafpc a fecrct booke; 

And to your quicke conceiuingdifcontcnts 
lie read your matter deepe and dangerous, 

As full of perill and aduenterous fpirit, 

As to o’re walkc a Currentroring lowd. 

On the vnfteadfaftfootingofa fpeare. 

Hot. Ifhe fall in, good night, or finke or fwimd. 
Send danger from the Eaft vnto the weft, 

So honor croffc it, from the North to South, 

And let them grapple : the bloud more ftirres 
To rowfeaLion thentofiarta Hare. 

North . Immagination mi fomc great exploit 
Driues him beyond the boundes of patience,' 

Hot. By heauenme thinkes it weare an eafic leape, 

T o pluck bright honor from the pale-fac’d Moons 
Or diueinto the bottome of the deepe, 

Where fadome-line could neuer touch the ground, 

And pluck vp drowned honor by thelockes, 

So hee that doth redeeme her thence might wearc 
Without corriuall all her dignities : 

But out vpon this halfc fac’tfellowfhip. 

Wor. Heapprehendes a world of figures here, 

But not the forme of what he fliould attend. 

Good Coofen giue me audience for a while. 

Hot. Icryyoumercy. 

Wor. Thofe fame noble Scots that are your prifoners. 

Hot. Uckeepethem all. 

By God he fhallnothauea .SVofofthem. 

No, if a Scot would fane his foule., he fhall not. 



Henry the fourth. 

He keepe them, by this hand. 

•Wor. You ftart away, 

And lend no earc vnto my purpofes : 

Thofe Prifoners you /hall keepe. 

Hot. Nay, I will; that’s flat: 

He (aid lie would nocranfome Mortimer, 

Forbade my tongue to fpeake of Mortimer; 

But T will finde him when he lies a flecpe, 

And in his care fie h allow, Mortimer: 

Nay, lie haue a Starling /hall be taught to fpeake 

Nothing but Mortimcr,and giueithim, 

To keepe his anger ftill in motion. 

Wor. Heareyou Coofin.a word. 

Hot. All ftudies heere 1 folemnly defie, 

Saue how to gall and pinch this BstUingbrooke, 

And that fame Sword and Buckler Prince of Wales. 

But that I thinke his Father loues him not. 

And would be glad be met with fomc mifchance : 

I wouldhauehimpo) fqned with a pot of Ale. 

Wor. Farewell Kinfman.Iletalke to you 
When you are better tempered to .attend. 

Nor. W hy what a Wafpe-tongiie and impatient fbole 
Art thou to breakeinto this womans moode, 
thine care to no tongue but u dk owne? 

Hot Why lookc you, l am whip t and feoiy g’d with Rods 
Net1ed,and ftungwith Pt'mires,when J heatc ’ 

Of this vile Politician Bullinnbroohe.. 

In Richards tin. c, what doe you call theplace; 

A Plague vpon ir itis in Gloceflerpsirc', 

Twas where the mad cap Duke his vncle kept 
His vnclc Torke , where 1 flrft bowedmy knee ’ 

V nto tins King of Smiles, this B*l!;»drooke: 

Zbloud,whcn you and he came backe from Rmenflureh 
Nor. At Barkjy Caflle. Hot. You fay mie, * 

Why what a caudie deale of curtefie, 

This fawning Grey- hound then did proffer me 
Leoiee when his infant Fortune came to age 
And gentle Harry ZV^and kind Coofin? * 

c. o. 
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O.tlie Diucll take fuch coofcners, God forgiue me. 
Good V ncle tell your talc, I haue done. 

War. Nay.if you haue not, to k againc* 

Wc will ftay your ley furc. 

Hot. lhautdoneyfayth' 

V/or. Then once more to your ScottilhPrifoners., 
Deliuer them vp without their lanfomc flraight. 

And make thei )owglat fonne your onely meane 
For powers in Scotland , which for ditiers reafens 
Which I fhall fend you written, be allur'd. 

Will eaGly be granted you, ray Lord. 

Your fonnein Scotland being thus imployed^ 

Shall fecretly into the bolbme crcepe 
Of that fame noble Prelate, welbelou’d. 

The Archbilhop. 

Hot. OfT^,isitnot> 

JVor. True.whobcares hard' 

H is Brothers death at Brftow the Lord Scrooge:. 

I fpeakenot this in eftimation, 

As what I thinke might be, but what I know 
Is ruminated, plotted, and fetdowne, 

And onely flayes but to behold the face 
Ofthatoccafion that (hall bring it on . 

Hot , lfmellit : Vponmy lifeit willdoe well. 

Nor. Before the game’s afoote/thouflillletlHlipv 

Hot. Why.it cannot choofe butbc a noble plot, 
And then the power of Scotland and of Torke, 

To ioyne with Mortimer, ha. 

Wor . And fothey fhall. 

Hot . In fay th it is exceedingly well aymdv 

War. And tis no little reafon bids vs fpcede, 

To faueour headcs,by ray fiugof a Head : 
For,bcareour felues as euen as we can, 

The King will alwayes thinke him in our debt, 

And thinke we thinke our felues vnfatisfied, 

Till he hath found a time to pay vs home. 

And fee already , how he dot h begin 
To make vs.ftrangcis to his lookes oflouc. 
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Hot. He docs he does , wcele bereueng’d on him. 

^ 1 ^. Coofi n ,farewcll.N° further goc in this. 

Then Iby Letters fhall direft yourcourle 
When timers ripe, which will be fuddenly : 

?i?L ftca e f ° Gk’dorver ,znd loe, Mortimer, 

Where you and Dowglasjnd our powers at once. 

As I will fafhion it, fhall happily mcete. 

To beare our fortunes in our owne ftrong armes. 

Which now wc hold atmueh vncertaintie. 

Farewell good Brothe^we/haii thrice, Itruft 

T?riI nCC, m“ C : OIet thc hourcs be ^ort, 

1 G , ron r c$ - a PP Iaud our fport. Exeunt. 

. /- ij . f r mth a interne in Us hand. 

.tar- Heigh ho, an it be notfourc by theday lie be hano-d 

Oft. A non, anon. 

«. Car. I prethee7oW,bcat Cuts Saddle,putafew Flocks in 
the point, poore lade is wrung in the Withers, out of all cefTc 

Enter another Carrier. 

rhar£t; P€ f cand Beanes are as danke heerc as a Dog and 
thatis the next way to giucpoore lades the Bots : thishfufci. 
turned vpfidc do wne fmee %obm Oilier died 

•*&*s*s h n r io5rcd fincc *• »*• ° f °»« 

of Wh bcl b ‘“ cr |5’"'* h£ ' 1- 

wc iSt a/' y ?, W '" jllow « "«e a tordcinc, and , hen 

Flea' ffe^Iach a ” d I ' OU, <*“**■** treed.. 

/. Car W hat Oftler, come away, and be hangd.come away 
I haue a Gammon of Bacon Sctworazet ^ 

f ?" 3! Ch*ins^ff,! WO, “““' G, " Ser > 
«d ; wha,n,;, d!b °i y ' ,h ' T in “V Pwierare oniteflar. 

C a * 
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tobreake the pate of thee, I am a very villa 
hangd.haft no fayrli in thee: 

Enter Gads -bill • • -apr 

Cjads-hill. Gocfd -morrow f'ar riots, Whit's aclocke? 

Car. Ithinkeitbctwoadocke. 

Gad. I pretheelend me thy Lantherne, to fee my Gelding- 
in the Stable. 

/.Car. Nay by Godfoft; I know a tncke worth two of 
that 1 fayth. 

Gad. I pretheelend me thine. 

a. Car. 1, when, can ft tell? Lend me thy Lanterne(quoth he) 
Marry lie fee thee hanged firfl. 

gad. Sirra Carrier, What time doe youmtane to come to 

L 2 Car Time enough te go to bed with a Candle,! warrant 
thee. Come neighbour Mages, weele call vp the Gentlemen, 
they will along with company, for they haue great cnarge. 

Entef\£hamherlaine. Exeunt. 

Gad. Wh at ho, Chamberlatne. 

Cham. At hand quoth Pick-purfc 

Gad. That? cuen as faire,as at hand quoth the Gttmberlatne, 
for thou varied no more from picking ot Piirtes, then gming 
direftion dothfromlaboring : thou tayeft the plot how. 

Cham. Good morrow Mailer GadMl,u holds curt ant that 
I told you yefter night, theres a Franklin m the wild of Rent, 

Lath brought three hundred Marks with him in Go.d, 1 heard 

£ tell it fo one of his company laft night at fupper a kind of 
Auditor, one that hath abundance of charge too, (jod know cs 
what ; they are vp already, and call for Egges and Gutter: t icy 

^GadL iirir if they meet not with Saint Nicholas Clark?, He 

gl A^No.Ticnone of it; I pray thee keepc that for the 
Hangmari.forl know thou worflupeft: Saint Nicholas, as tiu-/ 

SS cTwS talked thou to me of the Hangimh’if I hang.lle 
mate a fatpairc ofGallowes : for if I hang, old S * Johnh ™$* 
L.u JLu kno wes he is no ftarucbng; tut, there are ©the 
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Troians that thou dream’fl not of, the which for fport fake are 
content to do the profefsion fome grace, that would(if matu rs 
fhouldbe look tinto)for their ownc credit lake, make al whole: 
Iamioyned with no foot-land rakers, no long-flaffelixpcnny 
(Inkers, noneof thefe madde muftachio purple hewd malt- 
worms, but with nobility, and tranquility, Burgomafters and 
great Oneyers/uch as can hold in fuch as wil ftrikc fooner the 
fpenke,& fpcak fooner then drinke.&drinke fooner the pray, 
and yet (Zounds) I iie, for they pray continually to their faint 
the Comon-wealth, or rather r.otpray to her, butprey on her, 
for they ride vp &downe on her,and make her their Bootes. 

Cham, What, the Common-wealth their Bootes ? will ihee 
hold out Water in foule way? 

Gad She wilffhe will,Iuftice hathliquord her: we flealcas 
in a Ca (Tie, cock fure; wehaue the recur of Fern Teed, we vvalkc 
inmfible. 

(fhsm. Nay, by my fay th, I thinkc you aremore beholding 
to the night then to Fcrnefeed, for your walking inuifible. ° 
gad. Giue me thy hand, thou (halt haue a fharc in ourpur- 
cjiafc as I am a true man. 

Cham. Nay, rather let me haue it, as you area falfe tneefe. 
Gad. Go to, homo is aco-Don name to all men:bid the Ortler 
bring my Gliding outofthe (Table; farewell yemuddy knauc. 
Enter Prince, Points, and Veto, cj-c. 

Poms** Come /l: el ter, fhelrer, I iiaue remooued Falfialifes 
Horfe,and hefrets like a gain’d Veltict. 

‘Prince Stand dole. Enter Falfialffe. 

Ealf. Points, Points, and be liangd Points. 

Prince. Peace ye fat-kidney dYafcail, what a brawlin' doft 
thou keepe? 

Falf. WhaVpoines, Hal? 

Erin. He is walkt vp to the top of the hill, He go fecke him. 
Pal. i am accurft to rob in that theeues company, the rafcall 
hath remoued my Horfe, and tyed him I know not where, ifl 
trauel but foure foote by the fquirefurthcr a foote,I fhal break 
mywinde: Well, I doubt not but to die a fibre death for all 
this, if I fcape hanging for killing that rogue, I haue forfworne 
niscojiapany hourely any time this 22. yeare, and yet lam be- 

C 3 wit.chl. 
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witcht with the rogues company .Iftherafcall haue Hotgiuen 
me medicines to make me louchim,lle be hangd :it could not 
be elfc,l haue drunke mz&icmzs.p otnes ,Hal plague vpon you 
both. Bar doll, Veto, lie ftaruc ere lie rob a foote further : "and 
t’were not as good a deed as drinkc, to turnetrue man, and to 
leauethefc Rogues, I am the verieft Varletthat cuet chewed 
with a tooth: eight ycardes of vneuen ground, is threefcore 
and ten miles afoot with me: and the ftony hearted Villaines 
know it well enough, a plague vpon it when theeues cannot 
be true onc to another. They whtftle, 

Whew, a plague vpon you all.giuememy Horfe, you toeues 
Giuemcmy Horfe.and be hangd. • 

Prince. Peace yefat guts, lie downc, lay thine eareclofc to 
tbegroMnd.and lift ifthou can hcare the tread ofTrauellers. 

Pal. Haue you any lcauers to lift me vp againe being downe? 
Zbloud,lle not beare mine owneflelh fo far afoot againe for 
all the Coyne in thy Fathers Exchequer: What a plague meane 
ye to colt me thus? 

Prince. Thou Iycft,thott art not colted, thou art vncolted. 

Pal. I pretheegood Prince Hal, hclpe mee to my Horfe, 
Good Kings fonne. 

Prince. Out you Rogue, lb all Ibc your Oftler? 

- Ealf. Go hang thy felfe in thine owneHaireapparant Gar- 
ters: ifl be tane, lie peach for this: and I haue not Ballades 
made on all, and fung to filthy tunes, let a cup of Sackc bc my 
poyfon : whenieaft is fo forward, and afoot too,! hate it. 

-Enter Cjads-hill. 

(jad. Stand. Fal. So I doeagainftmy will. 

'Pom. O tis our fetter,! know his voy cc:Bardel what newes? 

Bar. Cafe yee,cafc yeejon with your Vizards, thcr’s mony 
of the Kings comming downe the Hill, tis going to the Kings 
Exchequer. 

Palf. You lie you rogue,tis going to the Kings Tauerne. " 

Gad. There’s enough to make vs all. 

Palf. To be hanged. 

Prince. You foure lhall front them in the narrow Lane: 
Ned Pomes and I, will walkclowerj if they fcape from your 
encounter,thcn they light on vs. 

Pet*. 
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Pets. But how many be they of them? 

Gad. Some eight or ten. 

Palf Zounds, will they not rob vs? 

Prin. What / a coward Sir John Pawnch ? • 

Palf. Indeed I am not John of Gant our Grandfather but 
yet no coward,//*/, ’ 

Prince. Well, weele lcaue that to the proofe. 

P-oynss. Suralacke, thy horfe ftands behind thehed-e when 
thou ncedeft him, there thou /bait fi Q d e him farcwell°& ftand 
Pal. Now cannot I ftrike him ifl fhould be hangd’. (faft. 
Triftce. Ned , where arc our difguifes ? 

Poynes. Here hard by, ftand clofe. 

buS””“ S - '“ PP) ' n,an b ' hiS d » fc - 6 r, cucry 

Enter the Travellers. 

T?a Come neighbour, the boy ftiall lead our borfes downc- 

thclnl, weele walke a foote a while, and cafe our Ws 
Theevv Stay Tfc*. ] efus bleffe v?f 

Palf Strike downe with them, cut the villaines throates- a- 

Tra O, we are vndono, both we anddurs for euer - 

Here they rob them and btnde them : Enter. - 
. _ . , ‘Prince and Points 

tbZTndl j° U, ' dl i" 1 '" 1 '" : “owcoxUc 

d rob the theeues, and go merrily to London ir umnU 

Poynzs. Stand.dofc, I heare them comming. 

Enter thcTheettes a/rains. ° 

fare t * Co T, m vmaft<srs ’ Ictvsiharc, and then to horfe be 

b * *"»»• coward; 
Ibanina JldDMk! ,nS '‘ ,C “’ n ° m0r ' 

P.ri?u&r 




1613 THE BODLEIAN LIBRARY (Arch. G d.39[2]) 



Octavo 






ft $ V-v.i 



7 be fftftorh of ' 

As they are flaring, the Erince and Eoinet 
Prin. Your money. ) fit upon them, they all rmne away, and Fal- 
Voin. Villaines. ) flaljfe after a blow or two runs away too, lea- 

(-'teingthe booty behind them. 

Trin. Got withmuch eale.Now merrily to horfe,the theeues 
are fcattercd.and poffcft with feare fo ftrongly,that they dare 
not meete each other, each takes his fellow (oranoff cer;away 
(rood Ned, Falfialfe fweares to death, and lards the lcane earth 
as he walkcs along : wert not for laughing, I fliouldpitty him. 
Paines. How the rogue roard Exeunt. 

Enter FI btffur folus, reading a Letter. 

Tut fir mine owns part, my Lord, I could be well contented to be 
there, inrejpeci oftheloue I beareyour houfi . 

He could be cotented, why is he not then’in the refpeftofthe' 
louehebearesour houfe : heftiowesin this, he lone? hisownc 
barne bettertben heloues ourhoule. Letn e Tec Tome more. 

The pttrpofi you -undertake is dangerous. 

Why tbats certaine, us dangerous to take a cold, to fleepe, to 
drinke;butl tellyou(my Lord foole)out of this net tie danger, 
we plucke this flower fafety. 

The purpofiyou undertake is dangerous, the fiiendesyou hatse named 
vnet rtaine, the time it feife vnfirted,andyour whole plot too light, for 
the counterpoifi of fi great an oppofit ion . 

Say you fo,fay you fo,l fay vnto you againe.you area (hal- 
low cowardly binds, & you lie : what a lack-braineisthis-by 
the Lord our plot is a good plot as euer was laid, our I rind true 
&conflant.agoad plot, good friends, &ful ofcxpectatioman 
excellent plot, very good friends;what a frofly fpirited rogue 
is this?Why,my Lord oiYorke commends the plot,& the gene- 
rafl courfe of the aftion Zounds & 1 were now by this rafcall, 
1 could brame him with his Ladies Fanne. Is there not my fa- 
ther, mv vncle.cc my (e\fe, Lord Edmund Afortimrr, my Lord of 
forks , and OwenGlendower? Is there not befides the Dowglas? 
haue 1 not all their letters to meetc me in Ai mes by the ninth 
of the next month ? and are they not fome of them let forward 
already r What a pagan rafcall is this, and infidell ? Ha, you (hall 
fee now in very lincerity of feare and cold heart, will he to the 
King, and lay open all our proceedings. 0,Icoulddiuidemy 
i felfc, 
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felfc, and goe to buffets, for mowing fuch a difli of skim Milke 
with fo honorable an aftion. Hang him, lcthim telltheKing, 
we arc prepared. I will fet forward tonight. Enter his Lady'. 
How now Kate , I mud lcaue you within thefe two houres. 

Lady. O my good Lord, why are you thus alone/ 

For what offence haue I this fortnight bin 
A banifht woman from my Harries bed? 

T ell mee,fwcet Lord, what is't that takes from thee 
Thy ftomacke,pleafure,andthy golden fleepe? 

Why doft thou bend thine eyes vpon the earth. 

And ftart fo often when thou fitft alone? 

Why hart thou lofl the ft efh blood in thy cheekes. 

And giuen my tr eafures and mv rights of thee, 
l o thick-eyd mufing.and cmflmdaxicholy? 

In my faint (lumbers,! by thee wafeht, 

And heard thee mtrmure tales of yron Warres, 

Spcake tearmes of manage to tliv bounding Steed 
Cry courage to the field r And thou haft tafkt 
Offal lies; and retires, trenches, tents, 

Ofpallizadoes, frontiers, parapets, 

OfbaGlisks, of canon, cu’uerin. 

Of prifoners ranfome, and of fouMeirs flainc, 

And all the current, of a heody fiyjht, 

Thy fpirit within thee hath bin fo at war. 

And thus hachfo beftird thee in thy fierpe, 

That beds of fweat hath flood vpon thy brow, 

Like bubbles in a latedifturbed ftreame, ’ 

And in thy face ftrange motions haue apeard, 

Such as we fee when men reftraine their breath, 

On fome great fodaine haft. O what portents arc thefe ? 

Someheauy bufincs hath my Lord in hand 

And I muft know it, elfe heloues, menot. * 

Hot. What ho, is Gilliams with the Packet o-otie? 

Ser. He is, my Lord.anhoureagoe. 

Hot. Hath Butler brought thofe Horfes from thcSheriffe? 
tj‘ Horfc ’ m y Lord,he brought euen now. 

Hot. What horfe? a roane,a crop eare,is it not? 

Ser. It is, my Lord. 

Hot. 
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Hot. That Roane flial he my throne. Well, I will backe him 
ftraight. Ffferance, bid Hutler lead him foorth into the parkc. 

La. But hearc you my Lord, 

Hot. What faieft thou my Lady? 

La. What is it carries you away? 

Hot. Why, my horfe (my lone) my horfe. 

La. Out you mad-headed ape.a vveazel hath not fuch a dcale 
offpleene, as you aretoft with. In faith lie know your bufines 
Harry, that I will : I fcare,my brother Mortimer doth Air about 
his title, 5c hath fent for you to line his enterprifc,but ifyou gok 

Hot. So farafoote, Ilhallbe weary, loue. 
Z4.Comc,comc,youParaquito,anfweremedirc£lly,vntothis 
queftion that I fhal askc:in faith He break thy lit tle finger Har* 
ry, and if thou wilt not tell me all things true. 

Hot. Away, away you trifler, loue; I loue thee not, 

I care not for thee Kate, this is no world 
To play with mammets, and to tilt with lips, 

We mull haue bloudie nofes, and crackt cro wnes. 

And palTe them cm rant too : gods me my horfe. 

What faift thou Kate) what wouldft thou haue with me? 

La Do you not loue me? do you notindeede? 

Wei, do not then J-for fince you loueme not, 

Iwillr.otlouemv fclfc Doyounotlouemc? 

Nay, tel me ifyou fpeake in ieajft, or no? 

Hot, Come wilt thou fee me ride ? 

And when 1 araa horfe back, l will fweare, 

I loue thee infinitely. But harke you Kate, 

Jin u ft not haue you henceforth, queftion me? 

Whither 1 go : nor reafon where about. 
iVhitlter I mu ft, Iniuft rand to conclude. 

This eueningmuft i ieaue you GtndtKatc. 

I know you wife, but yet no farther wife, 

Then Harry Percy a wife, conftant you are. 

But yet a woman, and for fecreoy, 

No Lady clofer,for I willbelceue, 

Thou wilt not vttcr what thou doft not know j.~ 

And fo farcwill I trull thee, gentl cKate, 

La. How, fo far/ 

Hit. 
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Hot. Notan inch further : butharkc you Kate 
Whither Igoe, thither /hall you goctoo : 

To day will I fet foorth,to morrow you : 

Will this content you Kate ? 

Lady. Itmuft of force. Exeunt. 

Enter Prince and Points. 

Prince. Ned, pr ech ee comcoutof that fat roome, and lend 
mee thy hand to laugh a little. 

Toiues. Where hall been Hal? 

Prm With three or foure Logger-heads, amongft three or 
foure (core Hogs dreads. 1 haue lounded the very bafe ftrino- of 
Humilitie. Sirra I am fwornc Brother to a lcaih ofDrawerf & 
can call them all by their Chriftian names, as Tom, Dish, and 
Franc ts-.vney takeitalready vpon thdr faluation, that though I 
be b u t Prince of Wales, yet I am the King of and tell mec 

Hatly.I am not.proud lacf like Falfialfe^ but a^,WW*,alad 
ofmettalbagood Boy, (by thcLord fo they call me) and when 

iTf ,nS x. ^ in ?* ]l coniman dea!l the good Lads in 
K ^rU- 1<7 ' M ‘ 1 drinking deepening Scarlet; and when 
you breath in your watrmg, they cry hem, and bid you play it 
off.To conclude I am fo good a proficient in one quarter ofan 
houre.that I can drinke with any Tinker in his ownc language 
during my life. I tell thee Ned, thou haftloft much honour that 
thou wertnot with me in this aft, on : b n t fweet AW; to W 
ten which name of AW I giue thee this peniworth of Sua ar 
f UC ? n °T ,nt r : m I >r j? and b y atl ™der Skinker, one th at 

PeZe P Jr° th “ En , S ' ft mh ! S Ufc > then Light Jbillinges and fixe 
pettc. , and, Tou are welcome, with this ihrill addition Anon Lon 

fir‘ ? shore, t Pint of Fafiard in theHAfc moons, or fo. But Ned to 

driue away time til Me corneal prethec doe thou ftand n 
fomeby roome, whilel queftion mypnny Drawer to wha 
thftb CS T mC ri,eSu 5* r > and doeneu^r lcauc calling France. r 

Pomes, Francis. 

Trince. Thou art perfett. 

Poir.es Francis. Enter Draper. 

rci- Anon,anonfir;lookc downc into the Porngarnct,^//?-. 

D 2 Prince. 
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Prince. Come hither Francis, 

Francis. My Lord. 

Prince. How long haft thou to ferue, Francis? 

Francis . Forfooth fluey eares, and as much as to 

Points. Fritncis. 

Francis. Anone, a none Hr. 

Prince. Fiuc yeares',berlady alongleafe for the dincking of 
Pewter: But Francis, 4art$ thou be fo valiant, as to play the 
coward with thy Indenture, and fhew it a faire paire ofheeles, 
and rutmefrom it? 

Francis. O Lord fir, He he fwornevpon allBookes in Eng- 
land! could find huny heart. 

Poinss. Francis. Francis. Anone fir. 

Prince. How old art thou, Francis*. 

Francis. Let me fee, about Michaelmas next I /hall be 

Pomes. Francis. 

Francis. Anone fir, pray you flay a little, my Lord. 

Prince. Nay but haikc you Francis, for the Sugar thou ga* 
uejl me, t’was a penny worth, waft not? 

Francis. OLord,l would it had been two. 

Prince. I willgiue thee for it a thoufand pound, askc mec 
when thou wilt, and thou /halt haue it. 

Poines. Francis. Francis. Anone, anone. 

Prince. Anone Francis ? No Francis, but to morrow Francis : \ 
or Francis, on thurleday : or indeed Francis, when thou wilt: 
But Francis. 

Francis. My Lord. 

Prince . Wilt thou rob this Leatherncierkin, Chriftall but- 
ton, Not-pated, Agatring, Puke flocking, Caddice garter, 
Smooth tongue, Spanifhpouch.’ 

Francis. O Lord fir,who do you meanc? 

Prince. Why then your Browne baftarde is your onely 
drinkc j forlooke you Francis, your White canuaflc doublet 
will fulley. In Barbary fir,it cannot come to fo much. 

Francis. What fir } Poines. Francis. 

Prince. Away you rogue, doft thou not heare them call? 

Heerethey both call him, the Drawer flandes amazced t not 
knowing which way to goe, Enter Vintner. 

Vint, 
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Vint: V Vbatfftandrt thmi.fthl,andhcarftfuch a calling? 
looke to the Gheftes within. My Lord, old. fir lohn withhalfc 
a dozen more, are at the doorc, {hall I let them in? 

Prrn. Let them alone awhilc,& then open the doore-.Pomes 
Pomes. Anone, anone fir. Enter Paine,. 

i Vnnce - Sirra Falftalfr andthc reft of the Thecucs, arc at the 
doore,/hall we be merry? 

Poin. As merry as Crickets, my lad : but harkc yee, what 
cunning match haue you made with this ieft of the Drawer • 
come, what’s the iiTuei” 1 

Princ . I am now ofall humors,thathaue (hewed themfclues 
humors fince the old dales ofgoodman Adam, to the pimill 
age of tins pre/ent twelue a clocke at midnight . What’s a 
Clocks Francis ? ° 

Francis. Anone, anone fir.- 

Frmc. That euer this fellow ihould haue fewer words then 

P fj Ct * & ;i Ct tl,C (°. nof a Woma "‘ His induftry is vp ftaires 
and downcftaires, Ins eloquence the parcell of a reckoning I 

am not yet ox Percy* mmd,the Hotjfur of th e North, he that lefts 
mefomefixe ori.uen dozenof^vatabreakfaft, wa/heshis 
harides.and fa yes to his wife, Fievpon this quiet life, I want 

fW n Ct Har p , &y es , (hc -'bow many haft thou kild 
today? Giue my Roane horfe a drench(fay es he) and anfweres 

'fZIPT^ 3n !L°“ rcaftc j : I prethee call in 

Sfix CP ^ ^ 3nd th3t danincJe Bra ™ «««» Play 

Slim jZ7 hW WHe * ^ faiCS thc drunkard : cal ^ Ribs, 

Enter Falfiaffe. 

tTa‘ We,COme ^ where haft thou beone? 

J-Ia a P SU? ° 311 C ° W3rds 1 fa y > and a vengeance to, mar- 
y and Amen : giuemeacup offackboy. E’rellead this life 

too § Anl rovven f ca ; herftocks » and mend them, and foote them 

too. A plague ofall cowards,Giuen]eacupoffacke,ro<rue is 
there no verttie extant? ^ ’ o u e, is. 

ZZr m l h ° U T CccTtta " ki ^adift of butter, pittifiill 

D 3- Faljl.p 
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Fal. You rogue, heres Lime in this Sack too, there is nothing 
but rogcrv to be found in villanous man;yet a coward is worfe 
tfil a cup of Sack with Lime in it. A villanous Coward, go -thy 
wayes old lack:, die when thou wilt, if manhood, good man- 
hood be not forgot vpo the face of the earth, then am I a ftiet- 
ten Herring : there Hues not three good men vnhangd in Eng- 
land, and one of them is fattc, and grovves old 5 God hclpe the 
while, a bad world 1 fay :I would J were a Weauer,I could fing 
PfalmcSyOrany thing. Apdagucofall Cowards, 1 fay ft ill. 

Prin. How now W’oliacke,whatmuttcr you? 

Falf. A Kings fonrie? if I doe not beat thee out of thy King- 
dome with a dagger of Lath, anddriucall thy Subieftes afore 
thee like a flockeof Wild-geefe, ilcneuer weare haire on my 
face more, you Prince ofJVala . 

Prin. Why you horfon round roan ,what's'the matter? 

Fal. Are younot a Coward? anfwcre me to that, and Points 
there. 

Prin. Zounds ye fat paunch, and ye call me Coward, by the 
Lord lie ftab thee. 

Fa/. I call thee Coward? lie fee theedamnde care I call thee 
Coward,but I would giue a thoufand pound 1 could run as faft 
asthoucanft. You^ireftraight enough in the fhouldcrs,you 
care not who fees your backe: call you that backing of your 
friendes?a plague vpon fuch backing : giue me them that wtll 
face mCiGiuemea cupofSack,IainarogueifIdrunke to day. 

Pri. O villaine, thy lips arc fearfe wip’d fince thou drunkft 
lart. Fa/. All’s one for that. Hc-drinkos. 

A plague of all Cowards ft ill fay I. 

Tw. Whats thereafter? 

Fat. Whats tbe matter -here be feure ofvs,hauc tane a thou- 
fand pound this morning. 

Prin. Where is it llackc, where is it? 

Falf. Wheieis it? taken from vs it is : a hundred vpo» 
poore foure of vs. 

Frin. What,a hundred man? 

Fa!. I am a rogue, if I were not at halfe fword.with a dozen 
ofthcm two houres together. I haue leaped by myrade. lam 
eight times tluuft through the Doublet, foure through the 

Hole, 
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Hofe, my Buckler cut through and through, my Sword Iiackt 
lik e a h and - fa w, eccefg.mm . I neuer dealt better fince I was a 
roan, al would not doc. A plague ofall cowardsjet them fpMcc* 
if they fpeakemore or lelTethca truth, they are villaiaes and 
the Tonnes cfdarkneflc. * 

C. fad . Speakc, firs, how was it : 

Roji. We foure fet vpon feme dozen. 

Falf. Sixteene.atleaft, my Lord. 

Fpfi. And bound them. 

Veto. No, no, they were not bound. 

Fal. You rogue they were bound, euery man of them or! 
am a Jew elfc,an Ebrevv lew. 

Rofs. As we were /luring, feme fixe or feuen frefh men fet 
vpon vs. 

Fa/. And vnbound the reft, and then come in the other. 
'Frin. What, fought yee with them all ? 

Falf. All? Iknow not what yee call all : butif Ifdiightnot 
with fifty of them, I abt-mcli ofradifii r if there were not 
two or three and fifty vpon poore old lack:, then am I no two 
leg’d creature. 

Footes. Pray God, you haue not murthered feme of them. 
Falf. Nay that’s paft praying for, I haue pepper’d two of 
them. Two I am lure 1 haue payed, two rogues in buckrom 
,futes : I tel thes what, Hal,, if I tell theca lie, /pit in my facejcal 
me Horfe : thou knoweft my old word : here I lay, and thus i . 
boreniy point; foure rogues in Buckrotnlet driueat me. 

Prin, W hat,foi>rc? thou faid’ft but two, cuen no.w» 

Falf. Foure Afo/, I tola thee foure. 

Poin. I, I, he faid foure. 

Falf Thcfc foure came all a front, and mainely thru ft atmej 
3 made no more adoe ; but tookc all their feuen points in my 
Target.thus. 

Prior, Scum? w hy there werebut foure, euen now* 

Falf. In Buck rein. 

Poin. I, foure, in Buckrome fuites. 

Fvlf. Seuen^by thefe Hiltes,or l am a Villaine elfe. 

Prin. Prethce let him alone, we /hall haue more anon. 

Falf, Doe ft thou heare me Hal*. 

Pm. J and marke thee too, lacke, Falf 
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Fd. £)o fo, for it is worth the liflning to, thefc nine in Buc- 
krom, that I told thee of. 

Prin. So, two more already. •• 

Fd. Their points being broken, 

Toynx. Downe fell his hofe. 

Fd.Pi egan to giue me ground. but 1 followed me clofe,came 
infoote and hand,& with a thought, feuen of the eleuen I paid. 

Prsn.O mcnflrouslclcuen buckrom men growne out oftwo? 

Fd. But as the diuel would haueit,threeniil-begotte knaues, 
imK>Wd//greene,cameatrnybackeand let driue at me,forit 
was fo darkc, Hal, that thou couldft not feethy hand. 

Prin. Tilde lyes arc like the father that begets them, grofle 
asamoutainc.ope palpable. Why thou clay-braind guts, thou 
knotty-patedfoole,thouhorfon obfcenegreafic tallow catch. 

Fd. What? art thou mad? art thou madj is not the truth the 
truth? 

Prin. Why, how couldfl thou know thefemrnin Kendall, 
greene, when it was fodarkethou couldftnot lee thy hand? 
come tell vs yourreafon, What faifl thou to this? 

Toy. Come, yourreafon Iacke, your reafon. 

Fd. What, vpon cornpulfion? Zoundes, and I were at the 
flrappado, or al the racks in the world, I would not tel you on 
cornpulfion Giue you a reafon on compulfio? ifreafonswerc 
as plenty as blackebcrties,! would giue no man a reafon vpon 
cornpulfion, I. 

Trin. Ilebeno longer guiltie of this finne. This fanguine 
coward, this bed-prefler, this horfe-back-breakcr, this huge 
lul of fldh. 

Fd. Zblcud you ftarueling,you elfskin,yon dried neats tong, 
buls-pizzel, you flockefifh : O for breath to vttcr/whatislike 
thee? you tayiei s yard, you /heath, you bowcafe,y ou vile /lan- 
ding tucke. 

Prin. Wei, breath a while, and then to it againe,& when thou 
hall tiied thy felfe in bafe cornparif6s,heare me (peak but thus 

Poy. Mark c, Iacke. 

Prin. Wc two,faw you foure, fet on fourc &h>ound thcm,& 
wercmaiflers of their welth:mai ke now how aplaine tale /hall 
put you c’ownc : then did wee two felon you foure, and with a 

word, 
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word, outfac’d you from your prize, & hau^it,ye%& can fh'evv 
it you here in the boufe : and Fdftdffe, you carricd ybur guts a- 
wav as nimbly, with as quick dexrerittf,& l-oared formacy 
Bill run &roarc,as eucr 1 heard Bul-calfe. What aflaueart fhou 
to fiack thy fwbrd as thcil-hafl done,& thenfav it was in fislit? 
What tricke? what deuice ? wltet ftarting liolecanfl thou now 
find out,to hide thee from this open and appaVant/hame? 

Poitt. Corpe lets heare/iK-^wliat tricke hall thou now? 

Fdf. By the Lord, I knew yee as well as hee that made yec. 
Whyheareyoumy mai/lcrs, was it for mee, to kill the Heire 
apjiaratit'? Should Ttumcvpoji the true Prince? Why, thou 
knowefl l am is Valiiht as Herciitt . o but beware inflinflytlic Iii- 
OU will.not touch the triic Prince, inflinft is a great matter . I 
was a Coward onintlihtt, I /Half thin kfc the better of my felfe, 
and thccjduringroy life* I, for avaliantLion,and thou fora true 
Prince : but,by the Lord, Lads, I am glad you httue theMoney. 
Hofte/Te,clap to the doofes-,.Warth' tb ! liight, p»ray tomorrow : 
Gallants, Lads,Boyes, Hearts b/' gold, ’all the cities of good fel- 
low fiiip come to you. ^Whatj/haill Wb be merry?- fiiall we haue 
aPlay. extempore? 
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fent, arid thra'rgu'ment/1iaU>e,thy running away. 




Prin. How now myLaHyth'eH^q^,what faifl thou-to me? 
Hof. Marry.mv L. there is a Noble man of the court, at doore 
'wpuld'fpeike With yon Ihvfinyie's, he comes from your father. 
^'■Prjn. Ghfefiim as Vnufttas Will make him a Roy all man, and 
fend him backe aginic to rny mother. 

' Fd. What manner of manis he? 

Hof An old man. 

Fd. Whatdoth grauitieoutof his Bed atmidnight ? Shall I 
giue him his anfwere? V pro iT/ota r»di 

fPrin., Prctheedoe/^4e. 

Fdf' Fayth.and Defend him packing. Exit. 

Pnn. Tiow firs : birlady you fought taire,fo did yon Veto, fo 
diu ypuFardol^you areLions too, you ran away vpon inflinft, 
you wi!Ihot't6ucKthetruePrince } nofie. 1 
Far. Fayth,I ran when I faw others runne. 

E. Prince * 








The Hiftorie of 

'Prince. Fayth,tcllmenow in earncft, how came Falfalfei 
§word fo hackt? 

Pete. Why,he hackt it with bis Dagger, and faid he would 
fweare truth out but lie would make you bclceuc it 

was dons in fight, and perfwaded vs to do (he like. 

far. Yea, and to tickle our nofes with fpeare-gralfe.to make 
them bleeede, and then to beflubber our garments with it, and 
fwcareitwas the blood of true men.I did that 1 did not this fea- 
uen yeares before,! blulht to hearc his monffrous deuifes. 

Prin. O villainc,thou ftolefl a cup ofSacke cightcene yeercs 
ago, and were taken with the manner, and euerfincc thou haft 
bluflit extempore, thou hadft fireandfwordonchy fide, & yet 
thou ranft away : what inftinft hadft thou for it? 

Bar. My Lord, doc you fee thefe meteors ? doc you behold 
thefe exhalations/ 

Prime. I doc. 

Bar, What thinkeyoutfiey portend? 

Prin. HotLiucrs,and cold Pur fcs. 

'Bar. Cholcr,my Lord, if rightly taken. 

Enter Falftalffe. f ' ; r ■ yr- KT 

prin. No, if rightly t*ken,Haltcr.Hcre conics leane facke,hert 
comes bare-bone. How, now my fweete creature of Bombaft, 
how long is’t ago, Iackefmcc thou faweft thine owne Knee? 

Eat. My owneKnec ? when I vya? about thy yeares (Hal) I 
was notan Eagles talent in the waft : I could hauc crept into a- 
ny Aldertms thunibe-ring : aplagueof fighing and griefc, it 
blows inttan v,p like a bladdcr.Xhcr’s villanousncwcs abroad, 
here was fir Iohn Braby from your Father : you tnuft goo to the 
Court in the morning. The fame mad fellow of the North t Percj\ 
andhceof Wales, that gaue^/wrfiwwthe Baflinado, and made 
Lucifer cuckold, and fworc the©/«<?//his true liegeman vpoa 
thccroffeofaWelchhookc j what a plague call you him? 

Poin. Offcxdewer. 

Fatf. Owen, Owen, the fame, and hisSonneinlaw Mortimer, 
and old Northumberland, and the fprighly Scot of Scottes ( Dow- 
glas, that runnes a horfc-back yp a hill perpendicular, 

Brin. Hee that ridesat high fpccd,and with a Piftoll killcs a 
Sparrow flying. 
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Falf. YoR hauc hit it. 

Prin. So did hericuer theSparrow. 

Falf. Well, that rafcall hath good mettall in him, he will not 
nitffte.. •• • 

Prince. Why what a rafcall art thou then, to prayfe him fo 
forranning? 

Falf. A horfe-backe (ye cuckoe) but a foote hee will not 
budge a foote. 

Prin. Y es lack *, vpon inftin <ft, 

Falf I grant yc,vponinftin£t : well, he is there too, and one 
Mordakr,&nA a thoufand blew Caps more. Wore eft er\s. ftolne a- 
way by night, thy fathers beard is turn’d white with thenewes, 
you may buy Land now as cheape as ftinkingMackrell. 

Brin. Then tis likc,if there come a hot Sunne,and this ciuill 
buffeting hold, we /hall buy May den-hcads.as. they buy Hob- 
nailes, by the hundreds. 

Fal, By the Malle lad, thou fail! true, it is like v. e fhall hauc 
good trading that way. But tell me Hal, art not thou horrible a- 
feard ? thou being Heire apparant, could the world pickethce 
* out three fuch Enemies againe, as that fiend Dowglae, that fpirit 
pf'trcy, and that diuell Glendcwer 1 Art not thou horrible afraidc ? 
doth not thy blood thrill at it? 

Brin. Notawhit yfayth : Ilacke fomcofthy inftintt. 

Falf Well, thou wilt be horrible chidde to morrow when 
thou commeft to thy Father: ifthoudoeloue. inc, praftilcan 
anfwcrc. 

Prin. Doe thou Hand for my Father, and examine me vpon. 
the particulars of my life. 

Fal. Shall I; content: this Chaire/hall be my State, this Dag- 
ger my Scepter, and this Cu/hinmy Crowne. 

Prin. Thy State is taken for a ioynd Stole, thv golden Scep- 
ter for a leaden Dagger, and thy precious rich Crowne, fora 
pirtifull bald Crowne. 

Fal. Well, and the fire of Grace be not quite out of thee 9 . 
now fhaltthoubemoued . Giucmee a cuppe ofSacke to make 
mine, eyes lookereddc, that it may be thought I hauc wept, 
fori muft fpeakeinpafsion, and 1 will dock in Kia^frimbifee 
vaine. 

Es 



Brin. 
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Prince. Wcll,here ismyleggc. 

Pdf. And here is my fpeech jfland abide Nobilitie. 

Ho. O Iefu, this is excellent fport,yfayth, v . . J 

Fd. Weepc not fwcecQneene.for trickling teares are vaine. 

Ho. O the father, how hfcholdes his countenance?,.^'; 

Fd. For Gods fake Lords.conuey ray truftfull Qeerie : v 
For teares doe flop the floud -gates of her eyes. 

Ho. O Iefu, he dothit as like one of thefe harlotry Players, 
aseuerlfee. 

Fd. Peace good Pint-pot,peace good tickle brainc. 

Harry , Idoenotoncly nurucll where thou fpenaelf thy time, 
but alfo,how thou art accompanied : For though the Cammo- J 

mile the more it is troden, the fafler it growes$yet youth, the 
more it is wafted,the foonerit wearesrthouartmy fonne,I haue 
partly thy mothers word, partly my opinionypilt chiefly, a vil- 
lanous tricke of thine eye, and a fooliflf habging:ofthy neather 
lip, that doth warrantmc.lftherl tlioube fonhei6 md,herelicth 
the point$why, being fonne tome, art thoufopoynted at r /hall 
theblcfled fonneofheauenpfouea ; tnicher,and cate Black-ber- 
ries? a queftionirot to beaskt.Shall theS'onne o iB tiyi.vid | Ttcrw e 
a thicfe,and take ptirfcs? a queftion to be askt. Theroi^a^aiftg, 

Harry, which thou haft often hctkrd of, aridit is kndwnetama- 
ny in our land, by the name of Pitch 5 this Pitches ancient vvri- 
ters do report, 'doth defile? fo doth the company thou keepefl:: 

For Harry , now I do not fpcake to thee in drinkc,but in teares? 
not in pleafurc,but in pafsion; notin hordes onely,bociiJ» woes 
alfo: and yet there is avertuous niari,whoiu I haubsi ten rioted 
in thy company,but 1 know not his namcc 

Prd. What manner ohnan. aud it like your Maieflie? . 

Fd. A goodly portly man yftith.iSc a corpulent, of a cheer- 
fulllooke,a p leafing e'C.&amo'.l noble tariage,&as I tiiinke, 
his age fotoe fifty, or biriad y . mciioifvg to threcfCorc, and now 
I remembermc/nis name is Faljidjfca i 1 1 barman /hold be lewd- 
ly giuen,hcdcceiues rile. Vor H.tny , I lee vertue ift his lobkes’, if 
then the tree may be kuownc by thefruite/as thefruitc by the 
tree, then peremptorily Ifpea ke i t , there* i $- v etitue in that ld- 
fidffefim keepc with, the reffbani/h : arid tell rric'e now; thbu 
naughty varlet,tdlmee, where haft thou been this month? 

0 Prince, 
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. Pm, Dot! thou fpeakc like a King ? doe thou Hand for mee» 

and lie play my father. 

Fd. Dcpofc me, if thou doft it halfejfo grauely, fo maieftx- 
cally both in word and matter, hang mec vp by the heeles for a 
Rabbet-fucker, or aPoulrers Hare. 

Prin. Well.hccrel am fet, 

.Fdf. And heere I ftandpudge my maifters. 

Prin. Now Harry, whence come ycu/ 

Fdf. My nobl e Lord, from Eaftcheape. 

Prd. The complaints I hearc of thee,are grieuous. 

Fdf. Zbloud my Lord, they arc falfe : nay,Ue tickle ye for a 
young Prince yfaith. 

Trd. Swearefl thou,vngracious Boy?henceforthnere lookc 
on me,thou art violently carriedaway from grace, thcreis a Di- 
ucll hauntes thee in the likenefle ofa fat old Man, a tun of man 
is thy companion : why doll thou conuerfe with that trunkcof 
humors,that boulting-hutch of beafllinelP,that fwolne parcel 
ofDropfies,that huge bombard ofSatke, that fiuft Clokc-bag 
ofguttes, that rolled Manning tree Oxewith the Pudding in 
his belly, that ryuercr.t Vice, that gray hniqui ie, that father 
fJ^uft'ia^jthat vanit v in y cares: wherein is he good, but to tafte 
backe iijid drinkc i c ? .. w hctcin ncatc and clenly, but to carue a 
Capon & eate it ? wherein cunning, but in Craft ? wherein craf- 
tie,l utm Villanie? wherein villanous,but in all things? where- 
in worthy, but in nothing? 

Fd- l ; ^’Ould yoytGr^cc yvould takcinee with you : whom 

meancs your Grace ? 

‘Prd. That villanousabhominablemiflcadcr of youth, Fal- 
fidffo, that old white- bearded S’athan. 

Fd. My Loi d,the pian 1 know. Prin. I know thou doll. 

Fd. But to fayy I.kriqw morcharrce in him then in my felfc, 
were to fay more then tlcnow : that he is old^rhemore thepit- 
tie)hi s white haircs do witnefle it. hut that he is(fauing your re- 
uerence)a whorcmaller, that I vturiy deny : if Sacke & Sugar 
be a fault, God helpe (lie wicked : ifjto be old and merry Lea 
finne, then many an old Hoft that I know, is damn’d :ifto be 
fatte, be tobe.haceei ( thcn7 > /7/ir<Cttrlcane lLine are to be loued. 
No, my good Lord .banilh Petobznifti BardolfjArnih Poinu 5 but 
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for fvvcet Tacks Falftalffe,\dn& lacks F alfalfe, true Tacks Falfialjfo 
valiant lacks Falfialjfe, and therefore more valiant, being as hee 
is old Iacke Falfialjfe, bani Av not him thy Harries c< mpany, ba- 
niflvnot him thy Harries company j banilh plumpe Iacke, and 
banilh all the world. 

Pritt. 1 doe, I will. Enter B.trdoll running. 

Bar. O, my Lord,my Lord, the Shriefe, with a mod nion- 
ftrous Watch is at the dore. 

Fal. Out you Rogue, play out the Play : I hauc much to fay 
intbebehalfeofthat Falfialjfe. 

Enter the Hofiejfe. 

Hof, O Icfu,my Lord, my Lord 

Fal. Heigh, heigh, the Diuell rides vpon aFiddle-fticke, 
what’s the matter? 

Hof. The Shcrife and all the Watch are at the dore, they are 
come to fearch the Houfe,lhall I let them in ? 

Falf Doeft thou heare Hall ncuer calla true peeceof Golda 
Counterfeit, thou art effentially made, without icemingfo. 

Priti. And thou a naturall Coward,without inftinft. 

Falf. I deny your Maior •, if you will deny the Shcrife, fo, if 
not,lethimenter.I£I becomenota Cartas wel as another man, 
a plague on my bringing, vp : I hope I Avail as foonc be flrang- 
led with a Halter as an other. 

'Erin. Goe hide thecbchindethe Arras, the reft walke vp a; 
bouc.Now my Maifters.for a true Face and good Confcience. 

Fal. Both which I haue had} but their date is out,and there- 
fore lie hide me-. • 

Pritt . Call in the Sherife. 

Enter Sherife and the Carrier. 

Pritt. Now Sherife, whatis your will with me? - 

Sheri Firft, pardon me,my Lord; Ahue & cry hath followed 
certaine men vnto this houfe. 

Erin. What men? 

Sheri One of them it well knowne, my gracious Lord, a 
groflefatteman. 

(far. As fattc as Butter. 

Pritt. The man,I doe allure you is not hecre, 
for I my felfc at this timehaueimploycdhim: 

Asd 
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And Sheriffc I will ingage my word to thee, 

That I will by to morrow dinner time, 

Send him to anfwerc thee or any man. 

For any thing he Avail be charg’d withal!. 

And fo let me intreat you leaue the houfe, 

Sher. I will my Lord, there are two Gentlemen 
Haue in this robbery loft 300. market. 

Prin. 1 1 may be fo : if he hauc rob’d thefe men 
He Avail be anfwcrable : and fo farewell. 

Sher. Good night my noble Lord. 

, Prin. I thinkeitis good morrow, is it not ? 

. Sher. Indeed my Lord, I thinkc it be two a clock. Enit. 

Prin. This oy ly rafcall is knowne as well as Poules : goc call 
him forth. 

> Peto. Falfialjfe? fall a fleepc behind the Arras, and fnorting 
like a horfe. 

Erin. Hark, how hardhefetchcs breath, fearch hispocket* 
He fearcheth his Pockets, and findeth certaine paperr. 

Erin. What haft thou found ? 

Eeto. Nothing but Papers my Lord, 

Ercn. Lets fee whatbethey : rcadc them. 

Item a Capon ii.s.ii.d. 

Itemfawce iiii.d. 

Item, Sacke, two gallons. v.s.viii.d. 

Item Anchouesaud Sacke after flipper. ii.s.vi.d. 

'*ltem bread. ob 

Omonftrousbutonehalfepcniworthofbread to this into- 
lerable deale of Sacke? what there iselfe,kccpc dole, wecle read 
it at more aduantage: there let him fleep till dayjilc to the court 
in the morning, We muft all to the wars, and thy place fhalbce 
honorable. lie procure this fatroguea charge of foote, and I 
know his death willbeamatch oftweluefcorej themony Avail 
bepaidc backe againe with aduantage ? be with me betimes in 
themorning, and fo good morrow Peto. 

Peto. Good morrow, good my Lord Exeunt. 

Enter Hotjpur, tVorcefier, Lord Mortimer 
Otven Cjlendmer. 

Mor Thefe promifes are faire, the parties fure, 

And 
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And our induction full of profper.ous hope. 

Hot. Lord Mortimer, 8c coofin Glcndower,\\ ill you fit downe? 
And vncle TVorcefter, a plague vpon it, I haue forgot the Map. ' 
Glen. No, here it is^ lit Coofin P ; ercj, fit goodCooCmHotfpur'y 
for by that name, as oft. as Lancaftcr doth fpealce of you, his 
Cheekelookespale, and with a riling figli hewilheth you in 
Heaucn. 

Hot. And you in Hell, as oft as he heares Owen Glendowe 5* 
fpokeof. ^ < . . . L . ; . , v, 

Glen. I can not blame him 5 at my natiui tie, 

The front of Heauen was full of firie fhapcs, 

Of burning CrefTets : and at my birth. 

The frame and foundation of the Earth 
Shak’d like a Coward. 

Hot. Why fo it would haue done at the fame feafon, if your 
Mothers Cat had but kitcncd, though your felfe had ncuer bin 
borne. 

Glen. I fay the Earth did ihakc when I was borne . 

Hot. And I fay theEarth wasnotof mymindc, 

If you fuppofc, as fearing you,itlhooke. ■ 

Gleni The Heauens were all on fire, the Earth did tremble. 
Hot. Oil ! then the Earth iliooke to fee the Heauens 0* fire, 
And not in fcare of your Naduitie : 

Difeafcd Nature oftentimes breakes foorth . 

In ftrange eruptions, and the teeming Earth, 
Iswitha.kindofCollickcpinchtand vext, . iliMorn*} 

By theimprifpningofvnruly Winde 

Within her wombe,which for inl.vrgemcnt firming, 

Shakes the old. Beldame Earth, and topics downe 
Steeples, andmof-growneTowers. At your Birth 
Our Grandam Earth, baiting thisdillempcrauue, • 

Inpafsion fhooke. 

Glen. Coofin, bfmany men 
Idoenotbcarethefecrolsings: giuemeleaue 
To tell you once againcythat at my Bar ih, 

The front of Heaucn wasfulloffierie fhapcs. 

The Goates ran from the Mount ainesj and the t, 

Were ftrangely clamorous to the frighted Flddes, 
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Thefe fignes haue markt me extraordinarie, 

And all the courfes ofroy life do fhew, 

I am notin the roll of common men : 

Where is the liujng, dipt in with the Sea, 

That chides the Bankes of England, Scotland , and fVales f 
Which cals me Pupill.or hath read to me, 

And bring him out, that is but Womans lonne. 

Can trace mein the tedious wayes of Art, 

And hold me pace in deepe experiments. 

Hot. 1 thinke there’s no man fpeakes better 
lie to dinner. 

Mor. Peace coofenTer-^, you will make him mad, 

Glen. I can call Spirits from the valty deepe. 

Hot. Why,fo can for fo can any man : 

But will they come, when you do cal! for them? 

Glen. Why, I can teach thee coofen,to command the Diuell, 
Hot . And! can teach theecoofen, to fhame the Diuell, 

By telling truth. Tell truth.and fhame the Diuell. 

If thou haue power to raife him.bnngliim hither, 

And llebe fwornc,' haue power to lhamc him hence. 

Oh while you line, red truth.and lhame the. Diuell. 

Mor.' Come, come nom >reof this vnprofitable chat., 

Glen. T hree tunes hath Henry ‘B it limy brook? made head 
Againft my power, thrice from the banks oi tVye, 

And Sandy bottom'd Seuerne haue 1 hent him 
Booties home, and weather-beaten backe. , 

Hot. Home without bootes, and in fowle weather too? 

How feapes he agues in the diuels name? 

Glen. Come, here is the Map, fhall we darkle our right. 
According to our threefold order tane? 

Mor. The zMrcb-dcaconhAth deluded it 
Into threclimits, very equally : 

England fromTrent, zndSenerne hitherto, 

% South and Half, is to my partatlignde. 

All Well ward, Wales beyond the Scncntefhpic, 

And all the feni'cland within that bound. 

T o Owen Glendower: and dear e coofe, to you 
The remnant N or th ward, fv i ng ofl from Trent, 

if. 
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And ©tir indentures tripartite arc dtawiw 
Which being lealed cntercbangcably, 

( ATSufines that this night may execute 0 
T o morrow coofcn Percy you and l 
And my good Lord of PPorcefter will fet forth, 

T o meet your father and the Scottifh power, 

As is appointed vs at Shrew fbilry. 

My father Cjlendtwcrii nol ready yet, 

Nor diall wee need his helpethefefourtecncdayesj 
Within that fpace, you may hauedrawne together. 

Your tenants, friend es and neighbouring gentlemen. 

Glen. A fiibrter time fhall fend me to you, Lords 
And in my conduct ihall your Ladies coitie, 

From whome you now mud deale and take no" leaue, 

For there will be a world of water fired , 

Vpon the parting ofy our wines and you. 

H«t. Me thinkestny moity Northkoin Burton hci'6 
In quantity equals not one of yours ? 

See, how this nuer comes me cranking in, 

And cuts me from the bed of all my land, 

A huge halfe Mooney a moftrous fcantle out j 
lie hauc the currant in this place damd 'vp, 

A nd hero the fmug and filuer Trent fhall run, 

In a new channel!, fairc and cuenly. 

It fhall not wind with fuch adeepeindentj 
To rob me of fo rich a bottome here. 

GleW, Not wind? it fhall, it mud, you fee if -doth. 

Mor, Yea, but markc how he beares his cdiirfe, and runs Wie 
vp, with like aduantage on the other fide, gelding the oppofed 
continent, as much, as on the other fide, it takes from ye#. 

Wor. Yea, but a little charge ^;ll trench him here, 

And on thisNorthfide, win this capc ofland 
And then he rum draight and euen, 

Hep. He hauc it fo, a little charge will do it, 

(Jlen. Ilenotkaueitakred, 

Hep. Will not you? 

Glen. No, nor you fhall not. n 

Hpp, Who fhall fay me my ? 
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Henry the fourth* 

Glen. Why, that Will I, 

Hot. Let me not vnderdand you then, fpeslce it in mljh. 

Glen. I can fpeake Englifh, Lord, as well as you. 

For I was traind vp in the Englifii Court, 

Where, being but yong, 1 framed to the harpe 
Many an Englifh dittic, louly well, 

And gaue the tongue a hclpcfull ornament : 

A vertu? that was neuer feenein you,. 

Hot. Marry, and I am glad ofit with all my heart, 

1 had rather be a kitten and cry mew. 

Then one of thefe fame miter ballet-mongers, : 

1 had rather heare a brafen candick turnd, 

Or a dry wheelc grat on the axle-tree, 

And that would fet my teeth nojthing an edge. 

Nothing fo much as minfing Poetry : 

T’is like the forc’t gate of a fhuf fling nag. 

Glen. Come you fhall haue7h?»f turnd. • 

Hot. I do not care. Ile.giue thrice fo much land 
Toany well deferuing. friend: 

Butinthcwayofbargaine, inarkeyem? ; f 

He cauill op the ninth part of a haire. 

Are the indentures drawnc? fhall we be gone ? 

Glen. The Moone lhines faire, you may away by flight t . 
lie had the writer, and withal), , • 

Breake with your vy rues, of your departure hence * ; 

I am a fraide my daughter will run mad, . 

So much flie doteth on her Mortimer, Eyftt* 

t Mor. Fie, cofen Percy, how you erode my father. 

Hot. I cannot chufe, fometime he aqgers me 
With telling meof of the Moldwarp and the Ant, 

Ofthe dreamer Merlin and his prophecies 
And, of a dragon and a finlefTe fifix, 

A cliprwingd Griffin and a moultcn Rauen, 

A couching Lion, and a ramping Cat, 

And fuch a deale ofSkimble skamble flu dr, 

As puts me from my faith, I tell you what. 

He held me lad night, at lead, nine houres, 

In rcckping vp the fcuerall diucls names. . 

F s. That 
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The Htflorit of 

That were his Lickies : 1 cried hum, and well, go to. 
But markt him.not a word > O.he is,ss tedious 

As a tvred Horie,arayling Wife, 

Woric then a fmokieHcufe. i had rather hue 
With Chcrfe 2nd Garlicke in a Windmill farre, 
Then feed on cates, and bane him talkc to me,] 

In any Sumrnci'-houfc in Chiift endome. 



in ltrangeconceat<Hicm»,v \ » 

And wondrous affable, and as bountiful!. 

As Mines of India • ilia'll L tell you, Coofen, 
lie holdes your temper in ahighrefpett, 

And curbs himfclfe'Cnen of his natural! fcope. 

When you come croflc his humour, fay th he docs ? 

1 warrantyou,thattnanisnot aliuc. 

Might fo haue tempted him,as you haue done. 

With outthe taftc ofdanger and reproofc , 

But doe not vfe it oft, let me intreat you. 

Wor. In fay th, my Lord, you are too wilfull blame, 

And fince your comminghithcr,haue done enough 

To put him quite befides his patience: 

Yourcuftnccdeslearne.Lord^o amend this fault 
Though fometimesit fhew greatne(Ie,courage,blood, 

And thatsthcdeatcft ghce it renders you t 
Yet often times it doth prefent harm 1 age, 

Defcft of manners, want of gouernment, 

Pride, hautineffe.opinion,and dirdainej 

The lead ofvyhich,!ia«ntmg a Nobleman, - _ 

Lofeth mens henrfcs.aiidicaues behind a Uame 

Vpon thebcautic of all partes betides, 

Beguiling them of commendation. .. 

Hot. Well, I am fchoold, Good-manners be your fp.ed, 
Hcere come your Wines, and let vs take our leauc. >4 
Enter G lendoirr'e ,v:t b the Ladycs . 

M<rr. This isthe deadly fpight that angers me, 

M v Wife can fpeake no EngUjb, I no Weljo.\ . f 
Glen. My Daughter wecpes,fheele not part with J ° u £ 
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Henry the fourth, 

Sheele be a fouldier too, fheele to the warres. 

Mor. Good father tell her, that Hie, and my Atmt Percy, 
Shall follow in your conduct fpeedily. 

Gletulowerfpcakes tober inweljh, andjhe anfweret 
him in the fame. 

Glen. Sheisdefpcratheere, 

A pceuifh fclfe-wild harlotry, one that noperfwafioncan doe 
good vpon. 

The Lady ffeakss in Welfh. ■■ 

Mor. I vndcrftand thylookcs, that prety welfh, 

Which thou powreft downc from thefe fwellingheauens, 

I am to perfect in, and but for jfhame 
In fuch a parley fhould I anfwcre thee. 

The Lady aaaine in welfh. 

Mor. I vndcrftand thy kiflcs, and thou mine, 

And that? afceling deputation : 

But I will neaer be a truant loue, 

Till l hauclearnd thylanguage,forthy tongue 
Makes welfh as fweets as ditties highly pend. 

Sung by a faire Qyeene in a Summers bowre, 

With rauiftiing diuifion to her lute. 

Glen. Nay, if thou melt, then will fhcrunnemad. 

The Lady fpedkes againe inwelfh . 

Mor. O.Iamingnoranceufelfein this. 

■Glen. She bids you on the wanton rufhes lay you downc* 
And reft your gentle head vpon her lap, 

And fhe will firag the fong that pleafeth you. 

And on your eyelids crowne the God of fleepc. 

Charming your bloud with pleafing heauinclfe 
Making fuch difference betwixt wake and fleepe, 

As is the difference betwixt day and night. 

The houre before the heanenly harneft teeme 
Begins his golden progreffe in the Eaft. 

Mor. With all my heart lie fit and heare her fing, 

By that time will ourbookel thinkebedrawnc. 

glen. Do fo, and thofc Mufitions that fhaH play to you, 
Hang in theayreathoufand leagues from thence, 

And ftraight they fliall be here, fit and attend. 

£3. 
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The Hiflmeof - 

Hct. Come Kate, thou art perfect in lying downe : 
Come,quicke, quicke, that I may lay my head in thy lap. 

La. Go, yc giddy eoofe. 

The mpficke Playes . 

Hot. Now I perceitie the diuell vnderftaiids Welfi > , 

A nd t’is no mantcll he is fo humorous, 

Birlidy he is a good mufition. 

La. Then would you be nothing but muficall. 

For you are altogether gouerned by humors t 
Lie ftiif ye thiefe, and heare the Lady Gng in Weljh. 

Hot. I had rather heare Lady, my brack howlcin /?*<$. 

La. Would’ft haue thy head broken ? 

Hot. No, 

La. Thenbeflill. 

Hot. Neither, t’is a womans fauk. v 

La. Novy God helpe thee. 

Hot. T o the Welfh Ladies bed. 

La. What’s that? 

Hot. Peace, fhefings. 

Here the Lady Jings a Weljh fong. 

Hot. Come, He haue your fong too. 

La. No minein good footh. 

Hot. Not yours in good footh? Hart you fweare like a com- 
fitmakers wifc,.nofyou in good footh, and as true as I liuc,and 
as ’God Ihall'mend me, and as fure as day : 

And giueft ftich farcef.et furcty for thy. othes, 

As if thou neuer walkft further then Finfburie : 

Svveare me Kate , like a Lady , as thou art,. 

A good mouth-filling oath, and Icaiiein footh, 

And fuch proteft of pepper ginger-bread, 
Toveluetgards,andSunday»Citizens. 

Coine,fing. 

La. Iwillnotfing. 

Hot. Tis the next way to turfie.tayler,or be red-breft teacherj 
and the indentures be drawne,lleaway within thefe 2. houres, 
and fo come in when ye will, Exit. 

glen. Come, come, Lord Mortimer,, you are flow, 

As Hot Lord "Percy is on fire to go. 

By 




ihnrphfmtk' 

By this oftr Books is drawne.wide but feate, 

And then to Horfe iromediatly, 

Mor. With all my heart. Ewftnti 

Enter the King, Prince of Wales, and, other. 

King. Lords, giuc vs leauc, the Prince ofWales and 1, 

Mu ft haue fome priuate conference, but be ncere at hand, 
Forweftidlprefently haue needofy»u< Exeunt Lords, 

I know not whether God will haue it fo, 
Forforoedifplcafingferuice I haue done, 

Jhat in his fecret daon?e,out of my bio od, 

Hee’le breed reuengement arid a fcourgefor me t 
But thou doft in the paftages of life, 

Make me bcleeuc,thatt.hou art enely mark’d 
For the hot vengeance, and the rod ofheauen. 

To punifhmy miftreadinges. Tellmcdfe 
Could fach inordinate and low defires, 

Such peorc.fueh bare, Arch lewd, fuch means attempts, 

Such barren pleafures.rude focietie, 

Asthou art matcbt withall.and grafted to, 

Accompany the greatnes of thy blood, 

And hold their leucll with thy Princely heart? 

Pm- So pleafeyour MaicftnM would 1 could 
Quit all offences with as deareexcufe, 

ATweUasI amdoub'tleffd can purge 
M? feifeofmanv I aw charg’d withalH 



A* in repmofe sf many tales deuffde. 

Which oft the care of gresmeaneedeinWft Hears 
By fmiling Pkk*tha»keM»d bale newes-menf 
| may for feqjg things true, wherein my fom 




Kink God pardon the? t yet Unm winder, 
At thy affe&iotr*, which dee hold * wing 
Qungfrtmi the flight oMthy mmeeftop* 
Thy place iti Cmmffilf thou haft rudely left, 
Which by thy younger Brother isfuppUde? 
And art aimoftan dm to the heartis 
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* T he Hiftorie of 

Of all the Court and Princes of my bloud, 

The hope and expectation of thy time, 

Is ruin’d, and the foulc of cuery man 
Prophetically do fore-thinke thy fall : 

Had I folauiifh of my prefence bcene, 

So common hackncid in the eyes of men, 

So Hale and cheap t? vulgar company, 

Opinion that did helpc me to the Cro w ne 
Had ftill kept loyall to poflelTion, 

A nd left me in reputeles banifliment. 

A fellow of no marke nor likelihood, 

By beeing feldome feene, I could not ftir 
ButlikeaComet I was wondredat, 

That men would tel their children, This is he t 
Others would fay , where, which is BMingbroohc . 
And then I Hole all curtcfie from hcaueu. 

And dreflmy felfein fuch humility. 

That I did plucke allegiance from mens harts : 
Loud fhoutes and habitations from their mouthes 
Euen in the prefence of the crowned king. 

Thus I did keepe my peefon frelh and new, 

My prefence like a robe pontificall, 

Ne’re feene, but wondred at, and fo my ftatc — 
Scldomc, butfumptuouSjfhewed like a feaft . 
And wan by rarenes fuch folemnity. 

The skipping king, he ambled vp and downe, 
With fliallow iefters, and rafh bauin wits, 

Soonc kindled, and foone burnt, carded hisftate, 
Mingled his royalty with Carping fooles •, 

Had his great name prophanea with rheit fcorncs. 
And gauc his countenance againR his name. 

To laugh atgybingBoyes.'and Hand the pufh 
Ofcuery beardles vaine coinparariue 
Grew a companion to the common ftsreetes, 
Enfeofthimfelfe to popularity, 

T hat being day iv fw allowed by mens cy es, 

They furfetted with hony, and began to loath,. 
The tall of fweetnes, whereof a little. 
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Henrie the fturth. 

M®te then a little, is-by much too much, 

5e when he had occafion to bee feene, 

He was, but as the Cuckow is in Iunc, 

Heard, not regarded : feene but with fuch eyes 
As fickcaad and blunted with community 
Affoord no extraordinary gaze. 

Such as is bent on fun-like Maiefty, 

When it Ihincs fddomein admiring eyc$, 

But rather drowzd, and hung their eye-lids downe 
Slept in his face, and rendred fuch afpeft 
As cloudy men vfe to do to theiradu’erfarics, 

Being with his prefence, gultted, gorgdeand full. 
And in that very line, Harry ftandeft thou 
For, thou haft loft thy Princely priuiledge, 

With vile participation, Not an eye 
But is awery ofthy common fight, 

Saue mine, which hath defired to fee thee more. 
Which now doth that I would not haucit doc 
Make blind it felfc withfoolifh tendcrncs, 

Prm. lihall hereafter, my thrice gratious Lord 
Be more my felfe. King . For all the world 
As thou art to this howre,.was Richard then. 

When l from France fet foot at Rauenfpurgh, 

And euen as 1 was then is Percy now : 

New by my feepter and my foule to bcote, , 

He hath more worthy intereft to the Rate,. 

Then thou, the fhadow of fucccffion. 

For of no right nor colour like to right, 

He doth fill fieldes with Harnes in the Realme, 
Turns head againft the Lions armed Iawcs, 

A nd being no more indebtto y cares, then thou;. : 
Lcades ancient Lords, and reuercntBifiiops on 
To bloody battels, and to brufingarroes, 

What neucr dy inghonor hath he got, 

Againft renowned ‘Dowglas! whofe high 
Whofe hot incurfions, andgreat name 
Holds from allSouldiers chicfcmau 
And military title capitall. 

G# 
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The Hijlork of 

Through all the kingdomes that acknowledge Ghrift, 
Thrice hath the Hot jjmr- AI.tr s in fwathing clothes, 

This infant warriour, in his enterprifes, 

Difcomfited great Dowglot, tane him once, ^ 

Enlarged him, and made a friend of him. 

To fill the mouth of deepc defiance vp , 

And fhake the peace and fafecy of our throne. 

And what fay you to this? Percy, -Northumberland, 

The Archbifiiops Grace of Yovkc,Dmw/<y, Mortifnsr-, 
Capitulate againfl vs, and are vp. 

But, wherefore do I tell thefenewes to thee ? 

Why , Harry do I tell theeofmy foes. 

Which artmy necr’ft and deeieft enemy ? 

Thou that art like enough through vaflallfcarc, 
Bafeinclination, and the flare offplcene, 

T o fight againft me vnder Tercyes pay, 

To dog his heeles, and curtfieat his frownes,^ 

T o fhew how much thou art degenerate. 

Brin. Do not thinkc fo, you ffiall not finde it fo, 
And God forgiue them, that fo much hauc fwayde 
Your Maiefiics good thoughts awayfr ora me 5 
I will redeeme all this on Tercyes head : 

And in the doling of fame glorious day 
Be bold to tell you that f am your fonne. 

When 1 will weare a garment all ofbloud, 

And ftaiae my fauours ina bloudy maske, 

Which wafht away, fiiallfcouremy- fhame with it. 

* nd that (hall be the day, when ereitlights 
t this fame child of honour and reno wne, 

"•nt Hotjpar, this all-prayfed knight, 

■thought of Harry chance to meet, * 

ir. fitting on his helme, 

"multitudes, and on my head 
h For the time will come 
V irtherne youth exchange 
>y indignities, 

I my Lord 
ies on my behalfc. 
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And I will call him to fo fini A account > 

That he fhall render cucry glory vp,- 
Yea,euen,the fieighteft worftipofhis time. 

Or l will tearc the reckoning from hi s heart! 
ThisinthcnameofGod I promifehere, 

The which if he bepleaf d I fhall performe 
Ido befecch your Maicfly may falue, 

Tire long grownc woundcs of my intemperancef 
Ifnot, the end of life cancels allbands, 

And I will die a hundred thoufand deaths, 

Ere breakc the fmalleft parcell of this vow. 

King. A hundred thoufand rebels die in this, • 

Thou (halt hauc charge, and foueratgne truft herein. 

How now goo dBhmtl thy loolces are full of fpeed. 

'Enter Blunt. 

‘Blunt. So hath-thebufines that I come to fpeakcof. - 
Lord Mortimer of Scotland hath fent word, 

That Dowglot and the Englijb rebels met 
The eleuer.th of this month, at Shrewsbury .* 

A mighty and afearefuli head they are, 

(Ifpromifes be kept on euery hand) 

As cuer offered foule play in a ftate. 

King. The Earle oitVefimerlond let forth to day, * 

With him my fooneLord Iohn ofLoncofier y 
For this aduertifementis fiuedaies old, 

On wednefday next Horry thou lhalt fct forward: 

Qn Thurfday, we our fejues will march. Our meeting • 

1% Bridge-north, and AWy you? (hall march. 

Through Glocefier-dn ire, by which account 
Our bufines valued fomc tweluc daies hence 
Our gcncrall forces at BrUgenonh fi.iall.meet. *• 

Our hands are full of bufines. let’saway, 

Aduantagefeedcs him fat, whilemendelay. . . Exeunt-. 

Enter F alfia/jfe and B . doll, , 

EoL Bor doll, am 1 not faine away vilely fince this laft aAion? 
do I not bate? doe I not dwindle? Why my skin hangs about 
me like an old Ladies loofe go wne. I am withered like an olde 
appl^Ioha. Wsil, ile repent, and that fodainely,.yyhile I am in 

G.a.. feme 



Tjte Htforie of 

feme liking, I /hall be out of heart fliortly,& then I /hall haue 
no ftrcngth to repent. And I haue not forgotten what the lh- 
fide of a Church is made of, lam aPeppercorne, a Brewers 
horfe.theinfidcof aChurch. Company, villaaoiis company 
hath been the fpoyle of me. 

Bar. Sir Iohn, you are fo fretfull, you can not liuc long. . 1 
Pal. Why there is it* come, fing me a bawdy Song, make me 
merry : I was as vertuoufly giuen, as aGcntleman need to be, 
vertuons enough, fvvore little, dic’d not aboue feuen times a 
weeke,wenttoaBawdy houfe not aboue once in a quarter of 
anhoure.paide money that I borrowed three or foure times, 
liued well, and in good com pafife: and now I liue out of all or- 
der, out of compare. 

’Bar. Why, you are fo fatte^r Iohn, that you mud needes be 
out ofall cotnpaffc : out of all reafonable compafle, Sir Iohn. 

pal. Do thtm amend thy face, & lie amend my life : thou art 
our Admiall.thou beared: thcLantcrne in the Poope,bnt t’is in 
theNofeofthccrthou art the Knight of the burning lampe. 

Bar. Why, Sir Iohn, my face does you no harme. 
p.:l. No,Ile be fworne, I make as good vfe of it, as many a 
man doth of a Deaths head, or a memento mori. I neuer fee thy 
face, but 1 thinke vpon hell fire, and Dines that liued in Purple: 
for there he isin his Robes burning, burning. If thou wertany 
way giue to vcrtuc,I would fweareby thy face.-my oth fhould 
hi, By this fire that's gods Angel: But thou art altogether giuen o- 
uer fand wert indeed, but for the light in thy face, the Sunneof 
vtter darknefle . When thou ran ft vp Gads-hillin thenight, to 
catchmy Horfe,ifI did notthinke that thouhadft been anignis 
fihtms,av a ball of Wild-fire there’snopurchafe in Money. O 
thouart.aperpetuallTriumph,an euerlafting Bone-fire-light, 
thou haft faued me a thoufand Murkes in Linlces and T orches, 
walking with thee in the night betwixt Tauerne and Tauerne: 
But the Sacke that thou haft drunke me, would haue bought me 
Lights as good cheapens thedeareft Chandlers in SnropeA haue 
maintained that Salamander of yours, with fire, any time this 
two and thirtie yeares : God reward me forit. 

'Ear' Z!oud,l would my face were in your belly. 

Palf. Gadaniercy,io fhould Lbe furcto beheart-burnd. 

How 



Henry the fourth . 

How now, dame Earilet the Hen, haue you enquirde 
yet who pickt my Pocket? Enter Hofi. 

Hof. Why Sir Iohn,Viha.t do you thinkc/r/tfedo you thinks 
I keepe theeues in my houfe? I haue feareht, Ihauc enquired/® 
haz ray husband, man by man, boy by boy,fcruantby feruant: 
-thetightofahaire was neuer loft in my houfe before* . 

Pal. Ye lie H«fie ffe, Bardot was fhau’d,and loft many a haire: 
and lie be fworne my Pocket was pickt : goe to, you are a wo- 
man, goc. i 

Hof. Who I? I defie thee : Gods light, I was neuer cald fo in 
mine owne houfe before. 

Pal. Goe to, I know you well ertough. 

Hof. No, .S>r Iohn, you do not know me, Sir Iohn', l know you 
Sir Iohn, you owe me money Sir Iohn,8znow youpicke a quar- 
rell to beguileme ofit : I boughtyou a dozen ofShirtes to your 
'backe. 

Pal. Doulas,filthyDoiilas : I haue giuen them away to Ba- 
kers wiues,they haue made Boulters of them. 

Atf Now at I am a true Woman, Holland ofviij.s.an ell: 
you owe money heere befides, Sir Iohn, for your diet, and by- 
drinkings, and money lent you, xxiiij. pound. 

Pal. Hce had his part ofit, let him pay. 

HoJ. Hee?alashe ispoore,hehath nothing. 

Pal. How, poorc? looke vpon his face: What call you rich? 
let them coine his Nofe, let them coine his cheekes. He net pay 
adenyer: what, will you make a younker ofmee?£hall I not 
take mine cafe in rainclnne,butlfhall haue my pocket pickt? I 
haueloft a feale Ring of my Grandfathers worth fourty marke. 

Hof. Q Iefu,I haue heard the Prince tell him, I know not how 
oft, that that Ring was Copper. 

Pal, How?thc Prince is a Iacke, a fncak-cup : Zbloud and he 
were here, would cudgel him like aDog, ifhewould fay fo. 
Enter the Prince marching, and palflaljfe meetes him 
p/ayine on his Trttnchien like a Fife. 

Pal. How now Lad, is the wind in that dooreyfaithj 
Muft wcall march/ 

Bar. Yea,two and two *, Newgate fafhion. 

Hof. My Lord,I pray you hearc mcc. 

G 3 ?ri»> 















The fit fork of 

Prin. What faill thou, Mifiris quickly? how.dtsViCtby bus’ 
hand? I loue him well, he it an honeft man. 

Phfi. Goodiny^ordheareme. 

Td. Prethce let .her alone and lift to mc v 

Prin.. What faift thou Iackei 

pal. The other night [fell a fleepe here behind the Arras,, 
and had my pocket pickt, this hqufc is turnde bawdy -hoitfe, 
they pick pockets, 

Prin. What didft thou lofe, /.*£■%? 

palf. Wilt thou belecuenie, Hal? three orfoure bonds of for- 
ty pound a peace, and a feale Ring of my grandfathers. 

Prin. A trifle, fomc eight penny matter. 

Hojl. So I told him my Lord, and I faid, I heard your Grace 
fay fo : and my Lordhefpeakesmoft vilely of you, like a fettle 
mouth’d map, as he is, and. (aid, he would cudgell you, 

Prin. What he did not? 

Hofi. Ther’s neither faith, truth, nor womanhood -in me els 

Pal. There’s no more faith in thee, then a ftued Prune ; nor 
no more truth in thee, then inadrawneFoxe: and for Woman- 
hood’ Mayd-marian may b.c the Deputies, wife of the ward to . 
thee. Goc you thing, goe. 

Hof. Say, What thing, what thing? 

Pal. What thing? yvhy,a thing to thanke God on. 

Ifof. l am no thing to thanke God on,I would thou lhouldft 
knpw itV'I am an honeft mans wife, and fetting thv Knight- 
hood afide,thou art a knaue to callroe fo. 

Pal. Setting thy woman-hood alide, thou art. a beafl, to fay. 
d„therwife, 

* Ho(l. Say, Wnat beafli-thouknaue thovi- 

Falf. What Beall? why anOtter. 

Ppm. An Otter, Sir Iobnl Why an Ot ter? 

Pdf'. Why? ihee’s neither fifh nor fleflbja man knowes net 
where to hauc her. 

Hcfi. Thou art an vniufl man in faying fo; thou, or any man 
knowes where to haue me, thou knatie thou. 

Prin. Thou fay eft true Hoficjfe, and hee flaunders thee, molt 

do{hyou,my Lord, and fr.yd this other da^ 






Henry the fourth. 

Yea oughthim a thoufand pound. 

Prin. Sirra.doe I owe you a thoufand pound? 

Pal. A thoufand pound Hal? a Million : thy loue is worth 9 
Million : thou o weft me thy loue, 

Hofi. Nay, my Lord, hee cald you lack?, and faid bee would 
cudggellyou. 

pal. Did I, Bardol? 

Bar. Indeed, Sir Iohn , you fayd fo. 

Pal. Y ca, if he fayd my Ring was Copper. 

Pri. I fay tis Copperrdarft thou be as good as thy word now? 

Pal. Why Hal? thou knoweft, as thou art but a man, I dare, 
butas thou arc I fearethce, as I fearc the roaring of ths 

Lyons whclpc. 

Prin , And why not as the Lion? 

pal. The King himfclfc, is to be feared as the Lyon*, doeft 
thou thinke He fcare thec,as I fcarethv Father? nay , and I doc,l 
pray God my Girdle break e. 

Prin. 0 ,if it fliould,how would thy guts fall about thy kneos? 
But firra, there’s no roome for Faith, Truth,nor Honefty,in this 
bofome of thine 5 it is all filde vp with Guttes, and MidrifFc : 
Charge an honeft woman with picking thy pocket? Why thou 
horefon impudent irabaft rafcall,if there were any thin^ in thy 
pocket, but tauerne reckonings, memorandums o( Bawdy hou- 
fes, and one poore peniworth of Sugar-candie to make thee 
long-winded : if thy pocket were inricht with any other iniu- 
riesbut thefe, I am a villaine ; and yet you will ft and to it, you 
will not pocket vp wrong : art thou not afhamed? 

Pal. Doeft thouhcarc Hal? thou knowft in the ftatc'of inno- 
cencic >Adam fell & wha t fhould poore I.xke Falfi alffe d o in t he 
daics of villanv ? thou feeft,l haue more flefh then another man, 
•'8c theforemore frailty You confefFethcn you picktmy pocket. 

Prin. It appeares fo by the ftory. 

Pal. Hofiefie,! forgiuc thee : goe make ready breakfaft, loue 
thy Husband, looketo thy Seruants. cherilh thy Gheftes, thou 
/halt find me traftable to any honeft reafon : thou feeft I am 
pacified ftill : nay, I prethce be gone. t Exit Hofiefie. 

Now Hal, to thenewes at Court for the robbery, lad ? how is 

thatanfwcrcd? ' _ , 

Trn. 
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The Wifterie of 

TrtH. O my fwcct feecffe, I mu ft ftill b« good Angell te thee, 
themony is paid backe againc. 

Fal. O, ldo not like that paying backe, tis a double labour. 

Trin. I am good friends with my father, 5c may do any thing 

Fal. Rob me the Exchequer the fir ft thing thoudoeft.and 
do it with vnwaflit hands too. 

Bar. Do my Lord. 

Trin. I haue procured thee Jacke a charge of foot. 

Fal. I would it had bcene ofhorfe. Where (hall I findc one 
that can ftealc wel?0,for a fine i theefe of theageofxxii. or ther 
about*, Iarahainouflyvnprouidcd. Well, God be thanked for 
thefe rebels, they offend none but the vertuous*, I laud them, I. 
praifethera. Prince Bay doll. Bar. My Loti. 

Priu. Go beare this letter to Lord Iohn efLancafter, 

To my brother Iohn : thistomy Lord of Wefimerla*i t 
Go, Peto, to horfe for thou and I 
Haue thirty miles yet to ride ere dinner rime : 
lacks mccte me to morrow in tb c T cmple hall, 

Attwo aclockcin theafteraoone. 

There Aral t thou know thy charge, and there rccciuc; 

Money and order for their furniture. 

The land is burning, Percy Hands on high. 

And cy thcr they or wc mud lower lie. 

Fal. Rare words ! luaue world. Hofles, my breakefaft come 
Oh, I could wilh this T auerne were my drum. Exeunt* 

Enter Hotjpur, Worcefier andEhmglat. 

Hot. Well faid,my uableiVfff, iffpeaking truth 
In this fine age were not though flattery, 

Such attribution fhould thcTSowglas haue, 

Should go fo general! currant through the wosld ; . 

By God I cannot flatter, I defie 

The tongues or Toothers, but a brauer place 

In my harts loue hath no man then your fclfc. 

Nay, taske ms to iny word, approue me Lord. 

Dow. Thou art the king of honour, 

No man fo potent breathes vpoa the ground, 

ButI will beard him. Enter one with letters , 

m. 





I-lenry the fourth t 

Hot. Do fo, and t’is well : What letters haft thou there I can 
but thanke you. 

cMetf. Thefe. letters come from your father. 

Hot. Letters from him? why comes,hcnothimfe!fc> 
tJMi'jf. rie cannot come, my Lord, lie is grieupus fick. 

Hot. Zounds, ho whaz he thelcifuretobeficke 
In fuch a iuftiing time? who leadcs his power/ 
Vnderwhofegouernmentcome they along? 

Mejf. His letters beares his mind.not I his mind. 

Wor. I prethee tell me, doth he Iceepe his bed? 
t-Mejf, He did, my Lord, foure dayes ere I fetforth. 

And at the timeofmy departure thence. 

He was muchfeard by his Pliifition. 

Wor. I would the ftate of time had firft bin whole, 

Ere he by fickneffehad bin vifited : 

His health was neuer better worth then now* 

Hot. Sickenow, droope now, this ficknes doth infefi • 

The very life-bloud of our enterprife, 

T’is catching hither, euen to our campc : 

He writes me here, that inward ficknc&c, 

And that his friends by deputation 

Could not fo foone be dravyne, nor did he thinke it meets, 

To lay fo dangerous and dearea truft 
On any fouleremou'd, but onhisowne, 

Yet doth he giue vs bold aduertifemenc, 

That wirh our fmall coniun<ftion, we ihouldon, 

To fee how fortuneis difpos’d to vs : 

For, as he writes, there is no quailing now, 

Becaufe theking is certainely poffeft 
Ofall our purpofes: whatfay you to it? 

Wor. Yoiirfatiiers Uckudleisamaitnetovs. 

Hot. A perilous gaflj, a very limme lopt off. 

And yet, in faith, it is not his prefent want 
Seeroes more then we (hall find it. Were it good, 

To tettheexaft wealthofallour ftates,,. 

All a t one call? to l et fc rich a niaine, 

On the nice hazzard of one doubtfull houre, 

It were not good, for therein Ihouldweread 
• Hr 1 
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The Hifterie of 

The very bottorae and the foulc of Hope, 

The very lift,the very vtmoft bound 
Ofall ourFortunes. 

Dowg. Fayth,an<5 fowe/hould, 

Wherenow remaines a fweet reuerfton. 

We may boldly fpend vpon the hope of what t’is to come irt 
A comfort of retirement Hues in this. 

Hot. A randeuous.ahomc to fly Vnte, 

I F that theDiuell and Mifchance lookt big 
Vpon themaydenhead ofourafFaifts. 

iVor. But yet I would voufFather hadbeen hecrc ; 

T he qualitie and heirc of our attempt 
Brookes no deuifion,it will be thought 
By fome, that know not why he is away% 

That wifedome, loyalty, and mcerc diflike 

Ofour proceedings, kept theEarle from liesice. 

And thinke, how fuch an apprehenfion 

May turne the tide of fearefull faction, } 

And breed a kind of queftion in our caufc : 

For, well you know, we of the offringfide, 

Mu ft keepe aloofc from ftrifl arbitrement, 

And flop all fighrt-holes, euery loope, from Whence 
The eye of reafon may pric in vpon vs : 

Tins abfenceofyour Father drawes a curtaine, 

That fhewes the ignorant, a kind offcare 
Before not dreamt sf. 

H«t. You ftraine too farre. 

I rather of his ab fence make this vfc, 

Itlcndes a luftrc and more great opinion, 

A larger dare to your great enterpnze, , 

Then if the Earle were hecrc : for men tnuft thinke, j 

, If we without his helpc, can make a ncad 

To pu/h againft thcKingdonie, with his hel£e, J 
We (hall, or tumc it topfie turuy dowac : 

Yet all goes well, vet all our ioynts arc whole. 

Dow. As heart can thinke, there is not fuch a word 
Spoke of in Scotland, at this deamc offearc. 

Entrr Sir Tfb. Vernon. . { • ■ 

v ( Hot* 



He/trie the fourth. 

Hot. My coofen Vernon jh el come by my foule. 

Ve-r. Pray Godmy newes be worth a welcome,Lord. 

The Earle of fVtfimerlxnd, fcauen thoufand ftrong, 

Is marching hitherwards, with Prince John. 

Hot. No hartnc, what morel 

Ver. And further,! hauelearnd. 

The King hiipfclfe in per, fon hath fetfoorth. 

Or hitherwards intended fpeedily,. . 

With ftspng and mightie preparation. 

Hot. He mall be, welcome too $ Whercis his Sonne, 

The nimble, footed madcap, Prince eflVUlrs, 

And hisCumrades, thatyUft the world afidc,. , 

And bldirpaftt? .. 

Ver. All furnilbt? all in Armes? • 

AHplumde tike Eftriges, that with the, winds, „ 

Bay ted like Eagles,h*Ming lately bath’d, 

Glittering in golden Coates like Images, 

As full of fpirit as the month of May, 

And gorgious as the Sunnc at Midfommer*, 

Wanton as yo uthfuilGoates.wiklcas young Buis: 

I faw young Harry with his Beuer on, 

His Cuflics on his thighes,gallantiy armde, 

Rifefrom the ground like tc&thcred Aiercnry, 

And vaulted with fuch eafejnto his fcatc v 
As fl anA n gefldropt_dovync from the Clo^dcs* . 

To tiirneand winde a fiery Pegafus, 

And witch the wotld with noble Horfc-manfhip. , t . 

Hot. No more,no more*, worfc then the Sunne in March, , 
This pray fe dotlinourifh Agues*, let them come, 

They ccmc like Sacrifices in their. trim,, 

And to the fire-eydemayde of fmekic Warrc, 

All hot and bleeding, will wc offer them : , 

The may led Mars /hail on his Altar fit _ 

Vp to the cares in Blood, I am on fue^ 

To.hearethis rich reprizaU is fo nigh's. 

And yet not ours. Come, let me take my Horfe, 

Who is to bcarc me like a thunder-bolt, 

Againft the bofome of the Trwce of 
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Exeunt, 



The Wfterk of 

Harry to Harg'imn nbt Horfc to Horfc 
Mectc.andfic’re part, till one drop do wne a coarfet 
Oh .that Glendower were'c'orne. 

Ver- There is morehewes,' 

I learned intyorcefter^s 1 rode along, 

He cannot draw h-is power this fourtecnedayes. 

‘Dot vg. Thats the world tydingcs,tl '.at I hesreof yet» 

Wor. I by my fayth.that bearefa ifrofty found. 

Hot. What may the Kingcs Whole Battell reach vnt£3 
'Ver. To ‘tbit-tie thoufand. 

Hot. Fourtieletitbe, 

My Father and Glertdtrwer being both av^afy, 

The powers of vs, may ferue lo great a day. 

Come,letvs take a Muller fpecdily; 

Doomesday is neere,dieall,diememly. 

Dorrg. Talke not ofdying, l am outoffeare 
1 Ofdeath or deaths hand, For this one halfe yeeic. 

Enter Falflalffe afd T ' " 

■ Fdf. 

■' Sacke. 

•&/// to night. 

Bar. Will you giuememq'ney Captained 

-r* ,r T i '• G • ■■ * 

Talf. Lay outlay our. 

Bar. This Bottle makes an An gell. 

Falf. ^nd ifit do, take tt for thy labour, and if itroake tw’efi- 

■ tie, take them all Plf anfwerc the'eovnaget bid my Lieutenant 

■ ^mectemeaTovvnesend. 

Bar. 1 will Captainc : farewell, Emt. 

Ealf. Ill be afhamed of my Souidicrs,! 'am fowCi Gurnet;! 
’haueniifufed the Kingcs Prefic damnably I haue got in ex- 
change of r 50. Souidicrs, 300.& oddc pounds. 1 preflemcnone 
but good Houlholders,' Yeomens foimes, inquire me out con- 
tracted Batchelers, luck as had been askt twice on the Banes’, 
fuch a commodate of warme flaucs,as bad as leiue heare the 
Diuellas a Dnimmc,fuch.as,fearc the report of a Caliuerjwdr.fe 
' thcnaftrook-roole.oraliurt Vvild-ducke: I,preftme none but 
Inch Tofts and Butter, wi;th,'h'eai tes'ih their bellies no bigger 
then Pips heads, and they liaue bought out their fer uifes : and 

now 




t 






flenff the fourth.' - 

now, my whole charge confiftes of Ancients, Corporals,Lieu« 
tenants,Gentlemenofcompanies,Slauesas ragged as Lazarus 
' in thepainted Cloth where the Gluttons Dogs lickedhis fores: 
.and fuch as indeed wereneuer Souidicrs, but difearded vniuft 
Seruingmen.yonger Sonnes to yongey Brothers.reuoltedTap- . 
fters and Olliers trade-falne.the Cankers ofa calme world, and 
long peace, ten times more diihonorable ragged, then an old 
faezde Ancient 5 and fuch hauel to fill vp the roomes of them 
as haue bought out their feruices.that you would thinke.that l 
"had a hundred and fiftie tottered Prodigals, lately come bom 

Swine-keeping, from eating drafle and huskes. A madd fellow 

met me on the way, and told me I had vnloaded all the gibbets, 
and preft the dead bodies.No eychath feene fuch Skar-crowes. 
lie not march through Couentry with them, that’s flat : nay, and 
the villaines march wide betwixt the legs, as if they had gyues 
on, for indeed, 1 had the moft of them out of Prifonj there’s not 
a Shirt and a halfe in all my company, and the halfe Shirt is 
two Napkins taelct togcathcr, and throwne oucr the ihoulaers 
like a Hearaldsco'ate without fieeuesjandthc Shirt to fay the 
truth, ftolne from my Hoft oHS. All/ones, or the Red-nofe In- 
keeper of Damntry : but that’s all one, they’le finde Lumen 

enough on eucry Hedge, ' 

Enter the Prince, and the Lord of tVefltnenand. 

‘Brin. How now blovvne lackei how now-Qyilf? 

Eal. What Hal? How now mad wag,what a diucll doft thou 
inV/arnnck^PAre'tbti)' good L. of jVeflmerLwd, Icryyoumercy,! 
thought your honour baa already bin ztShrewesburie. 

mfl. Fayth "fifclobn, t’is more then time that I were there, 
and y on too-, but my poyvers are there already : the King I can 

tell y ou, lookes for vs all jwemuft away all night. . 

FV.Tut,neuerfearetell me, I am as vigilant as a Cat, to .icaie 

" Pnn. I think*' to fteale Creame ind ecd , for thy theft hath al- 
ready made thee butter : but tell me, ./^%i.whofe fcUowcs are 
thefe tbatcome after? ■ 

Falf. Mine Hal, mine. 

Pnn. I did ncuer fee fuch pittifull rafeals. ■ 

Falf, Tut, tut, good, enough to^tolTc, food for powder, 
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T be H if one of 

for Powder, thcy : lc fill a pit a* well as better : tufti man, mortal! 
men, mortal! men. 

Weft. I, but, Sir John , mec-thinkcs they are exceeding poorc 
and bare, too beggarly. 

. Ed. Faith, for their pouerty,! know not where they had that; 
And for their barencs , I am Hire they ucuer learnt that ofme. 
P-rt. No, He be .fwqr.ne,vnlc(Tc you cal three fingers on the ribs 
bare: But firra, make ha (l, Percy ij already in the fUl-d.- Exit. 

Pd. What,isthe,Kingmcamp’d?' ' 

Weft. Heis , Sir John, I feare vve fhall ftay too long. 

Pd. Well, to the latter end ofa Fray, and the beginning ofa 
Feaf^fitsadull fighter, and akccnegucfh Exeunt. 

Enter Jiotjpur, Wore eft re, EotvgU.;, and Vernon. 

Her. Wcelc fight with hinato night, 

Wor. It may not be. 

Derr. You giuehim then aduantagft. .. 

Vcr. Not a whit. 

Hot. Why fay you foj lookcs.henotfor fupplyf 
Vcr. So doc wee. 

Hot. His is certaiue, ours is doubtful!. 

War. Good Coofen be aduifde, Air not to nights 
Vcr. Doc not, my Lord. 
c Dorv. You dp notcounfeil well: 

Yon fpeakchoutol feare, and cold heart... 

Ver. Doc "Tie no Hander, Dmg4er, by my life, 

And I dare .w,efi maintainc it with my life j 
Kwcll rei^cAeclHonour bid me cn, 

Ihokiailttclccounfcll with weak&feare,. 

As you, my Lord,or any Scot that this day hues.: 

Let it befeene to morrow mtbeBatCsll, which of us fcares. ... 
Dorr. Yeaorto night. Vcr. Content. 

Hot. To-night fay I. 

Ver. Come, come, innay not be, 

2 wonder much being men offuch great leading as you are, 
That you-forefecnot what impediments 
Drag backe our expedition : certaine Horfs . .. 

Of »iy coofen Jftmm, are not yetcome vp, 
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Henry the fourth. 

Yotir Vnclc Wtrcefters Horfc came but to day. 

And now their pride and mcttall is afleepe, * 

Their courage with hard labour tame and dull, 

That not a Horfeis halfe the halfc of himfelfe. 

H*t. So are thtHorfes ofthe Encmic, 

In generall iourney bated and brouglit low : 

T he better part of ours arc full of reft. 

Wor. The number of the King cxceedeth our: 

For Gods fake, Coofen, ftay til! all Comein. 

TheTrumpct [ettndei a Parley. Enter Sir Wdter Blunt, 

Blunt. I come with gracious offers from the King, 
Ifyou vouchfafe me hearing, 'and refpeft. 

Hot. Welcome, fit WdterBlnnt .-and would toGod 
You were of our determination j 
Some of vs loueyou wclfiand cuen thofe fomc 
Enuie your great deferuingc* and good name, 

Becaufe you arenot of our qualitie, 

But (land againft vslikeanEnemic. 

'Blunt. AndGod defend, but ftilllfHould ftand fo. 
So long as out of limit and true rule 
You ftand againft anoynted Maicftie : 

But to my charge. The King hath fentto know 
The nature of your griefes, and wherevpon 
You coni urc from the breaft of ciuill Peace, 

Such bold Hoftilitie, tcachinghisdutiousLand 
Audacious crueltie. Ifthat the King 
Haucany way your gooddefertes forgot. 

Which he confeffeth to be manifold. 

He bids you name your^ricfes,and with all fpeed. 

You fhall hauc youridenres with intereft. 

And Pardon abfolutc for your fclfe, audthefe, 

Herein milled by your fuggeftion. 

Hot. The King is kind : and well wekhow,the King 
'Knowes at what time topromife, when to pay : 

My Father, my Vncle, and my fclfe, 

Did ginc him that fame Roy aide he weares. 

And when he was trot fixe and twenty ftreng, 

Sickc in the worldcs regard, wretched, and low, 
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T he Hi fork of 

A poors vfiminded outl aw breaking home, 

My father gaue him welcome to the fhore : 

And when he heard him fweare and vow to God, 
Hccamebtnto be Duke of Lancafier,, 

To fue his littery and beg his peace, 

With tcarcs ofinnocency, and tearmes ofzealc : 
My father in kind heart aadpitty rnou’d. 

Swore him afTiftance and perform’d it too. 

Now, when the Lords and Barrons of the realms, 
Perceiu‘diY<vr&»rw£er/<m£didleane'tohim„ 

The more and lefife came in with cap and knee. 
Met him in Boroughs, Cities, Yillages, 

Attend him on bridges, ftoode in lanes, 

Laid gifts before him, proffer’d him their othes, 
Gaue him their heirs, as pages followed him, 
Euen at the hecles, in golden multitudes, 

He prefently as grcatncffe knowes it felfe. 

Steps me a little higher then his vow 
Made to my father, while hisbloud was poore, 

V pen the naked fhore at Rauenfpurgh 
And now forfooth takes on him to reforme 
Some certainc editts, and fome ftraight decrees 
That lay to heauie on the common wealth, 

Cries out ypon abufes, feemes to weepc 
Quer his Countries wrongs, and by this face. 
This feeming brow ofiuftice, did he winne 
The hearts of all that he did angle for ? 

Proceeded further, cut me ofFthe.heads 
Ofallthe fauourites thattheabfent king 
It) deputation left behind him here, 

When he was perfonall in the Irifi warre. 

Blunt. T ut, 1 came not to heare this. 

Hot. Then to the point. 

In fihort time alter, he depos’d the King, 

Soone after that, depriu'd him of his life, 

And in the neck of that,task’t the whole Bate: 

To make that worfe.fuffered his kinfman March, 
Who is, if 'cuery owner were plac’d, 
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Henry the fourth . 

Indeed his King, to be ingag’d in Wales, 

There without ranfomc to lie forfeited, 

Pifgrac’d me in my happy vi&ories, 

Sought to intrap me by intelligence. 

Rated my Vnclc from, the Counfell boordj 
In rage difmifdemy Father from the Court, 

Broke othe on oth, committed wrong on wrong, 

And in concIufion,droue vs to feeke out 
This head offafetie,and withall toprie 
Into his title, the which w e findc 
Too indirect for long continuance. 

Blunt. Shall I rerurnc this anfwere to the King? 

Hot. Not fo, Sir Walter. Wcelc withdraw a while i, 
Goc to the King, and let there beimpaund 
Some furetie for a fafe rcturne againe, 

And in the morning early fhall my Vnclc. . 

Bring him our purpofejand fo farewell. 

Blmt. I would you would acceptof grace and loue. 
Hot. A nd may be, fo w c fhall. 

Blunt. Pray God you doe. 

Enter Archbijbop of Torke,and frCMichell. 

< Arch. Hie, good Sir Michell, beare this fealed Bricfe. 
With winged hafte to the Lord (JMarJhall, 

This to my coofen Scroope, and all the reft 
Towhomlhey are directed. If you knew- 
How much they doe import, you would make hafte.; 
Sir Mi. My good Lord, I gefle their tenor. 

Arch. Like enough you doe. 

To morrow, good Str Michell, is a day . 

W herein, the fortune of ten thoufand men ... 

Moft bide the touch : For ,5Vr,at Shrermburie, 

As I am truly giuen to vnderftand, 

The King with mighty and quickc ray fed power, 
Mectes with Lord Harry ; and I feare, Sir Michell, 
What with the fickncftcof Northumberland, 

Whole power was in the firft proportions 
And what Own Glen down abfence thence. 

Who with thesn was rated firsnely too^ 

' _ • - I 0 *' V 
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The Biflorie of 

And comes not in, ouer-rulde by Prophecies, 

I feare the power of Percy is too weake, 

To wage ah inftant tryall with the King. 

Sir AT. Why , my good Lord, you Reed not feare. 

There is Dmvglaas,and Lord c Mortimer, 

Arch. \Ao,CMorumer is not there. 

Sir M. But there i s Mordake, Vernon, Lord Harry Percy, 

And there is my Lord of Worccfier , and a head 
Of gallant Warriours, noble Gentlemen. 

Arch. And fo there is.but yet the King hath drawnc 
The fpeciall head of all. the land togcather; 

T hcTrince of Wales, Lord John ofLancafier, 

T h e n o b 1 e Wt 'eftmrland, and warlike Blunt £ 

And many mo Coritiales, and deare men 
Of eftifnatton.and command in armes. • 

Sir M. Doubt not my Lord, he mall be well oppos e. 

Arch. 1 hope no lefle? yet, needful! t’is to feare, 

And to preusnt the wovR,SirMicheU,(pccd : 

For ifLord Percy thriuenot ere the King 
Difnailfe his power, he meanes to vifit vs, 

For he hath heard of our confederate, 

And, tis but wifedomc to make ftrong againlt him : 

Tbereforemakehalle.Imuftgoewnteagaine 

To other friendes,and fo farewell, StrMtcheL , u ”' 

£nter the Kmgfrmce of Wales , Lord John of Lmcafler, Earle of 
Weftmer land, Sir Walter Blmt,and Falftalfe. 
jCinf. Flow bloodily the Sonne begins to peere, 

Aboue y on buskie hill, the day icokes pale 
At his diftemperature. 

Trince. The Southerne winde ^ 

Doth play the trumpet to his purpotes., 

And by hollow whirling in the leaucs, 

Foretelsa Temped and a blufteringday. 

Kmc. Then with thclofers letit fimpathize, 

For nothing can fe.cnie foule to thofe that winne. 

The Trumpet (oundes. Enter Worcefler. 

Kmc. How now my Lord oi Worcefler ? tis not well. 

That you and l fhould meet vpon fuch tearmes, ; 




Henrie the fourth. 

As now wemectc. Youhaucdeceiude o'uttmft. 

And made vs doffe cur ealic Robes of Peace, 

TocruHi our old lims in vngentle Steele : 

This' is not vveli.my Lord, this is not well. 

What fay you to it ? will you againevnkhit 
This churlifh knot of all abhorred Wa'rre? 

And tnoue in that obedient orbe againe, 

Where you did gine a faire and natural! lights 
And be no more an exhal’d Meteor, 

A prodigic offcare,and a portent 
Of broched mifehiefe to the vnborne times? 

War. FIcarcmee, my Liege: 

For mine ownepart,! cohfdbe well content 
To entertains the lag* end of mv life 
With quiet houres : For l proteft, 

Ihaue not fought the day of this diflike. 

King. Youhaue not fought it : how comes it then? 
Talf. Rebellion lay in his way, and he found it. 
Prin. Peace, Chewet peace. 

Wor. It pleafdc your Maielly to turne your lookes 
Offauour/from my fclfe.and all our Houfei 
And yet I mu ft remember you my Lord : 

Wecwere thefirftand deareftofyourfriendes, 

For you, my Staff: of office did I breaker 
In Richardft ime.and polled day and night. 

To meeteyou on the way ^ndkilFe your hand, 
When yet you were in place, and in account 
Nothing fo ftrong and fortunate as I ; 

It was rny felfe,my Brother, and his Sonne, 

That brought you home, and boldly did out-date 

The danger of the time. Y ou fvvore to vs, 

And y ou°did fwcare that Oath atT Uncafiers 
That you did nothi ng ofpurpofe gainll the ftate 
Nor claimcno further; then your new falne right,: 
The fcate ofG^/yDukcdeme of Lancafier, 

To this, we fwcarc our ayde : but in fhort fpacc 
It raind downc Fortune fhowringon yourhead, 
And fuch a flouffofGreatnefle fell on you. 








The Uiftorie of 

What with our helpc, what with the abfcntKittg, 
What with the iniuric* ofwanton time, 

The feeming fufferanccs that you had borne, 

And the contrar ious windes that hclde the King 
Solonginthe vnluckic/r;^ Warres, 

That all in England did repute him d ead $ 

A ad from this fwarme of fairc aduantagcs, 

You tookcoccafion to be quickly wooed. 

To gripethc general! fway into your hand. 

Forgot your oath to vs at T/ancaJ/er) 

And being fed by vs,you vs’de vsfo, 

As that vngentle gull the Cuckowesbird, 

Vfeth the Sparrow, did opprcffeourr.eft, 

Grew by our feeding, to fogreatabulke. 

That cuen our loue durft not come ncere your fight \ 
Forfcareoffwallowing : but with nimble wing 
Wee wereinforft for fafety fake, to flie 
Out of y our fight.and raife thisprefent Head, 
Whereby we ftandoppofed by luchmeanes 
As you -your fclfc haue forg’d againft your fclfe, 

By vnkind vfage, dangerous countenance. 

And violation of all fay th and troth 
Sworne to ys in your younger enterprife. 

King. Thefethihges indeed, you haue articulate, 
Proclaymed at Market crofles.rcad in Churches, 

To face the garment of Rebellion, 

With fomc fine colour thatmay pleafe the eye 
Of fickle changelings, and poore difeontents. 

Which gape, and rub the El bow at thenewes 
Ofhwrly burly innouation : 

And neuer yetdid Infurrcftion want 
Such water colours, to impainthis caufe j 
Nor moody Beggars,ftaruingfora time, 

Of pcl-tnell hauocke and confufion. 

Prin. In both your Armies, there is many a foule 
Shall pay full dcarcly for this encounter. 

If once they ioy ne in try all. tel! your Nephew, 

The Prince otWales doth ioynewith all the world 




\ ’i. 











ffetfry the fourth. 

In pray fe of Henry Percy : by my hopes 
This prefent enterprife fet of his head, 

I doe not thinkc a brauer Gentleman, 

More aftiue, more valiant, or more valiant young T 
More daring,ormoreboId, is now aliue, 

To grace this latter age with Noble dccdcs ; 

For my part, I may fpeake it to my ftiame, 

1 haue a trewantbccntoChiualrie, 

And fo I hearehcedoth account meetoo| 

Y ct this beforemy Fathers Maicftie, 

I am content that he (hall take the ods 
Of his great name and eftimation. 

And will, to faue the blood on either fide, 

Trie fortune with him in finglc fight. 

Kin*. And, Prince tf Wales ; fo dare we Venture t**^ 
Albeit, confidcrations infinite 
Doc make againft it : No good tPorcefer, no, 
Weclouc our people welljeuen thofe we loue 
That are mifled vpon your Coofcns part t 
And will they take the offer of our Grace, 

Both hee, and they, and you, yea cuery man, 

Shall be my friend againe,and lie be his s 
So tell your Coofen.and bring me word, 

What he will doe. But if he willnotyeeld. 



Rebuke and dread corre&ion waitcon vs, 

And they (hall doe their office. So be gonii, 
Wewillnotnowbctroublcdwithreply, ■ 

We offer faire, take it adiiifedly. ExttWorcefter. 

Prin. It will not be accepted, on my life, 

The Dorvglas and the Hotfpar both togeather, 

Arc confident againft the world in arraes. . 

King. Hence therefore,eucry Leader to his charge, 

For oil their anfwere will we fet on them*, 

And God befrendvs.ns our caufe is iuft. Exeunt. Manent 

Fa/. H>i,ifthou feemedowne inthcBattell Prm.Fal. 

Andbeftridesne fo.tisapointoffricndlhJp. 

Prin. Nothing but a Co/offut can doe thee thatfriendinip. 

rS .1 _ — Jm L duaall 
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The Hiflotie of 

Faff. I would i t w ere bed time Hal, and all w ell, 

Prin. Why/ thou oweftGod a death. 

Falf. T is notdueyet, I would be loth to pay him before his 
day : w.hat need 1 be fo forward with him that cals not on me ?■ 
Well, tis no matter, Honour. pricks me on : yea, but how it' Ho-, 
ncur prick me off when 1 come on?how. thcn.can Honour fet to 
a leg? no, or an arnic;.no, or take away the griefe ofa.wound?no, 
Honour hath’no Skill in Surgeriethen? no ; What is Honour? a 
Word: Whatis that word Honour? Aire: a trim reckoning. 
Who hath it ? he that died aWcdnefday? Doth he feele it? no : 
doth he heare it?no: tis infcnfible then? yea, to the dead :but will 
it not liue with the liuing? no : why ? detraction will not fuffer 
it, therefore He none of it; Honour is ameerc 5kutchion; and 
lo ends my Catechiftne. Exit, 

Enter t Vorcefier, and fir Richard 'Vernon. 

Wor. O no,iriy Nephew mull not know, Sir Richard, 

The liberall kind offer of die King. 

Ver . T’werebefthedid. * 

Wor, Thenareweallvndone, 
ltisnotpofsible.it cannotbe, 

The King would keepe his word inloumgvs*, 

He will fufpefl vs flill.and find a time, 

To punifii this offence mothers faultes ; 

Suppofition.all our liues,fliall be ffucke full of eyes; 

For T rcafon is but trolled like the Foxe, 

Who-neucr fotame,fo cheriffitjand locktvp, 

Will hauea w.ldetrickc of his anceflers : 

Looke how he can, or fad or merrily? 

Interpretation will mifquote our lookes. 

And we lliall feed like Oxen at a Hall, 

The better chcrifht, Hill the nearer death. 

My Nephewes trefpaffcmay be well forgot. 

It hath the excufe of youth, and heat of blood, 

And an adopted name of Priuilcdgc, 

A haire-braind Hotfiur, gouerned by n fplcene, 

All his offences hue v.pon my head, 

And on-liis Fathers, We did trainc him on, 

And his corruption benigtane from r s. 

vJxt s\ 




Henry the fourth. 

Wc as the fpring of all,flial pay for all : 

Therefore good Coofen.lct not Harry know 
In any cafe, the offerof the King. Enter Hotfimr 

f^r.Delmcr whst you wilylie fay tis fo.Here comes you coofc 
Hot. My Vncleisreturrid, 

Deliuer vp my Lord of Wefimerland: 

Vncle,What nevves? 

Wor. The King will bid youBattcll prefently. 

Vowg. Defie him by the Lord of Wefimerland , 

Hot. Lord Dewglae, goe you and tell him fo. 

T>owg. Mary and fiiall,and very willingly. Exit Dowg. 

Wor. There is no feemingmcrcy in the King. 

Hot. Did you beg any?God forbid. 

Wor. I told him gently ofourgrieuances, 

Of his Oath-breaking: which he mended thus, 

By now forfwearingthathe isforfworne. 

He cals vs Rebels, 1 ray tors, and will feourge 

Withfiawty armcs,this hatefull name in vs. Enter Dowg. 

j)ow ArmeGentlemen,toarmes,forIhaue throwne 
A brauc Defiance in King Henries teeth; 

And Wefimerland that was ingag’d did bearc it, 

Which can not chufe but bring him quickly on. 

Wor. 'IhcTnnce of Wales ffept foorth before the King, 
And Nephew, challeng’d you to fingle fight. 

Hot. O, would the quarrcll lay vycn our heads. 

And that no manmiglu draw fhoj t breath to day, 

But I and Harry Monmouth : tell mce,tell raee. 

How ffiewd his talking ? feemd it in contempt ? 

Ver. No, by my foulc, I neuer in my life 
Did heare a Challenge vrg’d more modeftly, 

Vnleffe a Brother ffiould a Brother dare 
To gentle cxxrcife and proofeof armes. 

He gauc you all theduties ofa man, 

Trund vp your prayfes with aPrincely tongue, 

Spoke your deferuings like a Chronicle, 

Making you euer better then his pray fe, 

By ftilld ifprayfing prayfc, valued with you : 

And which became hun like a Princeindeed, 



He 
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The Htflorie of 

Hec made a bluflting citall of himfclfe, 

And chid his trewant youth with fuch a grace. 

As it he raaftred there a double fpirit 
©(teaching, and of learning inftantly : 

There did hepaufej but let roe tell the world, 
Ifheout-liuethecnuicofthis day, 

England didneuer owefo fweetea hope 
So muchiTiifconfiruccl in his wantonneuc* 

Hot. Coofen.I thinke thou art enamored? 

On his follies : neuer did I hcare 
Gf any Prince fo wilde at hbertie : 

But’be he as he will,yet once ere night, 

I will imbracc him with a Souldiers arrae, 

That he fhall fhrinke vnder my curtefic. 

Arme,amie with fpeed.andfellow’s fouldiers, friends, 

Better confider whatyou haucto doc. 

That I that hauenot well the gift of tongue, 

Gan Hft.your blood vp with perfw afion. Enter a Mefenger. 

Mefc My Lord, here are Letters for you. 

Hot. I cannotread themno vv . 

G Gentlemen,thetimc6flifeisfhort*, 

To fpend that fhortnelTc.bafely , were too long: 

If life did ride vpon a Dials poy nt, 

Still ending at the arriuall of an houre. 

And if we Hue, we line to treed on Kinges, 

If die,braue death, when Princes die with vs.. 

Row for our Conferences, the Arnies is fane. 

When the inter, t for bearing them is ill ft. £ ntcr anot cr ' 

Meff. My Lord.prepare, the King comes on apace, 

Hot. Ithankchim.that he cuts me from rny tale : 

Eor I profeftenot talking, onely this. 

Let each man doe his beft : and here draw I a Sword, 

Whofc temper 1 intend to ftaine 

With the beft blood that I can meet w J>ha!l, , 

In the aduenture of this perilous day. 

Now efpcrance Percy, and fet on, 

Sound all the loftie inftruments ofWarre, 

And by thatmufickc,lctvs all unbrace*. ^ 
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Hemit tie fourth. 

For hcauen to earth, fonte of vs ne^er ftiall, 

A fecond tune do fuch a curtefic. 

Here, they embrace, the Trumpets found, theKing enters with his 
power, alarms tq the Battcll: thenenter c T>QWgLt, and Sir 
Walter Blunt. 

Blunt. What k ;hy name, thatin Battcll thus thou crofteft me? 
What hon our doft thou feeke vpon my head? 

Dow. Know then. my name is Dowglas, 

And I doe haunt thee in the Battcll thus, 

Bccatife feme cell me, that thou art a King. 

Blunt. \ .They tell thee true. 

Dowg. The Lord of Stafford dare to day hath bought 
■ Thy likenelle,for in {lead ofthcc.King Harry 
This Sword hath ended him,fo fhall it thee, 

A^eletTc thou yeeld thee asaPrifoner. 

IrBlum. i was not borne to y ccld, thou proud ; 

Aud thou /halt find aKing that will reuenge 
LordStafirds death. : . 

Thcy fgt, Dowglas Ids Blunt', then enters Hot-ff urs 
Hot. QDowgldfihadQ. thou fought at-Holmedenihut, . 

I ncuer hadtriumphtouera ^^. i . v . , ; \ 

t £ ><m ’fr Als;donc,als won,here brcathles lyes the King, 

Hot. Where? Dong, Hcere. o' 

Hot. This,D«»^/«tf.?n o,I know thjsfacefullwell, : 

A gallantKniglu he vyas,his name. vuas Blunty 
Semblablyfurnilht like the King hindelfe. f, y ,, .. /ic : 

r Dowg. Ahfoole,goe wkhthy foule whither it goes, 

A borrowed title haft thou bought too dears, 

Why didft thou tell me.that thou werca.Kiftgf’ 

Hot. The King hath many marching in his Coates. 

Dowg. Now by my Sword, l will kill all his Coates, 

He murder all his War.dropc piece by- piec4 ' . 

Vntill I mecte the King. Hot. Vp and away. 

Our Souldiers fland full fairely for the day. 

Alarms, enter Faljlalffe foltf i. 

Falf. Though I could fcape Ihot-frce at Z<W.»* 3 I feare the 
fhot here, here’s no fcoringbut vpon the pate,. S®ft, who are 
you? Sir Walter there’s honour for you, here’s no vanitie. 



Uf£l 
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The Hiflme of 

I am ashot as molten Lead, 'anti as heauie too: God kcepe Lead 
out ofmc, I need no more weight then mine owne Bowels. I 
haue led my rag ofMuffins where they are peperd : theres not 
three of my rjo.leftaliue, and they arefor the townesend, to 
be^ duringlife.But who conies heerc? Enter the Prince , 

prin. What ftandfl thou idl'ehere? lend me thy Sword, 
Many aNoble man lies ftarke and ftiffc 
Vnder the houes of vaunting enemies, 

Whofe deaths are yet vnreuengdyl prethee lend me thy fword. 

Eal. O Hal, l prethee giueme leauc to breath a while: T urke 
Gregorie peuer did fuch deeds in armes, as I haue done this day : 
1 haue paydTer^, I haue made him fure. 

, 7 Prin. He is indeed, and liuingto kill thee ; 

I prethee lend me thy Sword . 

Pal. Nay, before God Hal, if Percy be aliue,thou getft not my 
Sword 5 but take my Piftollifthoii wilt. 

Prin. Giueitme : what? is it in tha cafe ? 

F*IJ. I Hal, tis hot, theres that will Sacke a Citie. 

The Prince drarves itout^ndfindcs it a bottle of Sacke. 

Prm. What is it a time to ieft and dally now. 

He throve* the Bottle at hint. Exit. 

Fat. If Percy be aliuc,Ilcpitrce him.if he do come in my way, 
fo: if he do not.ifl come in his willingly, let him make a Carbo- 
nado of me. I like hot fuch grinning honour as SirWalterh ath: 
giueme life, which, if I can ftue,fo': ifnot, honour comes vn- 
lookt for, and theres an end : 

... - •» j!? - : ! A _ 

Alarms, cxcurfons, enter the King, the Prince, Lord I ohn 
of Lahcafier,and Earle ofWeflmerland. 

King. I prethee Harry, withdraw thy felfe, thou blcedeft too 
much ; Lord Iohn of Laneajler, goe y ou with him. • 

P.Ioh. Not I,my L&rd,Vnlcfle idid bleed too. 

Prin. I befecch your Maieftie make vp, 

Lcaft your retirement doc amaze your triends. _ 

King. I w ill do fo; my L.of Wefimerland lead hitn fo his Tent. 
Weft. Come,my Lord, lie lead you to y our Tent* 

Prm. Lead me my Lord? I do no t need your helpe; 

And God forbid a iliallow feratch ihould dnue 




Henry the fourthi . 

The Prince ofWales from fuch a F; eld as this* 

Where ftainde Nobilitie lies troden on, 

And Rebels Armes triumph in maffaeres. 

Iohn. Wee breatli too long, come coofen Wefimerland, 

Our dutie this way lies : For Gods fake conic. 

Prin. By God, thou haft deceiude me,Lancafier, 

I did nottfoinkctheeLordjOffuchafpiriti 
Before I lou’d thee as a Brother, Iohn, 

Butnow Idoerefpeft thecasmySpule. 

King. I faw him hold Lord Percy at the poynt, 

With loftier maintenance then I did lookefor 
Of fuch an vngrowne Warrier. 

Prin. O, this Boy lends mettall to vs all. Exit. 

Dowg. Another King, they grow like Hydras heads, 

I am the Dowglarf&tzW to all thofe 

That wcarc thofe colours on them. What art thou 

That counterfeits thcperfonofaKing? 

King. The King himfclfe,whoDo»>^4t/grictiesathcarf. 

So many of his fhadowes thou haft met, 

And not the very King : I haue two Boyes 
St eke Percy and thy felfe, about the field \ 

But feeing thou falft on me fo luckily, 

I will aflay thce,and defend thy felfe. 

Dowg. I feare thou art another Counterfeit; 

And yet in fayth thou beareft thee like aKing : 

But mine 1 am fure thou art,who crcthou be; 
Andthuslwinnethee, 

They fight, the Kingbemg in danger, enter Prince of Wales'. 
Prin. Hold vp thy head vile Scot, or thou art like 
Ncucr to hold it vp againe,the fpirites 
Of valiant She-rly, Stafford, Plant, are in my Armes, 

It is the Prince of Wales, that threatens thee, 

Who ncuer promifcth,but hemeanes to pay . 

They fight, Dowglas flyeth. 

Ckeerely my Lord, how fares your Grace? 

Sir Nicholas G ax fey hath for fuccour fent. 

And fo hath Clifton : ftc to Qtfton ftraight. 

Km-. Stay,and breath a while,, 

4 \ Li 

~ " . . 






The Hifiertt of 

Thou haft rcdeemd thy loft opinion. 

And flacwde thou tsakcft forae tender of my life 
In this faire refeue thoii haft brought to me. 

Prin. O God, they did use too much iniuric. 

That euer fayd, l harkened to your death : 

If it were fo,l rtiighthauelet alone 
The infulting hand of Dowglas oner you, 

Which would haue been as fpcedy in your end, 

As all the poyfenous Potions in the world, 

Andfau’d the trecherousiabour of your Sonne. 

Kin. Make vp to Clfton,\\i\o S. Nicholas (j'awfey. 

Enter Hptfbw. , 

Hot. If-Itniftakc not, thou mHarry Monmouth? 

Prin. Thoufpcakft.as ifi would deny my name. 

Hot. My name is Horry Percy. 

Hrm. Why then I fee a very Valiant Rebell of that name. 

I am the Prince ofWafa 5 and thinkenot Percy, 

To lhare with me in glory any more : 

TwoStarreskcepe not their motion in one Sphere, 

Ndr can one England brooke a double raigrie. 

Of Harry Percy, and the Prince of miles . 

Hot. Now (hall it Harry, for the houre is come, 

To end the one of vs* and would to God, 

Thy namein Armes, were now as great as mine. 

prin. lie make it greategere I part from thee, 

And all thy budding Honours on thy Creft 
Uc’crop.to make a Garland for nay head. 

Hot. I can no longer brooke thy vanities. 

They fight. Enter Fdjtalffe. 

Ed. Well faid ffa/, to it Nay, you fhallfindnoBoycs 
play here, I can tell you. 

Enter Dowglas, he fights with FdfldfeMfds downs as 
if he were deadghe Prince kuletb Percy. 

Hot. Oh Harry, thou hafl rpbd me of ray youth, 

I better broke the Ioffe ofbrittte L.de, 

Ti'. mthofeproud Titles thouhaft wda-ofme, . 

They -wo.und pry thoughts worfefflien the fw'ordmy tieih t 



But 
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Henry the fourth. 

But thought’s the flauc of lifc,and lifetimes feole* 

And time, that takes furnay ofall the world, 

Mufthaue a flop. 0,1 could prophefie, 

But that the Earth, and cold hand of Death 
Lies on my tongue : no ,F Percj ) thou art duff. 

And food for 

Prin. For Wqrme$,brauc Percy. Fare thee well, great heart, 
111 wean’d Ambition, howmuch art thou flirunkc? 

When that this body did containe a fpirit, 

A Kingdomefor it, was too fmall a bound* 

But now r two paces ofthevileft Earth, 

Is roomc enough : this Earth that bearcs the dead, 

Bcares notaliuefo flout a Gentleman. 

If thou wertfenfibleofcurtcfie, 

Ifhould not make fo great a fhewofzeale: 

But let my fauours hide thy mangled face, 

And euea in thy behalfc,Ile chanke my felfe 
For doing thefe fairerites of tendernes, 

Adieu, and take thy prayfe with thee to hcauen, 

Thy ignomv fleepe with thee in thegraue, 

But not rtmembred in thy Epitaph. 

HejpietbFdfidjfe on the ground. 

What, old acquaintance, could notail this fleftj 
Keepe iu a litle iife ? poorc Iacke farewell: 

1 could haue better fpard a better man: 

0, 1 fhould haue a hcauy miffc of thee. 

If I were much in loue with vanitic* 

Death hath not ftrooke fo faire a Deere to day, 

Though many dearer in this bloody fray, 

Imboweld will I fee thee by and by, 

T ill then, in blood by noble Percy lie. 

Fdfidjfe ryfeth vp. 

Ed. Imbowcld?iftliouimbowell metoday, lie giue you 
leaue to powder me, and cate me too to morrow. Zloud.t’was 
time to countcrfeite, or that hot termagantiVof had paidemee 
fcot and lot too. Counterfeit; I am no counterfeit : to die is to 
bea counterfeit, for he is brt f, r’ counterfeit of a man, who 
hathnot thelife of a man: r hterfeit dying, when a man 

thereby 
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thereby liueth,is tobe no counterfeit, but the true and perfcft 
image oflife indeed The better partof valour is Difcretion^in 
the which better parr, Ihauefaued my life. Zoundslam afraid 
of this gunpowder Pcra>,though he be dead: how if he fhould 
counterfeit too,a*d rife? by myfayth, laniafraide he would 
prouc the better counterfeit? therefore lie make him furejyea, 
and lie fwearc I kilde him. Why may not he rife as well as I » 
nothing confutes me but eyes, and no body fees me : therefore 
(lira, with anew wound inyour thigh, come you along with 
me. 

He takes Z'p Hotjpur on his backe. Enter Prince and 
Iohn of Lancafler. 

Prin. Come Brother full brauely haft theuflcfht 
Thy mayden Sword. 

Iohn. But foft.who haue wehecre? 

Did you not tell me this fattman was dead? 

Prin. I did, I faw him dead, 

Breathles, and bleeding on the ground. Art thou aliue? 

Oris itfantafie that playesvpon our eye-fight? 

Tprethee fpeake.we will not truft our eyes 
Without our eares, thou art not what thou feemft. 

pal. No, thats certaine, I am not a double man : but if I be 
not Iacke Falftalfe, then am I a Iacke : there is Percy, if your Fa- 
ther will doe me any honour, fe : if not, let him kill the next 
Percy himfelfc : I lookc to b.e either Earle or Duke, I can aflurc 
you. 

c Prin. Why Percy I lcild my felfe,and faw thee dead. 

Eal. Did fl thou? Lord, Lord, how the worldisgiuentoly- 
iag ? I graunt you, l was downe,and ou.tof breath, and fo was 
he,butwerofebothataninftant,andfoughtaIong houre by 
Shrewesbury clocke,if 1 may be belecued,fo : ifnot,lct them that 
fhould reward Valour, beare the finne vpon their owne heads, 
lie take it vpon my death, I gauehim this wound in the thigh, 
if the man were aliue, & would deny it. Zounds I would make 
him cate a pecceof my Sword. 

Iohn. This is the ftrangeft talc that euer I heard. 

Tm. This is the ftrangeft fellow, brother Iohn, { 

Come bring your luggage nobly on your badee, 

AVI 




i ♦ 
\ 



Henry the fourth '* 

For my part, if a lie may doe thee grace, 
lie guilde it vyith the happieft tearmes I haiie. 



' A retreat is founded. 

Prin. TheTrumpets found Rctreat,the day is ours: 

Come Brother, lets to the higheft of the Field, 

To fee what friendes are liuing,who arc dead. Exeunt. 

Fat. He follow as they fay for reward. He thatrewardesmei 

God reward him. If I doe grow great. He grow Idle ? for 11c 
Purge, and leaucSacke,and Hue cleanly, as a Nobleman fhould 
doc - Exit. 

The Trumpets found, enter the King, Prince of Wales, Lord 
Iohn of Lancafler, Earle of tVeflmerlandyvith tVor- 

cejler and Tier non prifonert. 

King. Thus euer did Rebellion find rebuke, 

111 fpiritcd fVercefier,d\d not wc fend Grace, 

Pardon,and tearmes ofLouc to all of you? 

And would ft thou turne our offers contrary, 

Mifu fe the tenor of thy kinfmans truft? 

Three Knights vpon our party flainc to day, 

A noble Earle, and many a creature elfc. 

Had been aliue this houre, 

Iflike a Chriftian thou hadft truly borne 
Betwixt our Armies true intelligence. 

Wor . W hat I haue done, my fafetie vrgde me to. 

And I imbrace this fortune patiently, 

Since not to beauoydcd,it fals on me. 

Kmg , Beare TVorcefler to the death, and Vernon too : 

Other Offenders we will paufe vpon. 

How goes the Field? 

Prin. The noble Scot Lord Dorvglas, when h# favr 
The fortune of the day quite turnd from him, 

The noble Percy flaine.and all his men, 

Vpon the foot of fcare.fled with the reftj 
And falling from a hill.hc was fo bruizd, 

That the purfuers tooke him. At my Tent, 

The Douglas is, and I befeech your Grace, 

I may difpofe ofhim. 
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King. With all my heart, 

Trm. Then brother IohnofLattcafier, 

To you this honourable bountie lliall belong, 

Goc to the Doivg/os, and dcliuer him 
Vp to his pleafure,ranfonile(Te and free, 

His valou'rc fliownevpon our Crefte.s today, 

Hath taught vs how to cherifli fucli liigh dccdes, 

Euen in the bofpme ofour aduetfaries, » 

King. Then this rcmaines.thaf we deuide out Power, 
You SonneM«,and my coofen Wcflmerland, 
towards Torke fh all bend you with your deer-eft fpeed. 
To meete Northumberland and the Prelate Scrospc, 
Who.as we heare,are bufilv in armes : 

My felfe and you, Sonne Harry, will towards mles r 
To fight with Glendmer, and the Earle of CMmxh:. 
Rebellion in this Land fhall looft lys way, 

Meeting the checke of fuch another day s 
And fince this bufinefie fofaire is done, 

Let vs not leaue,till all our o w»e be won, 

■«•••'> ■' 'V. 
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The Chronicle Hiftorie 

of Henry the fife: with his battel fought 
at Agin Court in Francc.Togwhet with 
Auncient PtBoll 

Enter King Henry , Exeter , 2 . Bijfyept, Clarence , uni ether 
Attendants. 

Exeter. 

S Hall I call in ThambafTadors ray Liffce! 

King. Not yet my Coufin,til we be refoludc 
Of fom; ferious matters touching vs and France. , i 
Bi. God and his Angels guard your facred throne, 
And make you long become it. 

King. Shurc we thank you. And good my Lord proceed 
Why the Lawe S alicke which they hauc in France , 

Or fhould or ihould not, (lop vs is our clay me : 

And God forbid my wife and learned Lord, 

That you ihould fafliion,framc,or wreft the fame. 

For God doth know how many now in health, ' 

Shall drop their blood in approbation, 

Of what your reuerencc fhall incite vs too. 

Therefore take heed how youimpawne our perform 
How you awake the flecping fword of warre : 

Weeharge youinthe name of God take heed. 

After this coniuration/peake my Lord : 

And we will iudge, note, and belceuc in heart} 

That what you fpcakc,is waflit as pure 
As Oninbaptifrne, 

A 3 
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The Chronicle Hitiorie 

Then heate me gracious fouera igne,and you peerc?, 
Which owe your Hues, your faith and feruiecs 
To this imperial] throne. 

There is no bar to ftay your highnefle claime to Pratt* 
But one, which they produce from Par Amount, 

No female fliall fucceed in faiicke land, 

Which faiicke land the French vnmflly gloze 
Tq be the realme of France: 

And Faramont the founder of this law and female barre? 
Yet their owne writers faithfully affirme 
That the land faiicke lyes in Germany , 

Bctweene the flouds of SabeckjsxiA oiElme, 

Where Carles the fift hauing fubdude the Saxons* 
There left behind, and fetled certaine F rench. 

Who holding in difdaine the Germaine women. 

For feme dsihoneft raaners of their Hues,. 

Eftablifht there this lawe.To wit. 

Which faiicke land as I faid before, 

Is at this time in Germany called Mefine: 

Thus doth it well appeare the faiicke lawe 

Nor did the French poflefle the faiicke land* 

Vntill 4OO. one and twentie ycares 
After the function of king Faramont, 

Godly fuppofed thefounder of this lawe; 

Hugh Capet alfo that vfurpt the crowne, 

To fine his title with feme fhowe of truth, 

When in pure truth it was corrupt and naughts- 
Conuaid himfelfe as heire to the Lady Inger, 

Daughter to C harles, the for efaid Duke of Lorain , 

So that as cicare as is the fommers Sun, 

King Pippins title and Hugh Capets claime. 

King (^harles his fatisfacbon all appeare,. 

To hold in right and title of the female: 

So do the Lords of France vntil this day,. 

Howbe.it they would hold vp this falick lawe 

Tm 
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To bar year highnefle claiming from the female, 

And rather choofe to hide them in a net. 

Then amply to imbace rheir crooked caufes, 

Vfurpt from you and your progenitors, (claime# 

K, May we with right & confciencc make this 
r Bi. The fin vpon my head dread foueraigne. 

For in the booke ofNumbers is it writ. 

When thefonne dies, letthe inheritance 
Defcend vnto the daughter. 

Noble Lord ft and for your owne, 

V n winde your bloody flagge, 

Go my dread Lord to your great graunfirsgraue. 

From whom you clayme i 
And your great Vncle Edward the blackc Prince, 

Whoon the French ground playd a Tragedy 
Making defeaton the full power of France, 

Whileft his moll mighty father on a hill, 

Stood finding to behold his Lyons whelp®. 

Foraging blood of French Nobilitie. 

O Noble Engliih that could entertaine 
With halfe their Forces the full power of France : 

And let an other halfe ftand laughing by, 

AH out of w orke,and cold for aftiofi. 

King. We muft not onely arme vs againft the French, 
But lay downe our proportion for the Scot, 

W ho will make rode vpon vs with all aduantages. 

Bi. The Marches gracious foueraigne , ihalbe fufficient 
Toguardyoiir from the pilfering borderers. 

King . We do not mcane the courfing fneakers onely, 
But feare the maync entendement of the Scot, 

For you fhal I read, neue r my great grandfather 
Vnmaskt his power for France , 

But that the Scot on his vnfurnifht Kingdome, 

Came pouring like the Tide into a breach. 

That England being empty of defences. 

Hath ihooke and trembled at the brutehereof. 

Bu She hath bin then more feared then hurt my Lord; 

u ! ' A 3 For 
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For heart her but examplified by her felfe. 

When all her chiualry hath bene in France 
And ffie a mourning widow of her Nobles, 

She hath her felfe not only well defended. 

But taken and impounded as a ftray, the king of Scots, 
Whom like a cay tiffe flie did leadc to France, 

Filling your Chronicles as rich with praifc 
As is the owfe and bottome of the fea 
With funken wrack and (hiplefle treafurie. 

Lord. There is a faying very old and true, 

Ifyou will France win, 

Then with Scotland&ttt. begin t 

For once the Eaglc,England being in pray. 

To his vnfutnifh neft the weazel Scot 

Would fuck her egs, playing the moufein abfenceofthe 

To fpoy le and hauock more then (he can eat. (cat; 

Exe. It followes then, the cat mud ftay at home, 

Yet that is but a curft ncceffitie, 

Since we haue trappes to catch the petty theeues: 

Whilfte that the armed hand doth fight abroad 
The aduifcd head controlles at home ; 

For gouernment though high or lo we, being put into parts, 
Congructh with a mutuall confcnt like muficke. 

Tu True: therefore doth heaucn diuidc the fate of man 
in diuers f unfl ions. 

Whereto is added asap ay me or but jobedience: 

For fo Hue the honey Bceslcrcaturesthae by awe 
Ordainejan aft of order to a pcopcld Kingdome : , 

T hey haue a King and officers of fort, 

Where f me like Magiftrates correft at home; 

Others like Marchants venture trade abroad : 

Others like fouldicrs armed in their flings. 

Make boote vpon the fomraers veluet bud : 

Which pillage they with mery march bring home 
Tothe tent royal! oftheir Emperour, 

Who bulled in his maieftic, behold 
The finging mafons buildL g roofes of gold ; 



efHenrphe fifth. 

The ciuell citizens lading vp the honey. 

The fad eyde Iuflice with his furly humme, 

Deliuering vp to executors pale ,the lazy caning Drone. 
This I infer, that 2 O. aftions once a foote, 

May all end in one momenr. 

As many Arrowes lofcd feucrall wayes ,flye to one raaike; 
As many feuerall wayes roecte in one towne : 

As many frefh flreames run in one felfe fea: 

As many lines clofc in the dyalfccnters 
So may athoufand aftions once a foote. 

End in one momenr, and be all well borne without dcfcfto 
Therefore my Liege to France, 

Diuide your happy England into foure, 

Of which take you one quatter into France, 

Andyou withall,fhall make all Gallia (hake. 

If we with thrice that power left at home, 

Cannot defend our owne doore from the dogge. 

Let vs be beaten, and from henceforth lofe 
The name of poJlicy and hardinefle. 

Ki. Call in the meflenger Cent fro the Dolphin, 

And by your ayde.the noble finewes of our land, 

France being ours, weelc bring it to our awe, 

Or breake it all in pceces: 

Eythcr our Chronicledfhal with full mouth (peak 
Freely of our afts, | » 

Or elfe like toonglefle mutes 
Not worfhipt with a paper Epitaph ; 

EnterThambajfadorsfiom France. 

Now are we well prepared to know the Dolphins pleafurc, 
For we heare your comming is from him. 

Ambajfa. Pkafcth your Maieftic to giue vs leaue 
Freely to render what we haue in charge: 

Or fhall I fparingly (hew a farre off, 

The Dolphins pleafure and our EmbalTage ? 

K ing. Wearenotyrant,butaChriftianKing, 

To whom our fpinit is as fubieft, 

As arc our wretches fettered in our piifons. 

There- 
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Therefore freely and with vneurbed boldnefte 
T ell vs the Dolphins minde, 

Ambaf. Then this in fine the Dolphin faith , 

Whereas you clay me ccrtaine Townes in France, 

From your predeccflor king Edward the third. 

This he remrnes. 

He frith, theres nought in France that can be with a nimble 
Galliard vvonne : you cannot reucl into Dukcdotnes there: 
Therefore he fendeth meeter for your ftudy, 
Thistunneof treafure : and in lieu of this, 

Defircs to let the Dukedomesthac you craue 
Heare no more from you : This the Dolphinfaith. 

King, What treafure V ncle? 

Ex e. T ennis balies my Liege. 

King, We are glad the Dolphin is fo plcafant withvs( 
Your meflage and his prefent we accept : 

When wchauc matched our rackets to thefe balies. 

We will by Gods grace play fuch a fet. 

Shall ftrike his fatiicrs crowne into the hazard. 

T ell him he hath made a match with fuch a wrangler. 

That all the Courtsof France (hall be difturbd with chafes." 
And we vndcrftand him well, how he comes ore vs 
With our wilder daye$,not meafuring what vfc we made 
of them. 

Wc neuer valued this poore feate of England. 

And therefore gaue our felues to barbarous licence? 

As tis common feenti that men arc merrieft whenthey are 
from home. 

But tell the Dolphin we will keepe our ftate. 

Be like a Kins;, mightie and commaund, , 

When we do rowfe vs in throne of France: 

Forthis haue we laid by our Maieftie 
And plodded li d e a man for workin g dayes. 

But we will rife there with fo full of glory. 

That wp will dazell all the eyes of France^, 

I ftrike the Dolphin blinde to lookeon vs, (nones, 

And tell iiim this, his mock hath turnd his balks to gun 



of Henry the fft. 

And his foule fhall fit fore charged fop the waftful! 

(vengeance 

That fhall flye from them. For this his tnocke 
Shall mocke many a wife out of their deare husbands. 
Mockc mothers from their fonnes,mockc Caftlcs downe, 
I fome are yet vngotten and vnborne. 

That fhall hauecaufe to curfe the Dolphins fcorne. 

But this lyes all within the will of God, to whom wedoo 

(appealc. 

And in whofe name tel you the Dolphin we are coming on 
To venge vs as we may, and to put forth our hand 
In a rightfull caufe : fo get you hence, and tell your Prince, 
His left will fauour but of (hallow wit. 

When thoufands weepe,more then did laugh at it. 

Conuey them with fafe conduct : fee them hence. 

Exe. This was a merry ineftage. 

King. We hope to make the fender blufti at it : 
Therfore let our colleftio for the wars be foone prouided: 
For God before, wccll check the Dolphin at his fathers 

(doore. 

Therefore let euery man now taske his thought, 

T hat this faire aftion may on footc be brought. 

' Exeunt cranes •> 



Enter Nim and Bardolfe, 



Bar, Godmorrow Corporall Nim, 

Nim, God morrow Lieft enant Bardolfe. 

Tar, What is antient PtUoll and thee friends yet i 
Nim. I cannot tell.things muft be as they may: 

I dare not fight, but 1 will winkeand holdout mine Iron : 
It is a fimple one, but what tho j it will ferue to tofte cheeks 
And it will endure cold as an other mans fword will, 

And theres the humor of if. 



Bar. Yfaich miftrefle quickly did thee great wrong, 

For thou wcart troth plight to her. 

3 Nim. I 
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Kim. Imuftdo as I may, tho patience be a tyred BiirCg 
Tet (heel plod,and feme fay kniues haue edges. 

And men may fleepe and haue their throtes about them 
At that time, and there is the humour of it. 

Bar , Come yfaitb,lle beftow a breakfaft to make PijhU \ 
And thee friendes. What a plague fhouid we carrie kniues 
T o cut our owne throates. 

iV«?«.Yfaith He liuc as long as I may,thats thecertaineofit. 
And when I cannot liuc any longer, He do as I may. 

And thercs ray reft, and thcrandeuousof it. 

Enter Pifto ! 1 and Hoftes kklyjhiiwife, 

Bar. Godmorrow ancient ‘ Ptfloil '. 

Here comes ancient Ptfloil, I prithee Kim be quiet. 

Nim. Hovvdoyouray Hoftcf 
Pifl. Bafc flauc.callcft thou me hoftc? 

No w by gads lugges I fwearc,! fcorne the title. 

Nor fhall ray Kell kcepc lodging. 

Hojl. Nobymytroathnotl, 

For we canot bed nor boord half a fcorc honeft gcdeWOmS 
That liue honeftly by the prick of their needle, 

But it is thought ftraight we keepe a bawdy-houfc, 

0 Lord heeres Corporall Nims, now fhall 

We haue wilful adultry and murther committed : 

Good Corporall Nim (hew the valour of a man. 

And put vp your fword. 

Ntm. Pufh. 

Tift. What doft thou pufh.thouprickeard curoflfclandi 
Nim, Will you IhogoffV I would haue you folus. 

PiFi. Solus egregious dog,thatfolus in thy throtc, 

And in thy lung$,and which isworfe, within 
Thy meffull mouth, I do retort that folus in thy 
Bowels, and in thy Iavv,perdie: for I can talkc, 

And Piflolli flalhing firy cock is vp. 

Nim. I am not Barbafom,you cannot coniurc me : 

1 haue an humour Ptfloil to knock youindiffcrcntly well. 
And you fall foule with me Ptfloil, U c fcoure you with my 



0 
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Rapier in fair* termcs.Ifyou will walke offalittle, 
lie prick your guts a litle in good tetmes. 

And theres the humour of it. 

Fiji. O braggard vile, and damned furious wight. 

The Graue doth gape, and groaning 
Death is neare, therefore cxall. 

They dr erne. 

Tar. Heart me,hethat ftrikesthe firft blow, 
lie kill him, as 1 am a fouldier. 

Pifl. An oath of mickle might, and fury (hall abate. 

Ntm. lie cut your throat at one time oran other infaire 
And thercs the humor of it, (terracs,. 

Pifl. Couple gorge is the word,I thee defie agen : 

A damned hound, thinkft thou my fpoufe to get 2 
No, to the powdering tub of infamy. 

Fetch forth the lazarkite ofCrefidcskinde, 

Doll Tear-fheete, fhc by name, and her cfpowfe 
I haue, and I will hold, the quandom quickly. 

For the onely fhc and Paco, there it is inough. 

Enter the Boy. 

Boy. Hoftes you muft come ftraight to my tnaifter, 

And youHoft Ptfloil. Good Bardolfe 

Put thy nofe bet wccnc the fheetes,and do the office of a 

(warming pan. 

Host, By my troath hecle yeeld the crow a pudding one 

(ofthefedayes, 

He go to him, husband y oul c come? 

Bar. Come Ptfloil be friends. 

Nim prithee be friends,and if thou will not be 
Enemies with roe too. 

Ni. 1 fhal haue my eight fhillingsl woon ofyou at beating# 
Pft. Bafc is the flaue that payes. 

Nim. That now I will haue, and theres the humor of it, 
Pft. As manhood fhall compound. They drove. 

Bar. He that ftrikes the firft blow, 
lie kill him by this fword. 

Pft- Sword is an oath, and oathes muft haue their courfe. 

B ^ iVSw. 



T he Chronicle HiBorie 

Nim. I fhall haue my eight (hillings I wonne of you a? 
beating? 

c PiJl A nob !e (halt thou haue, and readie pay, 

And liquor likewife will I giue to thee, 

And friendfhip (hall combmd and brotherhood? 
lie liue by Nim as Nim ilia 11 liue by me : 

Is not this iufl ? fori fhall Surer be 
Vnto the Cainpc,and profit will occrue. 

Nim. I fhall haue my noble. ? 

Ptsi. In calh moll truly paid. 

Nim, Why theres ihe humour of it. 

Enter Hvsies. 

Hojles, As euer \ ou came of men come in> 

Sir luhn poore foule is fo troubled 

With a burning ta Ilian contigian fcuer,tis wonderful!. 

PtFi. Let vs condoll the knight: for lamkins we will liue# 

Exeunt omneu 

Enter Exeter and Glitter. 

Glojl, Before God my Lord, his Grace is too bold to trull 
thefe traytors. 

Exe, They fhalbe apprehended by and by. 

Glofl. I but the man that was his bedfellow 
Whom he hath cloyed and graced with princely fallows 
That he (hould for a forraine purfc, to fell 
His Soueraigncs life to death and trechery, 

Exe . O the Lord oi<~MaJsham. 

Enter the King and three Lords, 

King. Now firs the windes faire,and we wil aboordj 
My Lord of Cambridge, and my Lord ef Mafsham, 

A nd you my gentle Knight, giue me your thoughts. 

Do younotthinke the power we bearewith vs, 

Will make vs conquerors in the field of France? 

Cfyfajha, No doubt my Liege, if each man do his bell. 

Cam, Ncuct 
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Cam, Neuer was Monarch better feared and foiled thea 
isyourmaieftie. 

(gray, Euenthofe that were your fathers enemies 
Haue lteeped their galles in honey for your fake. 

King. W e therefore haue great caufc of thankfulncflc. 
And ihall forget the office of our hands : 

Sooner then reward and merit. 

According to their caufe and worthinefle. 

Majha. So fcruice fhall with Reeled finewes fhine. 

And labour fhall refrefh itfelfc with hope 
To do your Grace incefTantferuice. 

King, Vncle of Exeter, enlarge the man 
Committed ycfterday,that rayled againft our perfon. 

We confrdcr it was the heatc of wine that fet him on, 

And on his more aduice we pardon him. 

Majha. That is mercie, but too much fecuritie : 

Let him bee punifht Soueraigne , lead the example of 

(him, 

Breed more of fuch a kinde. 

King. O let vs yet be mercifull. 

Cam. So may your highncfle,andpunifhtoo. 

Cjray. You fliew grea t mercie if y ou giue him life, 

After the taftc of hb correction. 

King, Alas your too much care and loue of me 
Areheauy orifons gainft the poore wretch, ' 

If litle faults proceeding on diftempcr fhould not bee 

(winked at, 

How fhould we ftretch our cy c,whcn capitall crimes. 
Chewed ,fwallowed and difgefted,appearc before vs r 
W ell yet enlarge the man,tho Cambridge and the reft 
In their deare loues.and tender prefci nation of our ftate. 
Would haue him pumfhe. 

Now to our Frcirh caufes. 

Who are the lai;. C : mraiftioners ? 

Cam. Me one ray Lord, your highnefTc bad me aske for 
it to day , 

B 3 Majha, So 
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Mafi. So did you me my Soucraigne. 

Cray. And me my Lord. 

King. Then Richard Earle of Cambridge there U yoUK* 
There is veins my Lord of Mafham. 

And fir Thomas Gray knight of Northumberland's lame it 
Read them, and know we know your worchinefic. (yourir 
Vnckle Exeter I will aboord to night. 

W hy how now Gentlemen , why change you colour! 

What feeyouin thofe papers 
That hath fo chafed your blood out ofapparancel 
Cam. I do confclTe my fault,and do fubmit me 
T o your highnefle mercie, 

Majh. Towhichweallappeale. 

King. The mercy which was quit in vs but late* 

By your owne reafons is foreftald and done? 

Y ou muft not dare for ihatue to aske for mercy, 

For your owne confidence turne vpon your boforacs* 

As dogs vpon their maifters worrying them. 

Sceyou my Princes, and my noble Peercs, 

Thefe English monflers : 

My Lord of Cambridge here, 

You know ho w apt we were to grace him, 

In all things belonging to his honours 

And this vildc man hath for a fewc light crownes, 

Lightly confpiredandfworne vnto the pra&ifcs of France'. 
To kill vs here in Hampton. T o the which. 

This knight no lcftein bountie bound to vs 
Then Cambridge is,haah likewife fivorne. 

But oh what (hall I fay to thee falfe man. 

Thou cruell ingratefull and inhumane creature. 

Thou that didft bearc the key of all my counfell, 

That knewft the very fccrcts of my heart, 

That almoft mighteft a coyned me into gold, 

Wouldeft thou a praftifde on roe for tby vfc: 

Can it bepofllble that outofthee 

Should proceed one fparkc that might annoy my fin £ cr ^,, 



$f Henry the fj f. 

Ti* fo ftrange,that tho the truth doth fhowe as grofe 
As black from whife,minc eye wil fcarccly fee it. 

Their faults are open,arreft them to the anfwcr of the law*. 
And God acquit them oftheir pra&ifes. 

Exe. I arreft thee of high treafon. 

By the name of Richard. Earle of Cambridge. 

1 areft thee of high treafon, 

By the name of Henry , Lord of Mafham. 

4 1 areft thee of high treafon, 

By the name of Thomas knight of Northumberland^ 

Majh. Our purpofes God iuftly hath difeoucred, 

And I repent my fault more then my death, 

Which I befeech your maieftie forgiue, 

Altho my body pay the price of it. 

King. God quit youin his mercy .Heare your fentence. 
You haue confpired againft our royall perfon, 

Ioyned with an enemy proclaimed and fixed. 

And fro his coffers receiued the golden carncft of our death 
T ouching our perfon we fecke no r edrefle. 

But we our kingdomes fafetie muft fo tender 
W hofe ruine you haue fought. 

That to our lawes wc do detiuer you. (death, 

Get ye therefore hence'-poore mifcrablc creatures to your 
The tafte whereof, God in his mercy giue you (amifle: 

Patience to endure, and true repentance of all your deeds 
Bearc them hence. 

Exit three Lords. 

Now Lords to France. The enterprife whereof. 

Shall be toyou as vs,fucccfliuely « 

Since God cut off this dangerous treafon lurking in our way 
Checrly to fea, the fignes of war aduancc: 

No King ol England, if not King of France. 

Exitomnes. 



Enter, 
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.Enter 'Him, Fiji oil, Bardolfe,Hojles and a Boy, 

Hojl, I prcthyfweetc heart, let me bring thee fofarre as 

( Stanei , 

Fiji* No fur, no fur* 

Bar. Well fir Iohn is gone.God be with him* 

Hojl, I, he is in Arthors bofom,if eiier any were : 

He went away as if it were a cry fombd childe, 

Bet weerie twelue and one, 
luft at turning of the tide: 

His nofe was as fharpe as a pen: 

For when I law him fumble with the fheetes. 

And talk of floures, and fraile vpo his fingers ends 
I knew there was no way but one* 

How now fir John quoth I? 

And he cry ed three times, God, God, God, 

Now I to comfort him, bad him not think ofGod* 

I hope there was no fuch need. 

Then he bad me put more cloathes at his fcetc: 

And I felt to them,and they were as cold as any (lone; 
And to his knees, and they were as cold as any (lone. 

And fo vp ward, and vpward,and all was as cold.as any done.' 

Him, They fay he aide out on Sack. 

Hojl. I that he did. 

Boy, And of women. 

Hojl. No that he did not. 

Boy. Yes that he didrand he fed they were diucls incarnat, 

Hojl, Indeed carnation was a colour he ncuer loued. 

Htm, Well he did cry out on women. 

Hojl. Indeed he did in fome fort handle women j 
But then he was tumaticke, and talkt of the whore of 
{Babylon* 

Boy, Holies do you remember he faw a Flea (land 
Vpon Bardolfes Nofc,and fed it was a black foule 
Burning in hcllfirei 



of Henry the f ft. 

‘Bar, Well , God be with him, 

That was all the wealth I got in his feruice. 

Mtm Shall we (hog offi? 

T Be king vvil be gone from Southampton. 

Pijl. Cleare vp thy criflalles, 

Lookc to my chattels and roy moueablcs. 

Trull none*. the word is pitch and pay: 

Mens worlds are wafer cakes, 

And holdraft is the only dog my dcare. 

T hetefore cophetua be thy counfcllor. 

Touch her foft lips and part. 

Bar. Farewell hoftes. 

Ntm. I cannot kis:and theres the humor of it. 

But adieu. 

Bill* Keepe faft thy buggle boe. 

Sx it omnes . 

Enter King «/France,Bouibon, Dolphin, 
and others. 

King, Now you Lords of Orleance , 

Of Bourbon , and of Berry , 

You fee the King of England is not (lack. 

For he is footed on this land alrcadic. 

Dolphin. My gratious Lord, tis meet we all goe 
Andarmcvsagainftthefoe: (foorth, 

And view the weak Scfickly parts France; 

- But let vs do it with no (how of feare. 

No with no more, then if we heai d 
England were butted with a Moris dance. 

For my good Lord,fhc is fo idcly kingd, 

Herfcepter fofantaftically borne, 

So guidedby a (hallow humorous youth, 

That feare attends her not. 

Con , O peace Prince Dolphin, you ckcciuc your felle, 

v: C Quefttoti 
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Queftion your grace the late Embaftador, 

With what regard lie heard his Embafiage, 

How well fupplied with aged Counfellours, 

And how his refolution andfwered him. 

You then would fay that Harry was not wilde. 

King, Well thinke we Harry (b ong : 

And fhongly arme vs to preuent the foe* 

C °*> ♦ MyLordhereisanEmbaflador 
From the Kins; of England. 

Ktn, Bid him coroe Hi. 

You fee this chafe is hotly followed Lords. 

Dol. My gracious fathcr.cut vp this English fllorf, 
Selfeloue iny Liege is not fo vile a thing, 

As felfe neglecting. 

Enter Exeter. 

King. Frornour brother Eng’andf 
Exe. From him, and thus he greets your Maicftie: 
He wilsyouin the nameoi God Almightie* 

That you deuefl your felfe and Jay apart 
That borrowed tytle.which by gift ofheauen, 

Of lawe of nature, and of nations, longs 
T o him and to his heires.namely the crowne 
And all wide ftretched titles that belong* 

V nto the Crowne of France, ihzt you may know 
Tis no fintfter.nor no awkevvard claime, 

Ptckt frornthe worm holes of old vanifht dayes, 

Nor from the duft of oldobliuion rackte, 

He fends you thefe mod memorable lyncs, 
in euery branch truly demonftrated: 

Willing you ouerlookc this pedigree. 

And when you finde him cucnly deriued 
From his moft famed and famous anceftors, 

Edrvarci the third, he bids you then refigne 
Your crowne and kingdomc, indtrcflly held 
From him, the natiuc and true challenger* 

King* 
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King, If not, what folio wes? 

Exe. Bloody coftraint,forifyouhide the crown 
Euen in your hearts, there will he rake for it: 

Therefore in fierce temped is he comming, 

In thunder, and in earthquake, like a lone. 

That if requiring fade, he will compell it: 

And on your heads turtles he the widowes teares, 

The Orphancscricsjthe dead mens bones, 

The pining maydens groncs. 

For husbands, fathers, and diflrefTed louers. 

Which (hall be fwallowed in this controuerfie. 

This is his claime,his threatning,and my meflage* 

Vnles the Dolphin be in prefence here, 

To whom exprefiy wc bring greeting too. 

Dol. For tnc Dolphin 1 1 Band here for him, 

Whar to hcare from England. 

Exe. Scorn 6c defiance,flightregard,contempt, 

A nd any thing that may not misbecome 
The mightie lender.doth he prife you at: 

Thus faith my king. Vnles your fathers highnefle 
Sweeten the bitter mocke you fent his Maicftie, 

Heele call you to fo loud an anfwere for it, 

That caues and vvombely vau’fes of France 
Shall chide your trefpaflc, and return your mock, 

In fecond accent of his ordcnance, 

Dol. Say that my father render faire reply, 
Itisagainftmywill: 

For 1 defirc nothing fo much, 

As oddes with England. 

And for that caufe according to his youth 
I did prefent him with thofe Par E balles- 
Exe. Heele make your Parts Louer Brake for if, 

Were it the miftrcffc Court of mightie Snr ope* 

And be a fluted, you!e finde a difference 
As wc his fubtefts hauc in wonder found t 

C a Between* 
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Between? his yonger dayes and ihcfe he muftm now. 

Now he wayes time euen to. the lateft graine. 

Which \ ou fhall findcinyour owne Ioffes 
If he ff ay in France. 

Well for vs, you fhajl, returne our anfwcre backe i 

To our brother England. 

_i, ' _ . Exit ontKts, 

Enter Isim,Bardolffc,Piftcill,Boy. 

Ntm, Before God here is hote feruice. 

Pitt. 1 is hot indeed, blowes. go and come, 

Gods vaffals drop and die. 

Nim. Tis honor, and thercs the humor ofit„ 

Boy, Would 1 were in London: . 

Idegiue all my honor for a pot of Ale. 

P ifl. And I. If wi flies would preuaile^ 

I would not ffay, but thither would I hie. 

Enter 1 IsyieUen and beates them in. 

Flew. Godesplud vp to the breaches m- : • ; 

Y v u rafeals, will you not vp to the breaches { 

Ntrn. Abate thy ragefweete knight. 

Abate thy rage. 

'Boy, Well I would I were once from them ♦ 

They would haue me as familiar . 

W ith mens pockcrs,as their gloues,and their 
Handkerchcrsjthey will fteale any thing. 

Bardvlfe ftolea Lute cafc,carfycd it three mile* 

A nd fold it for three bapence. 

AW ff ole a fier fhoueil. , . ! 

I knew by that, they meant to carr' 

Well, if they will not leaue me* 

I incane to leaue them. 

Exit Nim,Bardolfe,Piftoll,<t»</ the 
Enter Gower. . 

Cjower, Gaptain Flewellen, }*.u muff come ftralf ' 1 A 
TotheMincsjtotheDukeof^/^r, ’ 

Looks 



'--js 



of Henry the f ft. 

- T ooke yoo.tcll the Duke it is not fo good 
Yo rome ttfthc mines : fhe concuaucticsis otherwife# 
Y ;> m.iy difcuHe to the Duke> the cnerpj i tligd 
liini'ciic fiueyardcs voder the countermines s 
By lefm 1 rhinke heele blowc vp all 
If (hei e be no better direction. 



>1 



Enter the King and hie Lords alarum. 



(J N t 



a 



Kinr. How yet refolues the Gouernour of the Towne i 
This is the lateft parley weele admit i 
Therefore to our beft mercie giue yourfelue^ 

Or like to men proiid of deff ru&ion,defie vs to our worfty 
For as l am a fouldier a name that in my thoughts 
B- comcsmebrft.if wc begin the batterv onceagaine 
I will not leaue the halfe a'chicued Harflcw, 

Till in her afo s foe be buried, 

Thegatesofmcrcieare all fout vp. -■ 

What fay you, will you yeeld and tfiis auoyd, 

Or guiltie in defence be thus deftroyd? 



f;ff&q nr.tn-O 
hli J .vsvnY- 
. 

Sitter Goiter nmh J ’ 'h j1 .. 

Goner. Our expeffation hath this day attend r 
The Dolphin vyhom of fuccounwe entreated, f 1 f f 

Returned W#©td Hi i jto&efs : are not yiet? ready', 

To raifcfo great a liege .-therefore dread King* • 

Weyecld our towne and hues to thy (oft metefe J 

Enter our gates, difpofe of v» and ourijf 3; - 
For wenodoriger are defenfiuc now. 



Enter Katherine, Allice, 



v«AtV.-.: 



W 



Kate . Allice venfc’u^vou sues cate*? cn, 
You parte foff bbn A ng^eVs ei^iarara, 
Co man fae pail Watt iu uum e;i tfancoyi 

$kI i C $ 



h^-.c 



- ’ 



fo-oM > 
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Alhce. La main madam dc ban. 

Kan, £ da bras. 

esfiltce. De arma madam. 

Kate. Le main da han la bras dc arma. 

Alike. Owye madam. 

Kate. E Coman fa pella vow la menton a la coll. 

Alike. Deneck,cdecin,madam. 

Kate. E de ncck,e dc cin,e de code. 

Alike. De cudie ma foy Ic oblye,tnais Ic remerabre, 

Le tude,o dc clbo madam. ; 

Kate. Ecowtc Ie reherfera,towc cella que lac apoandre^ 
Dc han, de arma, de neck, du cin,c dc bilbo. 

osillice, De clbo madam. 

Kate. O Icfu,Iea obloyc ma foy,ecoute Ie rccontera 
De han, de arma, de neck, de cin,e de elbo,e ca bon. 

Alike , Ma foy madam, vow parla au fc bon Angloys 
Afie vous aues ettue cn Englatara. 

Kate. Par la grace de deu an pettie tanes, Ic park miileut 
Coman fc pella vou lcpeid e le robe. 

Aelice. Le foot, ele con. 

Kate. Le fot, e le con, 6 Iefu ! Ie ne vew poinft park, 

Sie plus deuant le che chcual ires de franca. 

Pur one million imfoy; 

esillice, Madam.de foote, e le con. 

Kate, O ct ill aufic, ecowtc Allice, dc han, de arma, 

De neck,de cin.lc foctc, c de con. 

tAllke. Cet fort bon madam. 

Kate. Alouesadincr. 

Exit emu* t. 

Enter King o/France Lori Conflabltphe Dolphin, 
and Burbon. 



King. Tis certaine he is pad the Riucr Some. 
Con. Mordeu ma via : Shall afew fprancs of vs, 
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The emptying of our fathers luxerie. 

Outgrow their grafters. 

Bur. NormancSjbafterd Normahes,mor du 
And if they pallc vnfoughtwirhall, 

He fell my Dukedome for a foggy farme 
In that fliortnookelleof England. 

Conft. Why whence hauc they this mf trail ? 

Is not their clymatc raw .foggy and colde. 

On whom as in difdaine,thc Sunne lookes pale ? 

Can barley broath,a drench for fwolne lades 
Their fodden waterdccockt fuchliuely blood.* 

And (hall our quick blood fpirited with wine 
Seemc frofty ? O for honour of our names. 

Let vs not hang like frozen Iiccfickles 

Vponour houfes tops, while they a morefrofty clymatc 

Sweate drops ofyourhfull blood. 

King. Conftablc difpatch,Cend Montioy forth, 

T o know what willing raunfome he will giue i 
Sonne Dolphin you (hall ftay in %one with me. 

Del, Not fo I do befecch your Maieflic. 

King. Well, I fayit fhalbc fo. 

Exeunt omnts. 

Enter G ower. 

go, How now Captain Flewellen, come you ft o the bridged 
Flew. By Iefus thers exccllet feruice comittcd at >' bridge. 
Gout. Is the Duke of Exeter fafe? 

Flew. The duke of Exeter is a ma whom I loue,& 1 honor, 
And I worfhip,with my foule,and my heart, and my life. 
And my lands and my linings, 

And my vttermoft powers. 

The Duke is looke y ou, 

God be p railed and pleafed for it, no harmc in the worcll. 
He is maintain the bridge very gallcntly: there isanEnfigne 

There, 
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1 here ,1 do not kno w how you call him, but by lefus T think 
He is 3 $ valient a man as Adurl^e si?itbo?j$c ^ h c doth maintain 
the bridge mo ft gallantly : yet he is a man of no reckoning: 
But I did fee him do gallant feruicc. 

Goner, How do you call him? 

Flew. His name is ancient PiBott. 

Goner. Iltnowhimnot* ; ”* ' • . - 

.^b : o bf.-j ii 't* • , ; I v/ii - t.i fi j'f : v *? i 1 1 z fi ]; 

Enter Ancient Piftoll. 

Flew* Do y cu no t know him >hcrc comes the man. 

Pifl. Captainc,I thee befecch to do rhe fauour, 

The Duke of Exeter doth lone thee vv ell. 

F/ew $ Landlpraife God I haue merrited fomelouc at 

fbis hands. 

Pitt. 2?W<^afou^^ 

Hath by furious fate 

And giddy Fortunes fickle wheele, 

That Godes blinde that Bands vpon the rolling refllcfTc 

((lone. 

Flew. By your patience ancient Pifloll, 
Fortune,laok«youis painted, 

Plind with a mufler before her eyes, 

T o fignifie to y ou,that Fortune is plind ! 

And fhe is moreouer painted with a wheele. 

Which is the mbraJl that Fortune is turning, 

And inconffantinnd variation 3 and mutabilities : 

And her fare is fixed at a fphericall (tone 
Which rou!es } and roules, and roules s 
Surely the Poetis make an excel ret deff riptio of Fortune# 
Fortune looke you is and excellent morall- 
Pitte Fortune is Bardelfes foe 3 and frownes on him, 

For he hath ftojne a p^cks,apd hanged tnuft h e be: 

A damned deadlier gallo;ves gape for dogs, 

Let man go fide, and' let not death his windpipe flop. 

Bus 
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But Ejwwrhath giuen the doom? of deaths - : 

For packs of pettie price: 

Therefore go fpeake.tbe Duke will heare thy voyce, 

And let not Bardotfes vitall tbrecd be cut, 

With edge of penny cord.and vi I e approach* 

Speakc Captaine for his life, and I will thee requite, 

C flew. Captain Ptftdli, I partly vnderftand yourmeaning. 
Ptfl. Why then reioyce therefore. 

J/ew.Ccrtainly Antient Piftohtii nota thing to reioyceat, 
For if he were my owne brother, 1 would wiih theDuke 
To do his pleafurc,and jiut him tbextcurionsifbr look you f 
Difciplines ought to be kept, they ought to be kept. 

Ptft. Die and be damned, and figa for thy friendfhip* 
Blew. That is good. 

"Ptf 1. The figge of Spdi*e vsithiri thy la we. 

Flew* That is VCry well. 

Pith I fay the fig vyithiti thy bowels and thy durtv maw c 

Exit PtFlolL 

Fie. C aptain Gour , cannot you hear it lighten 5c thunder? 
Cour . Why is this the Ancient you told me of? 

I remember him now,he is a bawd, a cutputfe. 

Flctv. By lefus heeis vtter as praue words vpon the bridge 
As you (hall defire to fee in a fommers day,but its all one, 
What he hath fed fo me,l6okeyou,is all one. 

C». Why this is a gu'l.a foole,a rogue that goes to the war* 
Onely to grace himfelfc at his teturnc to London ! 

And fuch fellow*. $ as he, 

Are perfect in ’great Commaundcrs names. 

They will learne by rote where fcruices were done. 

At fuch and fuch a fconce,at fuch a breach, 

At ftieh a conuoy : who cameofFbraue1y,who was (hot, 
Who difgraced,what termes the enemie ftood on. 

And thi> they con perfectly in phrafe of wane, 

W hich they trick vp with ne w tinned oath es, 5c what a berd 
Of the Gencraib cur, arid a liorid fhorit of the cainpe 
ofhi/i P Will 
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Will do among the foming bottles and ale vvaflit wit® 

Is wonderfull to be thoaght on : but you muftlearne 
To know fuch (launders of this age. 

Or elfe you may maruelloufiy be miftooke. ‘ 

Flew. Certain captain (Jower, it is not the m^n,lookoyoti 
That 1 did take him to be : but when time (hall ferue, 

I Hull tell him a htle of my defires: here comes hisMaieftie. 

FnterKixg, Clarence, Gloftet and others. 

King. How now f /e»f//e»,comc you from the bridge? 
Flew. I and it fhall pleafe your Maieftic, 

There is excellent feruice at the bridge. 

King. What men haueyouloft Flewellen? 

Flew. And it fhall pleafe your Maiefiic, 

The partition ofthe adusriaric hath bene great* 

V ery reafonably greatrbut for our own parts, like you now* 
I thinke wehaueloft ncueraman,vnlcueit beone 
For robbing of a church, one Bardolfe.ii your Maicftie. 
Know the man, his face is full of whclkes and knubs. 

And pumplcs,and his breath b lowes at his nofc 
Like a cole,lbmetitnes redjfomctimcs plew : 

But god be praifed,naw hisnofe is executed, & his fireoHb 
King . We would haue all offenders fo out off. 

And we here giue exprefle commaundment, 

That there be nothing taken from the villages but paid for* 
None of the French abufed, 

Or abraided with difdaihfull language: 

For when cruelty and lcnitie play for a Kingdonje*. 

The gentlcft gamefter is the fooner winner. 

Enter French Herauld, 

Hera. You know me by my habit. 

Ki.W ell the, we know thee, what fhuld we knowof thecl 
Hera. My maid ers mindc* r 

King. Vnfoldic. , . } 

Haro/. Gothec vnto Harry ofEtigland,and tell him, 
Aduantage is a better fouldier then rafhncfic : 

Altho 
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Altho we did feerae dead, we did but Humber. 

Now we fpeakc vpon our kue, and our voyce is imperial!* 
England (hall repent her folly : fee herrafhneflc. 

And admire ourfufferance.Whichto raunfome, 

His pettineffe would bow vndcr: 

For the effufion of our blood, his army is too wcake : 

For the difgrace wc haue borne, bimfelfe 
Kneeling at our feetc,a weake and worthlefie fatifta&ion. 
To this,adde defyance* So much from the king my maifter. 
King. What is thy name? we know thy qualitic. 

Herald. Aitntioy. 

King. Thou doft thy office faire.returne thee backe. 
And tell thy King, I do not feeke him now : 

But could be well content, without impeach* 

T o march on to Callis : for to fay the footh, 

Though tis no wifdomc to conicfle fo much 
Vnto an enemie of craft and vantage. 

My fauldicrs are with ficknefie much infecblcd. 

My Atmy lc(loned,and thofe fewe I haue, 

A imoft no better then fo many French; 

Who when they were in heart, l tell thee Herauld, 

I thought vpon one paire of Englifltleggcs, 

Did match three French mens. 

Yet forgiue me God, that Ido brag thus : 

This your heirc of France hath blownc this vice in me. 

I mull repent, go tell thy tmiftcr here I ?m, 

My raunfome is this fray le and worthlefie body, 

My Army but a weake and fitkly guard c. 

Yet God before,wc will come on, 

If France and fuch an other neighbour Hood in our way l 
If we may pafie,we will tifwe be hindered, 

We lhal your tawny ground with your red blood difcolour*. 
So Montioy get you gone, there is for your paines 1 
The fum of all our anfwcrc is but this, 

We would not feeke a battle as we are ; 

D 2 Noe 




The Chronicle HOtorie 

'Kox as we are, we fay we will not fhun if. 

Herauld. I (hall deliucr fo: thanks to yotir Maieftie, 
Glof. My Liege, I hope they will not come vpon vs now’'; 
King. W c are in Gods hand brother, not in theirs i 
To night we will encampe beyond the bridge, 

And on to morrow bid them inarch away. 

Burbon, Conftable,Orlcancc,Gebos„ 

Confl. Tut I haue the beft armour in the worlds 
Orleance. You haue an excellent armour. 

But let my horfe haue his due. 

Burbon. Now you talke of a horfe,I haue a deed like th® 
Palfrey, of the fun, nothing but pure ayre and fire. 

And hath none ofthis dull clement of earth within him. 
Orleance. He is of the colour of the Nutmeg, 

"Bur, And of the hcate,a the Ginger. 

Turnc allthefands into eloquent tongues. 

And my horfe is argument for them all : 

3 once writ a Sonnet in the praife of my horfc, 

And began thus. Wonder of nature. 

Con. I haue heard a Sonnet begin fo, 

3n the praife of ones Miftrefle. 

Bttrb, Why then did they immitate that 
Which I writ in praife of my horfe. 

For my horfe is my miftrefle. 

Cc». Ma foy the other day, me thought 
Your miftrefle ftiooke you fhrewdly. 

Bur.l bearing me,Itell thee Lord Conftabl€$ 

My miftrefle wearcs her owne haire. 

Con. J could make as good a boaft of that, 

.If I had had a fow to roy miftrcftc. 

Bur. Tut thou wilt make vfe of any thing. 

Con.Y ct I do not vfe my horfe for my miftrefle. 

Bur, Will it neurr be morning? 
lie ride too morro w a mile. 

And my way fhalbc paued with Englifh faces. 

Cm By 




"7 r< v • 

ttffTewifkh&jtft. A: 1 ? r 

Con. By my faith fo will not I, 

For fear* I be outfaced of my way. 

Bur. Well ile ®o arme my felfediay. 

Cebon. The Duke of Burbon longs for ttierni»* 

Or. I he longs to ei*r the Erigfilh, 
fin. 1 thinke hedeeateall he killes. 

Or It. G peace, ill will neucr faidwelk 
Con. He capthatprouetbe, • 

With there is flattery in friendfhip* 

Or, O fir, lean anfwere that. 

With giuc the diuel his due. 

Con. Haue at theeyetrfthat prouerbe, 

Wuh a Iogge of the diuct. 

Or. Well the Duke otBurbo/fiis fimply, n 
The mod aftiuc Gentleman of France, 

Con, Doing his a&iuitie.and heeleftilbc doing. 1 
Or. He neucr did hurt as I heard off. 

Con. No I warrant you,not ncuer will. 

Or, I hold him to be exceeding valiant. 
fin. I was told fo by onethat knows him better the yot, 
Or, Whofethat? 

Con. Why he told me fo himfelfe: 

And faid he cared not who knew it. 

Or. Well who will go with me to 
For a hundred Englifliptifoners i 
fin. You mutt go to hazard your ftfft. 

Before you haue them. 

Enter aAfeJftnger. 

tZiejf. My Lords, the EngUth lye within a hundred 
Paces of your Tent. 

Con. Who hath meafured the ground? 

Mejf, The Lord Grxnpeere, 

Con. A valiant man, a. an cx"* r ' 

Gome, come away: 

The Sunis hie, and we wearc out * 

D 2 Enter 





T he Chr»»kU Hi&tirit 

' jr.'; Hi.- o! 

Enter the Kingckfguifedjo him- Piftol!. - ■ 

Pitt. Kevela? 

King. A friend. 

Fiji. Dilcusvnto roc, art thou Gentleman* 

Or art thou comttnn, ,bafe,and popcler ?? 

King. No fir,l ara a Gentleman of a Company* 

Pitt , Trailes thou the puillant pike? .. 

King. Eucnfo fir. What are you ? 

Tift, As good a gentleman as the Emperoui. 

King. O then thou art better then the King? 

Pift, The kings a bago,and a hart of gold, ; . 

Fiji. A lad of lifc»an impe of fame s 
Of parent* good.offift trioft valiant: 

I kis his durtie fhoe.and from tny hart ftrin gs 
I loue the lonely bully. What is thy name ? 

King. HoryleRoy. . ; 

Pitt. Le Roy, a Comilh man: 

Art thou of Cornilh crew i 
Kin. Nofir,Iania Wealehnian. 

Pijf. A Wealchman:knowft thon FieweHtn! 

Kin. I fir, he is my kinfman, 

Pift, Art thou his friend? 

Kin. I-fie. 

Fiji. Figa for thee then : my name is Tftoll, 

K in. It forts well with youfficrceneflc. 

Pift, Pifto/lis my name* 

: t £*«fPiftoll. 

Enter C/ower nniTlervellen, , / 

(jour, Capfaine Flewcllen. 

Tier*. In the name of Iefu fpeake lewer. 

It is the greateft folly in the w orell, when the auncicnt 
Prcrogatiues of the warres be not kept. < 

I warrant you,if you looke into the warres of the Romanes*. 
You {hall find® no tittle tattle, nor bible bablc there: - 

But 



ifffettrythefift. 

But yon fhall finde the cares, and the feares. 

And the ceremonies, to be ctherwife. 

Gonr, Why thechemy is lond.yoti heard Inra all night. 
Tier v. Codes lo!Iud,ifthc enemy be an Afic& a Foole, 
And a prating cocks-comc,is it meet that we be alfoafoole. 
And a prating cocks- come, in yout confcicnce now?, 

Gour, He fpeake lower. - 

Pity*. 1 befeech you do, good Captaine G diner, 
oriSfc J v . v ;n no '/.■ Exit G»r*er,nndTUwtlkn, 
Kin, Tho it appeate a title out of fafhion. 

Yet theres much carcin this. • -.TncouSt -la . : i 

: ipj-ymu: icft* -jHv; .< v -id ■ •' - ' or! i 



•j.lnsMjaiisrj 




Enter three Sonldiert. 

' b.-; 

1 .Soul. Is not that the morning yonder? 

. ftt ySottl. I wc fee the beginning, .,,o.d r 

‘God knowes whether we (hall fee the end or no. 

%.Soul, Well I thinke the king could with himfclfc 
Vp to the nccke in thc middlc bfthe Thames, 

And (o I would he wcrc,at aH adufcpturesj>and I with him* 
Kin. Now mailers god.roorrow,what chcarc? 

3 .S Jfeith fthalltrhce)! feme ofvsislike toshaue, 

Ere this dayende- 

Kw, Why fearnothilngmanithe king isfrblike, 

2 . S.I he may be,for he hath no fuch caufe as we 
K in. Naylay notfo,hcisa manas we are. 

The Violet fmels to him as tovs: 

Therefore il he fee reafons, he feares as we do*, jU. 

2 .Sol, But the king hath aheauy reckoning to make, 

/fhis caule be not good: whenidl thole foulcs >• > . 

Whole bodiesfhaU be llaughcered here. 

Shall ioyne together at the latter day. 

And fay /dyed ac fuch’a place. Somefwearings 
Some their wines rawly left : 

Seme leaning their children gpore behind them. 
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Now if his caufcbe bad,I think it will be a greeuous matter 

'• " 1 ; ■ '(rohinN 



AsFa&erinto another Countrey, 

And he by any tneanestaifearry, - ngnimqs A->A 
Youmay fay ihebufmefleofthemaifter, h f ' 
Was the author of his feruants misfortune. 

Or if a fonnebe imployd by his father* 

And he fail into any leaud a&ion,y ou may fay the father 
Was the author ofhisfonnes damnation. v->=: .» 

Put the matter is not to anfwere fonhisferuants, n:>&~ n 
jfhe father for his fonne,nor the king for his fubiefts : 

For they purpofe not their deaths-, whe they craue their fer- 
Some there arc that haue the gifeofpremeditated (uicess 
Murder on theth: ! V srhmcut v’-z ■ . . <-J 



4mow it cneusewmnp tne iawx,-* ! -sw « 

Y et theycanhocefcapeGodtvpubiibment. 

War is Gods Beadel. War is Gods vengeance: 'a* 1 ■ ■ 'i 

Eucry miwsfcmieeiSthekihgfe • " 1 M 

But cuery mans fouleis his owne. • :i Jl • •• 



s. 



Andwalhcuery moathoutofhisconfcience: - ! 

That in fo-doing.he may be the readier for deaths 
Or not dying, why the time was well fpent, 

W herein fuch preparation Was made. 1 
3 .Lord, Yfaith he faies true: 

Euery mans fault on his ownc head, 

I would not hauethe king anfwere forme. 

Yet 1 intend to fight luftttyfor him. ' , ' 

King. Well, I heard the king, he wold not be ranfemde. 
2. L, I he faid fo, to makfc'vs fight: r 

But when our throstes he cut, he may be ranfotnde, 

Andwencuetthc wife r. :j{ \ : - s:t> .1 - • * *■_ ' 

Km. IfMiUe tofeethat, Ileneuer ei«ftfehjwdidugam6 

3 ,L>rd s 



V f 
«• J j/i 









% So/. Mas youlc pay fihn then.tis a g;fe?t difpleafdre v 
That an elder gun, can do agaihft a cannon, 1 ! 

Or a fubidft againft a raonarke, 

Youle nere take his word ag&lb.yout a ittw^goft. ; f . « 
King. Your reproofe is fomevyhat too bitter: 

Were it not at this time 1 could beiangryi 1 __ 

2.S«4 Why let it be a quarrellif thou wilt* 

King. How lhall I know thee ? 

2‘,Sof. Hcw isfBy^louc^v^ich ifcucr I fed in thy hat^ 

He challenge thee, and (bike thee./ A • y : . .jy-A 

Kin. H ere is likewife anothek of mine, ni vrnyiA *t! i 
And allure thee ile weare it. 

2 .Sc/. Thou dar’ft as Well be hangd. 

3 ,S«/. Be friends you fooles, 

Wc haue French quarrels anow in hand: 
WehauenonieedofEnglifhbroyles. * 

Kin, T»s no treafon to cut French crownes,' 

For to morrow the king- hitnfelfc wil be a clipper* 

. VO • Exit the fottmers. 

. 

*1 ' 4 i ^ I. - ^ ' -• ' - - ; \ *- 



Enter the. King, tyojter, Epingttmjtnd 
isittcneUnts. 

.mcuofl lo ";.••}! :nrt »ris r;opivi n . v'.-fi; 1 r* 

K. O God of battels fteelje royfouldiers harts. 

Take from them nowthe fence of rekeoning, 

That the appofed multitudes which ftand before th cm* 
May not appall their courage, 

0 not to day, not td day 6 God, 

Thinkeon thefaultmy fathermade, 

In compafling the crowne. n !‘ / 

1 %ichArds bodiehauciftterfednew, j * r > 

And on it hath bcflowdmorecontrite tcaics, 

Then from it iffued forced drops of blood; ■ 3 « : ; •* 5,1 ! 

A hundred men haue Im yearly pay, 

-tJ iUt'jj OJL 'A ■'> ;v.‘i < 

V, E Which 
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The Chrtnitk'Hi^irU 

WhicHeuery day their withered hands hold vp 
To heaaen^B p^tdonblotjd, . ur . f . 

And I hauc built rwo chanceries, more wiji I do t , , ; 

T ho all tbail : can do, is all too fide. 

-SMJ’d COl1i'.'l((S(!10l?ISi 1110 t 

Enter Glofler* 

GUft, My Lord. I : - 

King, My brother G loFfarx Voyce. 

Glofi. My.Ldrd,the Army ftayesvpon your,prefen(e. 
King. Stay G/oBertt ay^and IsvtUgo withthec* :; 3 { 

The day my fricnds^and aU things ftayesibr me. t ■' . 

•It 3153'?/ »{t 3i||7.j ; 

Enter Clarence, Gloftcr, Exeter, andSalisbfirfa 

; hu-jiii 

War. My Lords fheFrench are very ftrong, 

F.xe. There is fiue to one.aridyct they-alliare fre^h. j • > 
War. Of fighting men thcyhauefiill fo«i«#bd^fap<L 
Sal. Theoddesis^koto grear.;FarewiBllltindtprds:t ; 
Brauc CUra$ce f and my Lord of Glofler, 

My Lord of Warwick*, and to all farewell. 

C/ar. Farewell kind Lord, fight valiantly to day, 

And yet in truth,l do thec wrong, ^ u 
For thou art made on the rrue fparkes of honour. 

Enteir Ktng.y 1 jfjjuJiobcO O . ' 
War. O would we had but ten: fiioufandmen 
Now at this inftant, that doth not woike in England.; 

King. W hofe that, that wi flies fo, my Coufen Warwick 
Gods will,! would not loofi; the,honotir , r 
One man would fliare&om:rfle,; ' ; : ; id! 

Not for my kingdoms. ,30 atod sr’i gnfih qffto? rfi 

No faith my Coufen, wifiinhhQne^ao.more, -.v. ■ • y» %■ l 

Rather proclaimc it prefcntly through ;qw! camps* . 

That he that hafiino ftjomicjc? to^ijfcaft, ;; :J ;uih;-:S 
Let him depart, his pafport fhaH bee drawne* u h - , : 

And crowncs for conuoy put into his purfc, 

th’-.d'H Wl 
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Wewould notdie in that mans company, 

That fearcs hi$ fellow (hip to die with vs. 

This day is called the day of Cryfpin, ^ 

He that outliues this day^and fees old age, 

Shal i fiahd a tiptoe when this day is named, 

And rowfe him at the name bf Cryfpin. 

He that outliucs this day, and comes (afe home, 

Shall yearply on the vygillfcaft his friends, 

And fay,to morrow is S. Cryfpines day ; 

Then fliall we in their flowing bowles - J 

Be newly remembred. Harry the King, . > • - r 
Bedford and Exeter, ClartnceK\d Glofter, j > 

Warwick^* nd Torke. 

Familiar in their mouthes as houfiiolB words. 

This ftory fliall the good m&'n tetthis fonne. 

And from this day,vntothe generall doome : 

But we in it (hall be remembred. 
Wcfewc,wehappicfewc,wc bond of brothers, ’ 

For he to day that (heads his blood by mine, 

Sbalbc my brother: be be nere fo bafe. 

This day (hall gentle his ebnditibn. 

Then fliall he (trip his (leeues, and (hew hisskars. 

And fay,thefe wounds I had on Crifpines day s 
And Gentlemen in England now a bed. 

Shall thinkc themfelues accurfl. 

And hold their manhood cheape, 

While any fpcake that fought with VS 
Vpon Saint Crifpines day. 

Cjlott. My gracious Lord, 

The French is inkhc field. 

Kin. Why ad filings dre ready ,tf our minds be fa 
Wan Penfliitht mail whofe mind isbackward now. 

King. Thou doft not evifh more help fio England coufen?. 
War. Gods will my Liege, would you and I alone. 
Without more helpe, might fight this battle out 

Co 



Tl D- 



Vine?. 








T he Chrortick Hilforit- 

Why well faid.That doth pleafe me better, ? ■ 

Then to wifh me one.Youknow your charge, 

God be with you all. 

Enter the Herafd'fiomthe French, ; !i ■ 

Herald. Oncemorel, come to know of thee king Hemy t . 
What thou wilt giucifor raunfome ? 

Kin, Who hath fent thee now? 

Her. The Con [table ok France. 

Kin. 1 prethy bears my former anfwecbacker 
Bid them atchieuc me^and th^nifellijny-bones.. ilnTl o r. ' 
Good God, why ftiould they mock g6od fellow* v*i 

The man that once did fcllfbc Lions skin, (thus?. 

While the bea(t hued,was kild with huntinglum. > 

A many of our bodies (ball no doubt 
Finde graues within your- real me of Trance: 

Tho buried in your d«nghife, wcflialbcfamed. 

For there the Sun fhall greets J .hem, 

And draw vpthtfr hoijprs reakingyp to beauen* 

Leauing their egsthly to choke \ our clymc r: i • 

The fmel wherof, fhalfbreed a plague in Francex , 

Mai ke then abundant valour mour Englifb, 

That being dead, like-tt^ the bullets crafmgs . -ii '. -J 

Breakcs forth in$ a Cccqndequrfeof nnfehiefe, 

Killing in relaps of mortalities. 

Let me fpeakc proudly, . • , , , : )r ■ j : ^ 

Ther’s not a peece of featherdn our campe. 

Good argument 1 hope we (hill not flye: 

And time hath worne vs into flouendry. 



,, [v/i 






But by the mas,our hearts arc injbe trim,. 
And my poore fou’dters tel me, ye, f ere night 
Thayle be infreBier jtobesjoj: they will phicke 



And turner hem out offeruice. If they do this, 
AsifitpleafcGodthey fhall, 

Thenlhallp^rwfo)Mf9Qh^ffit5Wd» ; . •» '/ 

-/r , ■: d’ ' Sauf 






■ 



/*• 

Saue thou thy labour Herauid: 

Come thou no more for ranfom, gentle Herauid. 1 
They /hall haue nought I fwcare,butthcfe tny bones.” 
Which ifthey haue, as /wil leaueam them, ; 

Will yecld them litle,teil the Conft^blc. ; 

Her. /(liall deliuerfe* 

Exit Herauid. 

Yorke. My gracious Lord,vpon my knee I craue, 

The leading of the va ward. 

Kin. T ake it braue T erke. Come lbu| diers lets away: 
And as thou pleafcii God,difpofe the day. 

Exit. 

.iUovi} :, : r}rj3-i. "■}•• < •}ii.f:vr':n:idii , 3 AY/'; 

Enter the foure French Lords.. 

> . 

Ge. Odiabello. 

GonJE Morduma vie. ( 

Or. O what a day is this/ 

Bur. O lour dei houte all is gone,aU is loft. 

Con. We are inough yet rmingiathe field, 

T o fmothet vp the Englifh, 

If any order might be thought vpon. 

Bur. A plague of order, once more to the field, 

And he that will not follow Burhon now, 

Let him go home, and with his cap in hand, ; , J : 

Likc abacclcno hold the chamber d.Q.qr*» ,..., . „ 

Why leaft by a flaue no gentler then my dog. 

His faireft daughter is contamuracke< 

Con. Difordcr that hath fpoyld vsjtight vs now, 

Come wc in heapes , weelc offer vp, our litres 
Vnto thefe Englifti,or clfe die with fame. 

Come, come along, ; ; 

Lets dye with honour, our fhame doth lad too long, 

: ■ ' ■. I ■■ 

; ExttotntteSf, , 

3- s > E J Enter 
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'Enter Pifioll, the French man, and the Boy. 

Tift. Eyldcur,cyldcur. 

French. OMonfire,ie vousen preeauespetiedemoy. 

Pift. Moy (hull not ferae./ will hauc fortic moys* 

Boy askc him his name. 

Boy. Coroantettesvousapclles? ; i. 

French '. Monfier Fcr. ^ . 

Boy. He faics his tiatnfe'is Maftcr Fer. _ 

Ftft. /le Fcr him, and ferit htm,andferkehimr 
Boy difeus the fame in French. • ' 

Boy. Sir I do not know/,whats French | ; 

Fot fcr, ferit and fearkt. 

Pif} Bid him prepare, for I wil cut his throate. 

Boy. Featc,vou preat.illvoullescoupelevotregage. 

P0. Onyemafoy couple la gorge. 

French. Qui dit ill monfiere.' ' : J 

111 ditye ft vou ny vouly pa domy luy. 

Boy. La granranfomcjill voutucrcs. 

French. O lee vous cn pri pettic gcntclhorae.pirle - 

A cce.gran capataine,pour aueZ tnefeie 

Cinquante^ ocio^.le^ye^vngentclhome de France. 

PA What fayeshe boy f 1 
<Boy. Marry fit lie fayes 3 heisa GcOtlcraan of a great 

Houfc,of Franceund for his rahfome, 

He will giuc you 500/ iimwnes. 

Pift. “ 1: f * ,en v " «v>- 

And I the CrdVyiiies Will take. V • • 

And as I fuck blood,! wWl’fotn«nercie fhew. 

Follow me cur. 



extern 

Enter the King and hie Nohles t V&<A\> 
Kinn v Wlfel'iS French retire l 



, Exitomtt . 
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if Henry the f ft. 

Yet all is not done, yet keepe the French the field* 

Exe, T he Duke of Torke commends him to your Grace! 
King, Liues he good Vncklc,twifc I favvc him downc, 
Twifevpagainc: . ; 

From helmet to the (pilfrejall bleeding ore. 

Exe. In which aray,brauefouldicr doth he lye, 

Larding the ptaines, and by his bloody fide, 

Yoake fellow to his honour dying wounds* 

The noble Farleofi’»^o% alfo ly e$. 3 

Sujfoikefi rft dv dc,and Torke aij hailed ore. 

Comes to him where in blood he lay ftcept, f 

And takes him by the beard, kifles the gallics 
That bloodily didyane vpon his face. 

And cry de aloud, tary deare coufin Sujf'olke: 

My foule (hall thine keep company in heauen: 

Tary deare foul e awhile, then file to.rcft: 

And inthis glorious and well foughten field* 

We kept togither in ourchiualdry. 

Vpon ihtfc words I came and cheerd them vp» 

He tooke me by the hand, Lid deare my Lorc^ 

Commend my fcruice to my foueraigne. 

So did he turnc,aneLouetSujfo/kes neckc 

He threw his wounded arme,and fo elpoufed to death* 

Withbfootlhefealed.Anargumcnt 

Of neuer ending loue.The pretie andfvyeet maneroF it, 

Forft thofc waters from me,which I would hauc flopt. 

But I not fo much of man in me, ( . 

But all my mother.camc into ray eyes. 

And gauc me-ypto tearcs. 

Kin. I blame you not: for hearing you* * 

I mull conucit to tearcs, . 

■ ^Alarum psundiK 

Whatnew alarum is this ? 

Bid euery fouldier kill his prifoner. 

Btft. Couple gorge. Exitomei. . 

- ' Enter 







The cfimtck Biff ork 

Enter Flewelien,and Captaine (~wftr, 

■ We*. Godes plud ktltheboyefr and the lugyge, * - 
Tistbe arrays peece of knauery as can be defaced. 

In the worell now,in youv confcience now. -/;■ 

G*«r. Tis certain?, there is not aBoy "<■ ;•»■ 

And the edfrfer’dfytafeals that random the baucll, 
Themfelues hauc done this (laughter: 

B efidc.they haue carried away and burnt, 

All that was in the kings Tents 

Whervpon the kingcaufed euety ptuonets » : • • > > • 

Throat robe cut. Oheis a worthy king. 

Flew, 1 h c Was born at Mewnorths - 
Captain Gower, wh^t call you the place whet? 

Alexander the bigwas borne ? 

Gear, Alexander the great. 

Flew, Why 1 pray, is nat big great . 
a. n r ., u- nt maormniHH 



vrnb 






iauc the irate is a mi cv»wvw»* 

Gout. I thinke *silex**der the great 
Was borne at Macedon. _ 

His father was called?^ of Macedtn, ,.53 

A ^ k /thinke it was OMaeedon indecdwhetc Alexander 

Was borne : looke youcaptainC Gower, J- 

And if youlooke into the mappes of the worell well, 

You (hall finde litle difference betweene n 

tMuedou and (JWonmorth. Lookeyou^here is 
A Riuer in MacedengnA^^ ^ j .^ A 

JnMonmertb,thc^it^Wk!^tMoimer » ^ 

Buttis out of tny braine.whatis the naine 
But tis all one,tis fo like, as my fingers is to my fine 5 » 

And there is Samons in both. ■ . ... 

Looke vou ciptiine©^r,and you «***?«» 



■> Item I 






of Henry the f ft. 

You (hall finde our King is come after Alexander ♦ 

God knowes,and you know, that Alexander in his 
Bowles, and his alles,and his wrath, and his difpleafures. 

And indignations, was kill his friend Clittu. 

gawer. /but our King is not like him in that. 

For he neuer killd any of his friends. 

Flew. Looke you,tis not w el 1 don e to take the talc out 
Ofa mans mouth, ere it is madeanend and finiflied : 
Ifpcakeinthecomparifons,as Alexander is kill 
His friend Ciittu ' fo our King being in his ripe 
Wits and iudgcmcnts.is turric away, the fat knite 
With the great belly doublettl am forgethis name. 

Gower. Sir Iohn Falftajj*. 

Flew. I, I thinke it is Sir Iohn Falflajfe indeed, 

I can tell you, theres good men borne at Monmertb*. 

Enter l{ing and the Lords. 

King . I was not angry fince /came into France , 

Vntill this houre. 

Take a trumpet Herauld, 

And ride vnto the horfmen on yon hill 
If they will fight with vs bid them come downe. 

Or lcaue the field,they do offend our fight : 

Will they do neither, we willcome to them, 

A nd make them sky r away, as faft 
A s Hones enforfl: from the old A (Brian flings. 

Befides,weele cut the throats of thofe we hauc. 

And not onealiue (hall tatte our mercy. 

Enter the Herattld. 

Gods will what meancs this? kno.vft thou not 
That we haue fined thefe bones of ours for tanfome? 

Herald, I come great king for charitable fauour. 

To fort our Nobles from our common men, 

We may haue leaue to bury all our dead, 

Which in the field lye fpoyled and troden on. 

Kin, 1 tell thee truly Herauld, I do not know whether 

F The 
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The day be ours or no: 

For yet a many of your French do keep the fields 
Hera. The day is yours. 

Kin, Praifcd be God therefore. 

What Caftle call you that J 
Hera. We call it lAgincourt. 

Kin. Then call we this the field of Agmcouru 
Fought on the day of CrjJpin.Cryfpin. 

•' Tie-tv. Your grandfather of famous memorie,. 

If your grace be temembred. 

Is do good feruice in France . 

Kin. Tis true Flewellen, \ 

Flew. Your Maieftie fayes verie true* 

And it pleafe your Maieftie, 

The Wealchmen there was do good feruice. 

In a garden where Leekes did grow. 

And I thinke your Maieftie wil take no fcorne. 

To weare a Leake in your cap vpon S .Dams day. 

Kin. No Flewellen fox I am wealch as well as you. 

Flew. All the water in Wye wil not wafh your wealch. 
Blood out of you, God keep it,and preferuc it. 

To his graces will and plcafurc.. 

Kin. Thankes good countryman. 

Flew. By lefus I am your Maiefties countryman: 

I care not who know it.fo long as your maiefty is an hbnelt 
K. Godkeep me fo.Our Herald go with him, (man. 
And bring vs the number of the featured French. 

Exit Her aide. 

Callyondcr fouldier hither. 

Flew, You fellow come to the king. 

Kin, Fellow why dooft thou weare that gloue in thy hatl 
Son/. And pleafe your maieftie, tis a rafeals that Iwagard 
With me the other day : and he hath one of mine, 

Which if euer I fee, I haue fworne to ftrike him* 



Si- 
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of Henry the f ft. 

So hath he fworne the like to me. 

K. How think you Flewe/len, is i t lawfull he keep his oathf 
FI. And it pleafe your maiefty, tis lawful he keep his vow* 
If he be periur’d once, he is as arrant a beggcrly knauc, 

As treads vpon too blacks /hues. 

Kin. His enemy may be a gentleman of worth. 

Flew. And if he be as good a gentleman as Lucifer 
And Bclzebub,and the diucl himfelfe, 

Tis meete he keepc his vowe. 

Kin, Well firrha keep your word. 

Vnder what Captain ferueft thou . ? 

Soul. Vnder Captaine power. 

Flew. C aptaine Cjower is a good Captain et 
And hath good littrature in the wanes. 

Kin, Go call him hither. 

Soul. I will my Lord. 

Exit fouldter. 

Kin. Captain //<W/«*,when Alottfon and I was 
Downe together, /tooke this gloue off from his helmet. 
Here Flewellen, weare it. /f any do challenge it, 

He is a friend of Alonfons, 

And an enemy to mee. 

Fie, Yourmaiefliedoth me asgreat afauour 
As can be defired in the harts of his fubiefts. _ 

/would fee that man now that fliould chalenge this gloue: 
And it pleafe God of his grace./ would but fee him, 

That is all. 

Kin. Flewellen knowft thou Captaine Cjower t 
Fie. Captaine Cower is my friend. 

And ifit like your maieftie, /know him very well. 

Kin, Go call him hither. # . 

Flew, /will and it (hall pleafe your maieftie. 

Kin, Follow Flewellen clofely at the heeles. 

The gloue he weares, it was the fouldiers: 

Fa 
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It may be there w ill be harrne bccweenc them. 

For I do know Flewellen valiant, 

And being toueht,as hot a? gunpowder: 

And quickly will returne an injury, 

Gofee there be no harme betweene them, . 

Enter Cj ow er, J lew e lien, and the SculAier, 

E lew. Captain Gower, in the name of lelu, 

Come to his MaidTie, there is more good toward you r 
Then you can dreame off. 

S onl, Do you hearc you fir ? do you know this gloucf 
F lew. 1 know the the gloue is a gloue. 

Soul. Sir I know this, and thus I challenge it. 

He Jlrikei him ... 

Flew, Gode plot, and his.Captain Gower fiand away: 
lie giue treafon his due prefently. 

Enter the Kmg,VK*rmcke,Cl«rence 3 *nd Exeter , 

Kin, How now, what is the matter i 
Flew, A nd it fliall pleafe your Maieflie, 

Here is the notableft pecce of treafon come to light, 

As you fliall defire to fee in a fommers day. 

Here is a rafcall,bcggerly rafcall.is flrike the gloue, 

Which your Maieflie tookc out of the helmet of Alonftttr 
And your Maieflie will bcare me witnes,and teftnuoiry. 
And auouchments, that this is the gloue. 

Soul, And it pleafe your Maieflie, that was ray gloue* 

He that I gaueit too in the night, 

Promifed me to wcarc it in his hat: 

I promifed to flrike him if he dtd. 

I met that Gentleman, with my gloue inJiis hat, .u 
And I thinkc I haue bene as good as my word. 

Flew. Your Maieflie heares, vnder your Maieftics 
Manhood, what a beggerly lowfie knaue it is* 

Ktn. Let mefcethyglouc.Lookcyou, 

This is the fellow of it. 

And 



It was I indeed you promifed to flrike. 




of Henry thefift. 

And thou thou haft giuen me mod bitter words, 

Howcanft thou make vs amends i 
Flew. Lethisneckeanfwereit, 

If there be any marflials lawe in the worell. 

Soul. My Liege,all offences come from the heart: 

Ncuer came any from mine to offend your Maieflie, 

You appeard to me as a common man: 

WitnefTe the night, your garments, your lowlinefTe, 

And whatfoeuer you rccciued vnder that habit, 

I befecch your Maieflie impute it to your owne fault 
And not mine.For your felfe came not like your felf© 

Had you bene as you fecmed,I had made no offence. 
Therefore 1 befeech your grace to pardon me. 

Kin. V ncklc,fill the gloue with crovvnes, 

And giue it to the fouIdier.Wcare it fellow. 

As an honour in thy cap,till I do challenge it* 

Giue him the crownes.Come Captaine F lewellcn, 

I mud needs haue you friends. 

Flew, By I efus ,the fellow hath mettall enough 
Inhis belly .Harke you fouldier,there is a (hilling for you> 
And keep your felfe out of brawles & brables , & diflenuds j 
And look e you,it fliall be the better for you. 

Soul, lie none ofyour money fir, not I. 

Flew. Why tis a good fhilling man. 

Why fhould you be queamilh i Y our fhoes arc not io good: 
It will ferue you to mend your fhoes. 

Kin, What men of fort arc taken vnckle? 

Exe , Charles Duke of Orleance, Nephew to the King. 
John Duke of Burbo»,v,n& Lord BowchcjHetll. 

Ofother Lords and Barrons, Knights and Squiers, 

Full fifteene hundred, befides common men. 

This note doth tell me often thoufand 
French, that in the field lyes ILine. 

Of Nobles bearing bannersin the field, 
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_ . ■ * i » 

Charles de ZeBruteMe C ocftabk oh France, 
laqv.es of Chattillian, Adnoirall of France, 

The Matter of the crosbows, Iohn Duke Alofon. 

Lord Ranbieres , hie Maifier of France. 

The braue fir Gwigzard, D o/phin.OiNobelle (Jharillai^ 
Gran Fw,and RoJJe, Fawcenbridge and Foj, 

Gerard and Ferton. Vandemant and Lejlra. 

Here was a royall fellowship of death. 

Where is the number of our Engli fh dead* 

Edward the Duke of Torke, the Earle of Suffolk? s 
Sir Richard Ketly, Dauy Gam Efquier : 

And of all other, but fiuc and twentie. 

O God thy arme was here. 

And vnto thcealone ) afcribc we praife. 

When without ftrategem, 

And ineuen (hock of battle, was euer heard 
So great, and litlc lofle,on one part and an other. 

Take it God,foritisonely thine. 

Exe. Tis wonderfull. 

King. Come let vs go on proccffion through the camp : 
Let it be death proclaimed to any man, . 

T o boaft hereof, or take the praife from God, . 

Which is his due. 

Flew. Is it la wful,andit pleafe your Maieftie j 
To tell how many is kild i 
King. Yes Flewel/en, but with this acknowledgement, 
That God fought for vs. 

Flew. Yes in my confidence, he did vs great good. 

King. Let there be fung,Nououes and te Deum. 

The dead with charitieent erred in clay: 

Week then to Catice, and to England then, 

Where nere from Frame % arriude more happier men. 

Exitomnts. 

Enter G overhand Flewellen. 

• L Gower. But why do you weare your Leekc todays^ ^ 






&f Henry the fift. 

Saint B antes day is paft i 
Flew. T here is occafion Captaine Q*wtr] 
Lookeyouwhy,and wherefore. 

The other day lookc you ,PtHolles 
Which you know is a man of no mcrites 
In the word I, is come where I was the other day, 

And brings bread and fault ,and bids me 
Eate my Lcckc : twas in a place, looke you. 

Where /could moue no difcentions : 

But if /can fee him,/ fhall tell him, 

Alitlcofmydcfires. 

Gow. Here acomcs,fwcl!inglikea Turkecocke. 

Enter Pifioll. 

Flew . Tis no matter for his fivelling,and his turkecocks, 
God plefieyou Antient PiJloll,y ou fcall, 

Beggerly,lowfie knaue.God plefieyou. 

‘Fiji. Ha, art thou bedlcm ? 

Doft thou thurfl: bafe Troyan, 

T o hauc me folde vp P areas fatall web ! 

Hence, /am qualmifh at the fmcll of Lecke. 

Flew, Antient Pi&tll. I would defire youbecaufe 
It doth not agree with your ftomacke,and your appetite, 
And your digeftions.to eate thisLeeke. 

-* Fiji. Not for Cadwalleder and all his goates. 

Flew. There is one goatc for you Antient Piftol. 

° Hejlriksshtmp 

Fiji. Bace Troy an, thou fhall dye. 

Flew. I, I know I fhall dye,meanc time, I would 
Defire you to liue and eate this Lceke. 

Gower. Inough Captaine, you haue aftoniflit hinw 
Flew. Aftonifht him, by /efu,Ilcbcatchishead 
Foure daycs,and foure nights, but lie 
Make him eate fomc part of my Lecke. 

Ptfl, Well mufti by tef ' _ 

T'tw* A 
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Flew, 1 out of queftion or doubt, or ambiguities 
Youmuft byto» 

Pitt. Good good. 

View. 1 Leekes are good, Antient Pitt oil. 

There is a {hilling for you to heale your bloody coxkonw. 
Pitt. Me a {hilling. 

Flew. If you will not take it, 

I liaue an other Leeke for y ou. 

Pitt .■ I take thy {hilling in earneft of reconing. 

Flew. Ifl owe you any thing,i!epay youin cudgels, 

You fhalbca woodraonger, 

And by cudgels,God bwy you, 

Antient r Pitto/l,GoA blclle you, 

And heale your broken pate, 

Antient Pittolly if you fee Leekes another time, 

Mocke at them, that is all : God bwy you. 

Exit FUwelien, 

Tift. AH hell {hall flir for this. 

Doth Fortune play the hufwy c with me now i 
Is honour cudgeld from my warlike lines? 

Well Fttt»eefarwell,newes hauc I certainly 
That Doll is ficke. One mallydie of France, 

The wanes afford eth nought,home will I ttug. 

Bawd will I turne,and vfc the flyte of hand : 

T o England will 1 ftcale. 

And there llefteale. 

And patches will 1 get vnto thefe skarres, 

And fwcare I gat them in the Gallia wanes. ^ ^ 

Enter at one doorejhe King e/England and his Lords, And at 
the other door e, the IOng of France, Mn. eeKe Katherine, the 
Dtske of Burbon,i<»d others. 

Harry. Peace to this meeting, wherefore we are w 6 ®* ^ 
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&f Henry the f ft. 

And to our brother France, Fairc time ofday. 

Fairc health vnto our loucly coufen Katherine. 

And as a branch, and member of this (lock: 

We do falutc you Duke oi'Burgondte. 

Fran. Brother of England, right ioyouj are we to behold 
Your face.fo arc we Princes Englifh euery one, 

Duk; With pardon vnto both yourmightines. 

Let it not difpleafe you, if I demaund 
What tub or bar hath thus far hindred you. 

To keepe you from the gentle fpeech of peace i 
Har. If Dukeof Bnrgondy, yon wold haue peace, 

You muft buy that peace. 

According as we hauc drawne our articles. 

Fran , We haue but with a curfenary eye, 

Oreviewd thcmphafcthyourGrace, 

T o let. fome of your Counfe 11 fit with vs, 

We Ihall rcturne our peremptory anfwere. 

Har. Go Lords, and fitwiththem. 

And bting vs anfwere bac ke. 

Yet leaue our coufen Katherine here behind. 

France. Withall our hearts. 

Exit King and the Lords ■ Manet ,Ka the - 

imCjand the Gentlewoman. 

Hate. Now Kate, you haue a blunt wooer here 
Left with you. 

Ifl could win thee at leapfrog. 

Or with vawting with my armour on my backc. 

Into my laddie. 

Without brag be it fpoken, 

Ide make compare with any. 

But leauing that Kate, 

If thou takeft me now, 

T hou {halt haue me at the word: 

A G And 
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And in wearing,thou (halt hauc me better and better. 
Thou (halt hauc a face that is not worth fun-burning, 
Butdooft thouthinkc,that thou andl, 

Betweene Saint Denit, 

And Saint George, (hall get a boy. 

That (h*U goe to Cenflantinop/e, 

And take the great T urkc by the beard, ha Katei 
Kate. Isitpoflibledatmefall 
Loue de cnemie dc France. 

Harry. No &tfe,tisynpo(fible 
You fliould loue the enemie of France: 

For Kate, l loue France fo well, 

That lie not leaue a Village, 

He haue it all mine : then Kate, 

When France is mine, 

Andl am yours, 

Then France is yours. 

And you are mine. 

Kate. 1 cannot tell what is dat. 

Harry. No Kate, 

Why He tell it you in French, 

Which will hang vpon my tongue,hkc a bride 

On her new married Husband, 

Let me fee, Saint Bennu be my fpecd. 

Quan France et mon. 

Kate. Dat is, when France is yours* 

Harry. Et vous ettes amoy, 

Kate. And I am to you. 

Harry, Douck France ettes a vou*: 

Kate. Den France fall be mine. 

Harry. Etlefuyues a vous. 

Kate. And you will be to me. 

Har. Wilt beleeue me Kate? tis cafier for me 
To conquer the kingdome, th? to fpcak fo much 
More French* 

- ’ A 



ef Henry the fifi. 

Kate. A your Maiefty has fslCc France inough 
To deceiue de beft Lady in France, 

Harry. No faith Kate not I. But Kate, 

.In plainc termes,do you loue mc. ? 

Kate, I cannot tell. 

Harry, No, can any ofyour neighbours tell? 
lie aske them. 

Come Kate, l know you loue me. 

And foone when you are in your cloflef, 

Youle queftion this Lady of me. 

But I pray thee fwcete Kate Me me mercifully, 

Becaufe 1 loue thee cruelly. 

That 1 (hall dye Kate,is furc t 
But for thy lode, by the Lord ncuer. 

What Wench, 

A flraight backe will growe crooked. 

Around eye will growe hollowc. 

Agreat leg will waxefmall, 

A curld pate proue baldc : 

But a good heart Kate, is the fun and the moonc. 

And rather the Sun and not the Moonc : 

And therefore K ate take me, 

T ake a fouldiernake a fouldier, 

Take a King. 

Therefore tell me K*/e,wilt thou haue me? 

Kate. Dat is as pleafe the King roy father. 

Harry. Nay it will pleafe him : 

Nay it (hall pleafe him Kate. 

And vpon that condition Kate He kifle you. 

K 4 .O mon dule nc voudroy faire quelke choflc 
Pour toute lc monde, 

Ce ne poynt votree fachion en fouor. 

Harry. What faiesfhe Lady? 

Lady, Dat it is not de fafion en France^ 

For de maidc^beforc da be married to 

..... Ma 
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May foy te oblyc>whar is to bafiie l 
Har, To kis, to kis. O that ti$ not the 
Faflii >n in Frannce, {or the maydes to kis 
Before they are married. 

Lady. Owye fee vottee grace. 

Har. Well, weele breake that cuftomc^ 

Therefore Kate patience perforce and yceld 
Before God Kate, you haue witchcraft 
In your.kiftes: 

A nd may perfwade with me more» 

Then all the French Counccll* r- o 
Ycur father is returned. '• )'■>: • •> 

- ; - J • . ' . ' 

Enter the King of France 3 and. 
the Lordes. 
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How now my Lords ? OtiC: V C* • sriSk 

France . Brother of England* 

We haue orcred the Articles, 

A nd h ue agreed to all that we in fedulc bad*. 

Exe, Only he hath not fubferibed this. 

Where your maieftie demauneb, ;v " ; 

That the kingof France hauing any occafion 

To write for matter of graunfj 

Shall name vour lhghnelfe, in this forme: 

And with this addition in French. 

Nottre trejher fifc, Henry %oy D 1 anglattrre, 

E heare de France. And thus in Latin 5 ; . : 1 l ; ; : ' 

Prec/anffimus filitts nofler HenrtcuBKex Anglie, 

St beres Francie. - " y 

Fran. Nor this haue we fo nicely flood vpottj 

But you faire brother may intreat the fame. 

Har. Why then let this among there®, . 

Haue his full courfe: And wiihall, , 

Your daughter Katherm in manage* • / . : • 

Frame f • 



of Henry theft ft, 

Fran. This and what elle, 

Y our maieftie fhall craue. 

God that difpofeth a)l,giue you much ioy V 
Har, W hy then faire Katherine, 

Come giuc me thy hand: 

Our manage will we prelent folemnife, 

And end our hatred by a bond of louc. 

Then will I fweare to Kate, and Kate to tnee : 
And may out vowes once nude, vnbroken bee, * 

FINIS. 
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of Henry the fife : with his battell fought 
at JgwCo*rt 'm France , Togitherwith 
Ancient Pittoll. 

Enter King Ifenry, Exeter , two’Bifhops%lwrence t 
And ether attendants. 

Exeter • 

S Hall T call in th'Ambaffadors my Liege ? > 

King. Not yec my coufin,tillweberefolu d 
Offome ferious matters touching vs and France. 

•Bjfb God and his Angels guard your facred throne, 
And make you long become it. 

Jtiwg.Sure we thankeyou •• and good my Lord proceed 
Why the Law SaliejHe which they haue in France.) 

Or Ihould or ftiould not flop in vs our claime : 

And God forbid my wife and learned Lord, 

That you fhould fafhion, frame, or wreft the fame. 

For God doth know how many now in health. 

Shall drop their blood, in approbation 
Ofwhat your reuerence {hall incite vs too. 

Therefore take heede how you impawne our perfon. 
How you awake the fleeping fword of warre : 

We charge you in the name of Gr d take heede. 

After thisconiuration,fpeake my 1 ovd : 

And we will nidge, note, and bclceue in heart. 

That what you fpeake, is walht as pure 
As (in in bspiifmc* 

A % »#. 
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i?j/&.Then hearc me gracious Soueraigne, & you Peeres 
Which owe your liues, your faith, and fcruices * 

To this imperiail Throne : 

There is no bar to flay your highnefle claime to France, 
But one; which they produce from Far amount t ’ 

No female fhal! fu.ccecd in Salique Land ; 

Which Salique Land, the French vniuftly gloze 
To be the Realme of France, 

And Far amount. z\\e founder of this law and femalebarr'e* 
Yet their owne writers faithfully affirme, 1 

That the Land Salique lyes in Germany , 

Betwecne the floods o £Sahec\ and of El me. 

Where Charles the fife hauing fubdude the Saxons 
There left behinde, and fetled ccrtaine French, 

Who holding in difdaine the Germane women* 

Forfomc difhoneft manners of their liues, 

Eftablifht there this Law. To wit. 

No female fhall fucceed in Salique Land : 

Which Salique land (as I haue fayd before) 

Is at^his time in Germany, call’d Mefene. 

Thus doth it well appeare, the Salique law 
Was not deuifed for the Realme of France •• 

Nor did the French poflefle the Salique land, 

Vntiil foure hundred one and twenty yearcs 
After the function of King Far amount, 

©odly fuppofd the founder ofthis Law. 

Hugh Capet alfo that vfurpt the Crowne, 

To fine his Title with fome fhew of truth, . 

When in pure truth it was corrupt and nought ; 
Conuey’d himfelfe as heire to the Lady Inger, 

Daughter to Charles theforefayd Duke aif Lorain s 
So that as ciecre as is the fummers Sun, 

King Pip ins Title, and Hugh Capets claime. 

King Charles his fatisfa<flion,all appeare 

To hold in right and title ofthe female : - . ■ 

So do the Lords of France vnrill this day, 

Howbeit they would hold vp this Salique Law 
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ofHentythejift. 

To barre your highnefle claiming from the female, 

A nd rather choofe to hide them in a net 
Then amply to embrace their crooked cauies, 

Vfurpt from you and your progenitors.. 

X. May we with right and confcience make this claini^ 
Bi. The fin vpon my head dread Soueraigne .* 

For m the booke ofNumbcrs it is writ. 

When the fonne dyes, let the inheritance 
Defcend vnto the daughter. 

Noble Lord, ftand for your owne, 

Vnwinde your bloody flagge, 

Go my dread Lord to your great Grandfires graue, 

From whom you claime : 

And your great Vnckle Edward the blacke Prince, 

Who on the French ground playd a T ragedy. 

Making defeate on the full power of France , 

Whilfthis mod mighty father on a hill. 

Stood finding to behold his Lyons wbelpc. 

Foraging the blood ofFrench Nobility. 

O Noble Engliib, that could entertaine 
With halfe their forces the full power of France : 

And let another halfe ftand laughing by. 

All out of worke, and coldc for aiflion. 

King . We mud not oncly arme vs gainft the French , 
But lay downe our proportion for the Scot, 

Who will make rode vpon vs with all aduantages. 

!F/.The.Marches gracious foueraigne,fhalbc fuftkienr 
To guard your Englapd from the pilfering borderers, 
King.We do not" meane the courfing fneakers onely. 
But fearethe maihe entendruenr ofthe Scot : 

For you fhall read, neuer my great Grandfather 
Vnmaskt his power for France, 

But that the Scot on his ynfurnifht kingdenve. 

Came pouring like the tide irito a breach. 

That England being empty of defences, 

Hath fhooke and trembled at the brute heereof. 

Bijh. She hath bin then moicfear’dthcn hurt my Lord : 
A 3 For 






i 

I 













7 ne L'vrontcie tnstery 
For heare her but examplified by her felfe. 

When all her cbiualry hath bene in France , 

And me a mourning widdow of her Nobles, 

She hath her felfe ,noc oncly well defended. 

But taken and impounded (as a ftray)the King o iScottes 
Whom like a caytiffe {lie did leadc to France , 

Filling your Chronicles as rich with praife. 

As is the owfe and bottome of the fea, 

With funken wracke, and (liipleffe treafurie. 

Lord. There is a faying very old and true. 

If you will France win, 

Then with Scotland firft begin : 

For once the Eagle England being in pray, 

Tohis vnfurnifhtNeft the wcaz.le«Sc#£ 

V V ould fucke her Egges, 

Playing the Moufe in abfencc of the Cat, 

T o fpoyle and hauocke more then {he can eat, 

Exe. It followes then, the Catmuft {lay at home. 

Yet that is but a cUrft ncceflity. 

Since we haue traps to catch the petty theeues s 
Whilfl that the armed hand doth fight abroad. 

The aduifed head controlles at home : 

For gouernment though high or low, being put in parts, 
Congructh with a mutual! confentlike muficke. 

Hi/h. Truc.thercfore doth heauen 
Diuide the fate of man in diuers funilions : 

Whereto is added as an ayme or But.Obedicnce s 
For fo liue the hony bees, creatures that by awe 
Ordaine an ail of order to a peopled Kingdomc. 

They haue a King, and Officers of fort ; 

Where fome like Magiftrates correil at home: 

Others, like M erchants venture Trade abroad : 

Others, like foldiours armed in their ftmgs. 

Make boot vponthefommers Veluet bud : 

Which pillage they with merry march bring home 
To the Tent-royall oftheir Emperor j 
Who bulled in his maiefty, behold 
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The finging Mafons building roofes of Gold, 

The ciuill Citizens lading vp the hony. 

The fad-ey’dluftice with his furly hum me, 

Dclitiering vp to executors pale, the lazie caning drone, 
This I inferre, that twenty actions once a foote. 

May all end in one moment. 

As many arrowes lofed feuerall wayes, fly to one marke : 
As many feuerall wayes meete in one Towne : 

As many frefli ftreamesrun in one felfe-fea : 

As many linesclofc in the diall center : 

So may a choufand ailions once a foote. 

End in one moment, and be all well born without dcfe£f. 
7 herefore my Liege to France , 

Diuide your happy England into foure, 

Of which take you one quarter into France , 

And you withal!, fhall make all CjaRia {hake. 

If we with thrice that power left at home, 

Cannot defend ourowne doore from the doggev 
Let vs be beaten, and from henceforth lofe 
The name of policy and hardineffe. 

Kin. Call in the meffenge r fent from the Dolphin, 

And by yout ayde, the noble finnewes ©f our Land, 

France being ours, wcel bring it to our awe. 

Or breake it all inpecces : 

Either our Chronicles fhall with fuH mouth fpeake 
Freely of our ails, or elfe like tongueleffe mutes, 

Not worflript with a paperEpitaph: 

Enter the Amb traders from France. 

Now arc we well prepard to know the Dolphins pleafure 
For vve heare your comming is from him. 

isfmbaf. Pleafcth your Maiefty to giue vs leauc 
Freely to render what we haue in charge. 

Or fliall I fparingly {hew a farre off. 

The Dolphins pleafure, and our Enibaffage? 

King-.We are iio tyrant, but a Chriftian King, 

To whom our fpirit is as fubicil. 

As arc our wretches fettered in our prifons. 

There- 
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Therefore freely, and with vncurbed boldnefle 
Tell vs the Dolphins minde. 

Ambaf. Thenthisin fine the Dolphin faith. 

Whereas you clairric cercaine Townes in France, 

From y our predeceffor King Edward the third, 
Thishcretutnes : 

He faith, there’s nought in France, 

That can be with a nimble Gailiard wonne, 

You cannot rcuell into Dukcdomcs there : 

Therefore he fendeth meeter for your ftudie 
This tun of treafure : and in lieu of this. 

Defires to lettheDukedomes that you crane 
Keare no more from you. This the Dolphin faith. 

King. VVhac trealure Vnckle ? 

Exe. Tennis balles my Liege. 

King. Wee are glad the Dolphin is fo plcafant with YJ, 
Your melfagc, and his prefent wcaccepr. 

When we haue matcht our Rackets to thefe balles, 

We wil by Gods grace play htm filch a fet, 

Shal ftrike his fathers Crowne into the hazard. 

Tell him he hath made a match with fuch a wrangler. 
That all the courts of France flialbe difturbd with chafes. 
And we vnderftandhim well, how he comes ore ys 
With our wilder daies. 

Not meafuring what vfc we made of them. 

We neuer vale w’d this poore feate of England, 

And therefore gaue our felues to barbarous Licenfe, 

As tis common feene. 

That men are merrieft when they are from home. 

But tell the Dolphin we will keepc our ftate. 

Be like a King, mighty , and command, 

\ft/hcn we do rowfe vs in the Throne of France. 

For this we haue layd by our Maiefty, 

And ploddedlike a man for working dayes. 

But we will rife therewith fo full of glory. 

That wc will dazlc all the eyes of France, 

1 Arike the Dolphin blinde to lookeon vs. 

And 






ofHentytbejift. 

And tell him this, 

His mocke hath turn’d his balles to gun-ftones. 

And his foule (hall fit fore charged, for the waftfull 
Vengeance that (hall flye from them. 

For this his mocke, 

Shall mocke many a wife out of their deare husbands, 
Mocke mothers from their fonnes, mocke Cattles down. 
I, fome are yet vngotten and vnborne, 

That fhallhaue caufe to curfethe Dolphins fcorne. 

But this lies all within the will ofGod, 

To whom we do appealc : and in vvhofe name, 

Tell you the Dolphin we are comming on. 

To venge vs as we may, and to put forth our hand 
In a right caufe : fo get you hence, and tell your Prince, 
His ieft will fauour but of (hallow wit. 

When thoufands wcepe morethen did laugh at ir. 
Conuey them with fafe conduit; fee them hence. 

Exe, This was a merry meflage. 

King.We hope to make the ft 'erbhifh at it : 
Therfore let our colleition for the wars be foon prouided 
For God before, weal check the Dolphin at his fathers 
Doore ; therefore let cuery man now taske his thought. 
That this faire ailion may on footc be brought. 

Exeunt omnes. 

Enter Nine and Tardolfe. 

Tar. Good morrow Corporall Nim. 

Nim. Good morrow Lieutenant Bardolfe. 

A<#\What, is Ancient Pifioll and thee friends yet ? 
Nim. 1 cannot tell, things mutt be as they may •• 

I dare not fight,but I will winke and hold out mine Iron, 
Tis a fimple one,but what tho ; twil ferue to toftc chcele, 
And it will endure cold as another manslword will. 

And theres the humour of it. 

j?<ir.Ifaith Miftreffe Quickly did thee great wrong, 

For thou vvert troth-plight to her. 

g Nmt 
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Niht.l muft do as I may,tho patience be a tired mare, 
5(et She el plod. and fome fay kniues haue edges, " 

And men may fleepc and haue their throates about them 
At that time, and there’s the humor of it. 

ItenComc ifaith,llebeftow a breakfaft to make PtfloR 
and thee friends. What a plague fhould wc carry kniues 
to cut our ovvne throates, 

jVnw.Ifaith ilc line as long as I tmy,that’s the certaine of 
it. And when I cannot line any longer,lle do as I may. 
And there’s my reft,and the randeuous of it. 

Inter t Til}e(l } and Hoftcs Quickly his wife, 

/Bar. Good morrow ancient PtSloll, 
heere comes ancient PtSloU , I prethee Nim be quiet. 
A/ws.How do you my hoft ? 

PiB . Bafe flaue,callcft thou me hofl ? 

Now by gads lugges I fweae ej fcorne the title. 

Nor (haU my jVc/Zkecpe lodging. 

Hs/?.No by my troth not I, 

Tor we cannot bed r.or boord halfe a fcore gentlewomen 
That liue honeftly by the pricke of their needle. 

But k is thought firaight we keepe a bavvdy-houfe, 

O Lord, heerc’s Corporall Nm,n ow (ball 
We haue wilful! adultery and murther committed.” 

Good Corporall A Tim (hew the valour of a man. 

And put vp your fword. TV/'jw.Puih. 

JV/?.What 5 doft thou pu(h,thou prickeard cur oflfcland 
Nim, Will you (hog off? - 1 would haueyou folus. 
?/J?.Solus,egregious dog,that folus in thy throate. 
And in thy lungs,and which is worfe, within 
Thy mesfull mouth, I do retort that folus 
In thy bowels,and in thy law perdie ; for I can talke. 
And PiHols flafhing fiery cockc is yp. 

Nim A am not Barhafont, you cannot comure me ; 

3 haue an humor Pijioll to knocke you indifferently well. 
And you fall foule with me Piftoli, 

Ik fcoure you with my Rapier in fairc tearmes. . 
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If you will walke offa little, 

He pricke your guts a little in good termes* 

And there’s the humor of it. 

Tijt.O braggard vile,3nd damned furious Wight., 

The grauc doth gape, and groaning death isnecre, 

Therefore exall. , , 

‘Bar.Wzue me,he that flnkes the nrft blow, 

lie kill him,as I am a Souldier. n,,it .u.,.. 

Ptfi.hn oath of mickle might, and fury (hail abate, 

Nim. He cut your throat at one time or another 
In faire termes : and there’s the humor of it. . 

i’/7?.Couple gorge is the word,I thee dthe agen , 

A damned hound,tbinkft thou my fpoule to get ? 

No,to the powdering tub of infamy. 

Fetch foorth the lazar kite of Crefides kinde 
Doll Tear-(heete,(he by name, and her efpowie 
I haue, and I will hold.the quandom quickly. 

For the oncly (he and Paco, there it is enough. 

Enter the 'Boy, . - - 

^.Hoftes.you muft come ftraight.to my Mafter, 

Gotffil//pmrhy "ofc between, the (heetes, 
thefedayes. 

He go to him,husband you 1 come . 

Bar.ComcPifioll befriends. 

A7i«,prethee be fricnds.and if thou wilt not. 

Be enemies with me too. «, hitting 

Nt.l fhal haue my eight (hillings I won ofyouatbetti g 
7y/?.Bafe is the flaue that payes. , f . 

M.That now I will haue, and mere s the hum 
Piji.hs manhood (hall compound. . A 

Bar . He that (hikes the fitft blow, 

VI. 1..11 u:_ k., .U,c Aunrd. 
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iV}».I {hall haue my eight {hillings I wonnc of vou at 
betting, 7 

fifi. A noble (halt thou haue, and ready pay. 

And liquor likewife will I giue to thee. 

And friendfhip (hall combinde out brotherhood 
lie liue by Nim , as Nim (ball liue by me : 

Is not this iuft? for I (hall Sutler be 
Vnto the Campe,and profit will occrue'. 

Nim.l fhail haue my noble ? 

Pifi. Injcafh raoft truely paid, 

" AA'w.VVhy theres the humor of it. 

Enter Hopes. 

Hoftes.hs cuer you came ofmen come in. 

Sir John , poore foule is fo troubled 
With a burning tafhan contigian feuev,tis wonderfull, 
Pifi. Let vs condole the knight ; for lamkins we wil liue. 

Exeunt omnes, 

Ent er Exeter and Glofter* 

Clofl. Before God my Lord, his Grace is too bold to 
truft thefe traytors, 

Pxe .They (ball be apprehended by and by. 

giofi.l but the man that was his bedfellow, - 
Whom he hath cloyed and graced with Princely fauors. 
That he (hould for a forreigne purfe,to fell 
His Soueraignes life to death and trcchery. 

Exe.O the Lon ' of c JMasjbam. 

Enter the King #nd three Lords. 

King.ftovj firs, the winde is faire,and we will aboord ; 
My Lord of Cambridge ,* nd my Lord of Trlaspoam, 

And you my gentle Knight, giue me your thoughts. 

Do you not thinke the power we beare with vs. 

Will make vs Conquerors in the field of France ? 

Adas/I;arri.No doubt my Liege, if each man do his beft. 

Cam, 



of Henry the fift. 

X ^ w> Neuer was Monarch better feared and loued then 
is your Maicfty. 

Grey. Eucn thofethat were your fathers enemies 
Haue fteeped their gals in hony for your fake. 

Kin<r. We therefore haue great caufe ofthankfulncfie. 
And (hall forget the office of our hands ; 

According to their caufe and worthineffe. 

Maf So feruice fhail with fteeled finewes (bine. 

And labour fhall refrefli it fclfe with hope 
To do your Grace inceflant feruice. 

Kw^.Vncklc of Exeter.enlarge the man 
Committed yefterday,that raild againft our perlon. 

We confider it was theheate of Wine that let him on. 

And on his more aduice we pardon nim. 

Maf.Th&t is-mercy,but too much fccurity j 
Lethimbepunifbt Soueraignc, 

Lcaft the example of him, breed more of luch a kinde. 
Kmg. O let vs yet be mercifull. 

• fam.So may your highne(Te,and punifir too. 

Grey. Y ou fhew great mercy ifyou giue him life. 

After the tafte of his corre&ion. 

King Alaffc.your too much care and loue ofme. 

Are hcatiy onions againft the poore wretch, . 

If little faults proceeding on diftemper. 

Should not be winked at. 

How {hould we ftretch our eye.when capital 1 crimes. 
Chewed, fwallowcd 5 and digeftcd,appeare before vs ; 
Well yet enlarge the man,tho Cambridge and the reft 
In their deare loucs,and tender preferuation of our ftate. 

Would haue him punilbt. 

Now to our French caufes. 

Who are the late Coromilfioners ? 

CamMc one my L ord. 

Your highneffe bad me askefor it to day, 

Maf.So did you me my Soueraigne, 

Grey. And me my Lord. 

B 3 Kin &' 



\ 

i 

J 






I 

i 









i'.Yt 





j tie Ltitmciemstory : — ~ 

King. Then Richard, Earle of Cambridge , there is yours. 
There is yours, my Lord of Jldajham : ' 

And fir Thomas ^>< 7 , knight of Northumberland, 

This fame is yours ; 

Readc them, and know we know your worthinefie. 
Vncklc Exeter , I will aboord to night. 

Why how now Gentlemcn,why change you colour ? 
What fee you in thofe papers, 

That hath fo chafed your blood out of apparance ? 

Cam, l do confeffe my fault, and do fubinit me 
To your highneffe mercy. 

Mafh.’Xo which we all appeale. 

King. The mercy which was quit in vs but late. 

By your ownc rcafons is fore-ftald and done : 

You mu ft not dare for fhame to aske for mercy. 

For your ownc confciencc turne vpon your bofomes, 

As dogs vpon their mafters worrying them. 

Sec you my Princes,and my Noble Peercs, 

Thefe englifh Monfters .* 

My Lord of Cambridgehetc, 

You know how apt we were to grace him 

In all things belonging to his honor j 

And this vilde man hath for a few light crownes. 

Lightly confpir’dand fworne vnto the pra&ife* of Frmt, 
To kill vs hcere in Hampton . To the which. 

This knight, no leflc in bounty bound to vs 
Then Cambridge is,hath like wife fworne. 

But oh,what fhall I fay to thee falfc man. 

Thou cruell,ingratefull,and inhumane creature. 

Thou that didft bearethe key of all my counfell. 

That knewft the very fecrets of my heart. 

That almoft mightft haue coyn’d me into gold^ 

Wouldft thou haue pra&ifde on mefor thy vie ? 

Can it be poflible that out ofthce 

Should proceed one fparkethat might annoy my finger? 

Tis fo ftrange,thattho the truth doth fhew as grofc 



ifHentythefifi. 

As blacke from white,mine eye will fearfely fee it. 

Their faults are open, 

Arreft them to the anfwer of the law. 

And God acquit them of their praflifes. 

Exe.l arreft thee of high treafon. 

By the name of Richard,Eitk of Cdmbrtdge. 

I arreft thee of high treafon. 

By the name of Henry , Lord of /hiajham* 

I arreft thee of high treafon. 

By the name of 7'hom.u Grey , 

Knight of Northumberland. 

Afafb.Out purpofes God iuftly hath dilcoucre , 

And I repent my fault more then my death. 

Which 1 beleech your Maiefty forgiue. 

Although my body pay the price ot it. 

Krag.God quit you in his mercy, 

Hearcyour fcntence. 

You haue confpir’d againft our royall Perfon, 
loyned with an enemy proclaim d and fixed. 

And from his Coffers receiucd the golden carncft ofour 

death, , „ 

Touching our perfon we fecke no redrefle. 

But we out kingdomes fafety muft fo tender, 

Whofe ruine you haue fought, 

Thactoourlaweswedodeliueryou. 

Get vouhence,poore miferable creatures to your death. 

The tafte whereof,God in his mercy giueyou patience 
To endure, and true repentance of all your deeds aimlle: 

Bcarethemhence. exi,thr,,L«i,. 

Now Lords to Fra.ee : The enterptUe whereof. 

Shall be to you as vs,fuccefiiuely. . W< 

Since God cut off this dangerous treafon lurking m our 
Cheerly to fea.the lignes ofwar aduance ; 
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Enter NimJPtJl oU,Bardolfc } Hoflerywd a (toy. 

Jioft.l prethee fweet heart. 

Let me bring thee fo farre as Stanes. 

Pitt. No fur,no fur. 

Bar. Well, fir Iohn is gone, God be with him. 
Hoft.\Jn<z.\s in Artborsbo(ome,\feuci: any were, 

He went away as if it were a cryfombd childe, 

Betweene tweiue and one, 

Iuft at turning of the tide; 

His nofe was as fharpe as a pen ; 

For when I faw him fumble with the fheets. 

And talke of flowers, and fmile vpon his fingers ends, 

1 kne w there was no way but one. 

How now fir John , quoth I? 

And he cryed three times,God,God,God, 

Now I to comfort him,bad him not thinke of God, 

I hope there was no fuch need. 

Then he bad me put more cloathes on his feete. 

And I felt to them, and they were as cold as any ftone. 
And to his knees, and they were as cold as any ftone. 
And fo vpward,& vpward.and all was as cold as ftone, 
NimJXbey fay he cride out on Sacke. 
Z/»/?.Ithathedid. 

Boy.Arift of women. 

Hojl . No that he did hot. 

Boy . Yes that he did,8c fed they were diuels incarnste. 
Hojl, Indeed carnation was a colour he neuer loued. 
JV«w.Well,he did cry out on women. 

Hojl . Indeed he d id in fome fort handle women 



But then he was rumaticke, ' : 

Andtalktofthe fohore df Babilon. 

#<?y.Hoftet ,do you remember he faw a Flea ftand 
V pon Bardolfes nofe,and fed it was a blacke foule 
Buniioo in hell? 



Bard. 
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Ifcr.Well.God be with him. 

That was all the wealth I got in his fcruice. 

Mw.Shall we fhog off? 

The king will be gone from Southampton. 

Pijl. Cleare vp thy criftals, 

Looke to my chattels and my moucablcs j 
Truft none ; the word is pitch and pay ; 

Mens words are wafer cakes, 

And hold faft is the onely dog my deare. 

Therefore cophetuabc thy counfellor. 

Touch her foft lips and part. 

^.Farewell hoftefle. 

Him. I cannot kis,and theres the humor ot it* 

But adieu. 

P*7?.Keepe faft thy bugglcboc. 

J Exit omnes. 

Enter King of France, Bourbon, Dolphin , 

and others. 

J&wg.Nowyou Lords of Orltanct, 

Of Bourbon, zi\A of Berry , 

You fee the King of England is not flacke, 

For he is footed on this Land already. 

Dolphin My gracious Lord, 

Tis mecte we all go foorth, 

And arme vs againft the foe : 

And view the weake and fickly parts of France : 

But let vs do it with no Ihew of fearc. 

No with no more,then if we heard 
England were troubledwith a Morris dance. 

For my good Lord, (be is fo idcly kingd. 

Her feepter fo fantaftically borne. 

So guided by a {hallow humorous youth. 

That fearc attends her not. , c . e 

Crw.Opcace Prince Dolphin, you decenie you^lfe,^ 
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Qycftlon your Grace ihc late Embaffador, 

With what regard he heard his Embaflage, 

How well Supplied with aged Counfelldrs, 

And how his refolution anl'wer’d him. 

Youthen would fay, that Harry wasnotwildc. 

A7#g\Well,thinke we Harry flrong. 

And ftrongly arme vs to preuent the foe. 

Con My Lord,hcere is an Ambaflador- 
From the King of England, 

King.YM him come in. 

You fee this chafe is hotly followed, Lords, 

DolMy gracious father,cut vp this Englilh Ihort 
Self.-Ioue my Liege is not fo vile a thin** ‘ 

As felfe-negleding. 

Enter Exeter. 



Ewe.From him, and thus he greets your Maicfly • 
He wils you in the name of God Almighty, 1 * 

That you deueft your felfe,and lay apart 
Thaf borrowed title, which by gift of heauen. 

Of law,ofnaturc 3 aiad of Mations,longs 
To him and to his heiresrnamely the Crowne 
And all wide ftretched titles that belongs 
Vnto the crowne of France , that you may know 
Tis no finifter,nor no awkeward claime. 

Pick from the wormeholes ofold vaniflit dales 
Nor from the duftofoldoblii onrackt, 

He fends you thefc moft mem rablc lines, 

3n euery branch trucly demon!) ated : 

Willing yououcrlooke this pedigree. 

And when you finde him euenly deriued 
From his moft famed and famous Anccftors, 

Edward the third j he bids you then refigne 
Your Crowne and Kingdome,indireaiy held 
From him,the natiue and true Challenger. 



' I 



King. 




of Henry the fifu 

King.it notjWhat followes } « 

fx.Bloody coftraintjfor if you hide the crown 
Euen in your hearts, there will he rake for it j 
Therefore in fierce tempeft is he comming 
In thunder, and in earthquake, like a I»ue, 

That if requiring fails, he will compcll it : 

And on your heads turnes he the widows teares 
The orphants cries, the dead mens bones. 

The pining maidens groncs,* 

For husbands, fathers, and diftrefied louers. 

Which ftiall be fwallowed in this controucrfie. 

This is his claime, his threatning, & my meffage, 

Vnleffe the Dolphin be in prefence heere. 

To whom exprefly we bring greeting too. 

. Del. For the Dolphin ? I ftand here for him. 

What to hcare from England. 

Ew.Scorn 8c defiance, flight regard, contempt, 

And any thing that may not mif-become 
The mighty fender, doth he prize you at .• 

Thus faith my King. Vnles your fathers highnes 
Sweeten the bitter mockeyou fent his Maiefty, 

Hec’l call you to fo loud an anfwer for it. 

That Caues and wombly Vaults of France 
Shall chide your trefpaffe, 8c returne your mock, 
Infecond accent of his Ordenance. 

T)ol . Say that my father render faire reply. 

It is againft my will : 

For I defirc nothing fo much, 

Asoddes with England. 

And for that caufc, according to his youth, 

I did prefent him with thofc Farit balks. 

Exe. Hee’i make your Farit Louer fhake for it, 

Were it the Miftrcflc Court of mighty Europe. 

And be a {lured, you! finde a difference. 

As we his fubie&s haue in wonder found, 

Betwcene his yonscr daies,and thefe he mufters now; 

1 ° Cz Now 
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*fhe chremcle HtfUrf 

Now he weighes time euen to the lateft graine. 

Which you (hall finde in your owne Ioffes, 

If we ftay in France. 

K»«g.WeH,for vs you (hall returne our anfwer bacte 
To our brother of England. 

Exit otmes. 

Enter Nim^Bardolfe,Pifiod,andBoy. 

AVw.Before God heeres hot feruice. 
pifi. Tis hot indecd,blowos go and cqme, 

Gods vaffals drop and dye. 

A7?»,Tis honor,and there’s the humor of it. 

Boy. Would I were in London, 

Ide giuc all my honour for a pot of Ale. 

Pt'tf.And I : if wiftics would preuaile, 

I would not ftay,but thither would I hie. 

Enter Flewellen } and beats them in* 

Flerv. Go ds plud,vp to the breaches 
You rafcals,will you not vp to the breaches ? 

Nim. Abate thy rage fweete knight. 

Abate thy rage. 

Boy. Well,I would I were once from them j 
They would haue me as familiar 
With mens pockets,as their Gloues and their 
Handkcrchers.they will fteale any thing. 

Bardolfe ftolc a Lute-cafc,carried it three mile. 

And fold it for three halfepence. 

Nim dole a fire-ftiouell, 

I knew by that, they meant to carry coales .* 

Wcll,if they will not leaue me, 

1 meanc to leaue them. 

Exit NimfBardolfe, PifloH^ndP ay . 



Flew. 



ctu 



Enter Gower. 

</Wer,Captaine Flewellen, you muft come ftrait 
T o the Mines, to the Duke of Glofier. 
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of Henry the fift . 

FlewXooVt you,teIl the Duke it is not fo good 
To come to the Mines : the concuaueties is otherwife. 
You may difeuffe to the Duke,the enemy is digd 

Himfelfe fiue yards vndcr the countermines : 

By lepsu I thinke hoel blow vp all, 

If there be no better direction. 

Riorum. Enter the King and his Lords. 

King&ovi yet rcfolucs the Gouernor of the Towne ? 
This is the lateft parley wcel admit ; 

Therefore to our beft mercy giue your felues. 

Or like to men proud ofdeftruflion.defie vs to our worft. 
For as I am a fouldier,a name that in my thoughts 
Becomes me beft, if we begin the battery once againe, v 
I will not leaue the halfe atchieued Harflew, 

Till in her afnes (he be buried. 

The gates of mercy are all (hut vp. 

What fay you,will yo,u yeeld and this auoid. 

Or guilty in defence be thus deftroid ? 

Enter Gouernor . 

,v • 

Gouer.Oat expc&ation hath this day an end .• 

The Dolphin,whom of fuccout we entreated, 

Returncs vs word, his powers are not yet ready 
To raife fo great a fiegc : therefore dread King, 

We yeeld our towne and liues to thy foft mercy : 

Enter our gates, difpofe of vs and ours. 

For wc nolongcr are defenfiue now. 

Enter Katherine and tAltce. 

Kate. Alice venecia,vous aues cates en, 

Vou pane fort bon Angloys englatara. 

Coman faepalla vou lamainenfrancoy. 

C 3 



Alice. 
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7 #<r c urowcie mstery 
Alice.La main madam dehan. 

•forte. E da bras. 

Alice. De atm a madam. 

Kate. Lc main da han la bras de arma, 

Alice. Owyc Madam. 

Kate. E Coman fa pdla vow lamenton a la coll, 

Alice. De neck,e dc cin,Madam. 

Kate . E deneck.e decin,edecode. 

Alice, Dc cudiema foy Ie oblye^itiais Ic rcmcmbrc 
Le tude,o de t’lbo Madam. * 

forte.Ecowte Ie reherfera,towt cclla quc lac apoandre. 
De han.de arma,dcneck,du cin.e de bilbo. 

A/ice.De elbo Madam. 

Kate.Q Icfu.Iea obloyc ma foy.ecoute Ie recontcra 
Dc han,de arma,de ncck,decin,e de elbo.eca bon. 

Alice, May foy Madam.vou parla au fe bon Angloy, 
Afie vous aues ettue en Englatara. 

Kate. Par la grace de deu an petty tancs. Ie parle millcur 
Coman fe pclla vou Iepeid e le robe. 

Ahce. Le fooc,e le con. 

Kate.Lt fooe.e le con,0 Icfu ! Ic ne veu pointft parle. 
Sic plus dcuant le cho cheualires dc franca. 

Pur one million ma foy. 

^/icff.Madam.de footer lecon. 

Kate.Q et ill aufie.ccoute Alice ,de han,dc arma, 
Dcneck.de cin,le footeje de con, 

Alice. Cet fort bon Madam. 

Kate.h loues a diner. 

Exit omnts. 
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df Henry the Jift, 

Outgrow their grafters. 

2?#r.N ormancs.b aftard Normancs,t«or du, 

And if they paflc vnfoaght withall, 
lcfell my Dukedomc for a foggy Farme 
In that fhort nooke lie of England. 

Con. Why whence haue they this mettall? 

Is not their Climate raw.foggy.and cold. 

On whom.as in difdainc.the Sunnc lookes paie? 

Can barley broth, a drench for fwolne lades. 

Their fodden water decockt fuch liuely blood ? 

And jfhall our quicke blood,fpirited with wine, 

Seeme frofty ? O for honour of our names, 

Let vs not hang like.frozen Icefickles 

Vpon our houfes tops, while they(a more frofty Climate) 

Sweate drops of youthfull blood. 

.K/Hjr.Conftable difpatch,fend Montioy foorth, 

To know what willing ranfome he will giuc : 

Sonne ZWp/?/»,you‘ft>all ftay in Rboneyt'nU me. 

Uc/.Notfo.I do befeech your Maiefly. 

fo»£.Wcll,Ifay icftiallbcfp. 

Exeunt omnts. 

y,.tt -r, 3{l0 :. ,-i^he ......... 

SnterGower and Flewellen , 

Gtftw.How now Captaine Flewellen, 

Come you from the bridge? 

Flew. By Icfus there’s excellent feruice committed 
the bridge ? 

Gower. Js the Duke of Exeter fafe ? 

F/e».TheDukeof Exeter \% a man whoml loue. 

And I honour,and 1 worfhip with my foulc. 

And my hjeart,andmy life. 

And my lands,and my liuings. 

And my vttermoft powers. 

The D ukc islooke you, 

God be praifed and pleafed for it, 

No harmc in thcwoxcil. 




fweJef2;R!t;?j? , ?iPJH'.irVc' y/o ifefoTifpjefEfprp • 
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He is maintalne the Bridge very gallantly : 

There is an Enfigne there, a 

I do not know how you call him, T 

But by lefba I thinke he is as valiant as Marks Anthony.' 

He doth maincaine the Bridge mod gallantly ; 

Yet he is a man ofno reckoning; 

But I did fee him do gallant feruicc. 

Goner , how do you call him? 

Flew; his name is ancient PittoH, 

Goner. I know him not. 

Enter Ancient PtttoH. 

Flew. Do you not know him.here comes the man, 
Ftf?.Captaine,I thee befeech to do me afauour. 

The Duke of Exeter doth loue thee well. 

Ftew.\ y znd I praife God I hauc merited fome loue at hi* 
hands. 

Pitt.'Bardolfe a fouldicr,one of buxfome valour. 

Hath by furious fate,and giddy Fortunes fickle whcele. 

That God’s blinde that (lands vpon the rowiing reftleflc 
(lone. 

Flew. By your patience Ancient Pitt oil. 

Fortune looke you is painted plittde. 

With a mufler before her eyesi ' 

TofignifietoyoUjthat Fortuneis phnde: 

And fhe is moreouer painted with a wheele. 

Which is the Morall that Fortune is turning. 

And inconftant,and variation, and mutabilities > ' ■ 
Andher fateisfixed'atafphcridalffiibhe, ' *•’ * •' 

Which rolles, arid roll<es,and fdlles ; ; 

Surely thePoet is make an excellent defcription of For- 
tune. t r ';' ; c 

Fortune looke you is an excellent Morall. ‘ 

P//?.Fortune is Bardolfes foe,and frownes on himi 
Forhe hath ftolne a packs,andhangd mu(^he be ; 

A damned death,let gallowes gape for dogs. 
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of Henry the fift. 

Let man go free, and let not death his windpipe flop. 
Exeter hath giuen the doome of death. 

For packs of petty price.- 

Therefore go lpeakc, the Duke will heare thy voice. 

And let not'B.irdo/fesvitM thred be cut. 

With edge of penny cord,and vile approach. 

Speake Captaine for his life,and 1 will thee requite. 
F/ov.Captaine Pittoll , I partly vnderftand your meaning, 
Pitt. Why then reioycc therefore. 

F/w.Certainly Ancient PittoU, 

Tis not a thing to rcioyce at. 

For if he were my owne brother, I would with the Duko 
To do his pleafure.and put him to executions j 
For looke yoUjdifciplines ought to be kept. 

They ought to be kept. 

Pitt. Die and be damned,and a fig for thy friendfhip. 
Flew . That is good. 

Pift. The figge of Spaine within thy law, 

F/cw.That is very well. 

Pitt. I fay the fig within thy bowels & thy durty maw. 

Exit PtttoH. 

Flew.. Captaine Gower , cannot you heare it lighten and 
thunder ? 

Gower . Why is this the Ancient you told me of? 

I remember him now, he is a bawd, a cut-purfe. 

Flew . By Iefus he is vtter as prauc words vpon the bridge 
As you (ball defire to fee in a fommers day ; 

But tis all one, what he hath fed to me, 

Looke you, is all one. 

Gower. Why this is a gull, a foole,a rogue 
That goes to the wars onely to grace himfelfe 
At his returne to London : 

And fuch fellowes as Ke, 

Are perfeil in great Commanders names. 

They will lcarne by rote where feruices were done, 

At fuch and fucHa'lconce,at fuch a breach, 

D At 






The Chronicle Hiftory 

At fuch a conuoy.who came offbraueIy,who was flioc 
Who difgraced,what termes the enemy flood on. * 
And this they conperfe&ly inphrafe of wane 
Which they tricke vp with new tun’d oathes, * 

And what a beard of the Generals cut. 

And a horrid fhout ofthe Campe 
Will do among the foming bottles and alewaflit wits 
Is wondertuil to be thouglit on s but you mu ft learne 
To know fuch flanders of this age. 

Or clfe you may meruelloufly be miftookc. 

View. Cortaine Captaine Gower jit ismot theman s 
Looke you, that I did take him to be : 

But when time (hall ferue, I (ball tell him alittlc 
Of my defires .* heere comes his Maiefty. 

£. nt er King, Clarence , giofler.and others . 

King, How now F/(w^w,comc you from the bridge? 
V lew, l and it fhall pleafe your Maiefty, 

There is excellent feruice at the bridge. 

King. W hat men haue you loft Flewellen ? 

Flew. And it fhall pleafe your Maiefty* 

The partition ofthe aduerfary hath beene great. 

Very reafonably great,but for our ownc parts, 

I thinke we haue loft ncuer a man,vnle(Te it be one 
For robbing ofa€hurch,one ’Bardolfe, if your Maiefty 
Know the man, his face is full of whelks, and knubs. 

And pumplcs,andhisbreathblowesathisnofe 
Like a coale, fometimes red, fometimes plew 5 
But God be praifed,now his nofe is executed. 

And his fire out. • 

King, We would haue all offenders fo cut off. 

And here we gi'ue exprefie commandcment, 

That there be nothing taken from the villages 
But paid for ; none of the French abufed, 

Or vpbraided with difdainfull language ; 

For when cruelty and lenity play for a Kingdome, 

The gentleft gamefter is tbe lboncr wihncr. 

; Enter 



of Henry the fift. 

Enter the French Herauld, 

Herald . You know me by my habite. 

King. Well 1 hen,we know thee. 

What fhould wc know of thee ? 

Her . My Matters minde. J?/«£.Vnfold it. 

Her. Go thee vnto Harry of England,and tell him, 
Aduantage is abetter fouldier then rafhnefle : 

Although we did feeme dead, wc did but Clumber. 

Now we fpeake vpon our kue,& our voyce is imperial!, 
England fhall repent her foIly,fee her rafhnefle. 

And admire our fufferance.V Vhich to ranfome. 

His pettinefle would bow vnder : 

For the effiifion of our blood, his army is too weake ; 

For the difgrace wc haue borne, himlelfe kneeling 
At our fecte,a weake and worthlefic fatisfa$ion. 

To this.adde defiance. 

So much from the King my Mafter. 

King.Whzt is thy name ? wckijow thy quality. 
Herald. Moritioy. 

King.Vnou doft thy office faire.returne thee backc. 
And tell thy Kin g, I do not fecke him now ; 

But could be well content, without impeach. 

To march on to Callis ; for to fay thefooth, 

(Though tis no wifedome to confefle fo much 
Vnto an enemy of craft and vantage) 

My fouldiers are with ficknefle much enfeebled. 

My Army leflened,and thofe few I haue, 

Almoft no better then fo many French : 

VVho wheh they were in heart, I tell thee Herald, 

I thought vpon onepaireof Engltfh legs. 

Did march three Frenchmens. 

YetGodforgiueme,thatI do brag thus; 

Your aire of France hath blowne this vice in me. 

3 muft repcnt,go tell thy Matter here I am. 

My ranfome is this fraile and wprtfilelfb body. 

My Army but a weake and fickly guard. 

D a Yet 
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The C hrotticle HiTtory 
Yet God before, we voiTI corrieoh, J ' 

If France and fuch another neighbor flood in our way t 
If we may pafle.wc will ;1F Vvc be hindered, ^ 

We fhal your tawny groud with your red blood difcolour 
So Mont toy get you gone, there’s for yourpaiqes : 

The fum of all our anfwere is but this. 

We would riot feeke a baffle as we are; 

Nor as we are, we fay we Will not (hun it. 

Herala.X fhall deliuer fo : thanks to your Maiefly, 

Gloft .My Liege, I hope they will not come vpori vs 
now. 

King.yjc are in Gods hand brother, not in theirs ; 

Tonight we will encampe beyond the bridge, ’ : 

And on to morrow bid them march away. Exit . 

Enter r Burbon i Conflable i Orleance > AndGebon. 

ConJT ut,l haue the beft armour in the world, 
Orleance.You haue an excelleni: afmbiir. 

But let my horfe haue his due. 

£w.Now you talkeofa horfe, 

I haue a fteed like the Palfrey of the funne. 

Nothing but prire a ire and fire. 

And hath none of this dull erement : 6f(ekffh'wfithiri him,:. 
Orleance. He is of the colour of the Nutmeg* 

Bur. And of the heate of the Ginger. 

Turne all the fands into eloquent tongues. 

And my horfe is argument for them all : “ : • 1 

I once writ a Sonnet in the praife ofrhy horfe, °, fI ' ' r : ‘ 

.r:: t! o(i W 



! v 



And began thus. Wonder ofnaturc. 

Con.l haue heard a Sonnet begin fo, 

In the praife of ones Miftreflb. 

Bur. Why then did they imitate 
That which 1 1 writ inprafle of my horfe. 

For my hoirfe is my Miflrcfle. . 

ConJMz foy the other d,ay,me-thougbt 
Your Miftreffc fhbokey.bu flire'wdly. 

Bur. 
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2?#r.I,beating tne.I tell thee Lord Conftable, 

My Miftreflfe weares her owne haire. 

Con. I could make as good a boaft of that. 

If I had a Sow to thy Miftrefle. 

.Tut, thou wilt make vfe of any thing. 

Con. Yet I do not vfe my horfe for my Miftrefle, 

Bar. Will it neuer be morning ? 

He ride too morrow a mile. 

And my way fhall be paued with enghih races. 

Con. By my faith fo will not I, 

For feare I be out-faced of my way . 

'Bur. Well,ile go arme my fclfe ; hay, Exit. 

Cebon. The Duke of Burbon longs for morning, 
Orleance. I,he longs to cate the Englilh. 

Con. I thinke hee’l eate allhckils. 

Orlean.O peace, ill will neuer faid well . 

£V#,Ile cap that Prouerbe, 

With there’s flattery in friendfhip. 

Orle.O fir, I can anfwer that, 

With giue the Diuell his dpe. 

Co»,Haue at the eye of that Prouerbe, 

With a iogge of the Diuell. 

Orle. Well, the Duke of Burbon is Amply 
The moft aifliuc Gentleman of France. 

£on. Doing his a£tiuity,and hee’l ftill be doing, 

Orle . He neuer did hurt as 1 heard off. 

£o».No I warrant you, nor neuer will. 

Orle. I hold him to be exceeding valiant. 

Con . I was told fo by one thatknowes him better then 
you. 

Orle. Whofe that? 

Cow. Why he told me fo himfelfe. 

And faid he cared not who knew it. 

Orle. Well, who will go with me to hazard. 

For a hundred Englifh prifoners ? 

Crw.Youmuft go to hazard your felfe, 









The Chronicle HiE ory 
Before you haue them. 

Enter a Mejfenger. 

MejfMy Lords, the Englifh lie within a hundred 
Paces of your Tent, 

Cow.VVho hath meafured the ground ? 

A fcjf, The Lord Qranpeere. 

Con.K valiant man, an expert Gentleman. 

Come, come away. 

The Sun is hic,and we wcare out the day. Exit omnes. 

Enter the King difgttifedjto him Tiftoll. 

Fiji. Ke vela? 

King . A friend. 

P//?.Difcus vnto me, art thou a gentleman? 

Or art thou common, bafe, and popelcr ? 

KingHo fir,I am aGcntleman of a Company. 
V’/jf.Trailes thou thepuiflant Pike ? 

King. Euen fo fir. What are you? 

Pi ft. As good a gentleman ^s the Emperor. 

King . O then thou art better then the King. 

‘Fiji . The Kings a bago.and a hart ofgold, 

A lad of life, an impe or fame. 

Of parents good, of fift mod valiant : 

I kis his durty fhooe, and from my heart firings 
I louc the louely bully. What is thy name ? 

King. Harry le Roy. 

Pifi.Le Tpy, a Cornifh man ; 

Art thou of Cornifh crew ? 

■K/»£.No fir,I am a W' elchman. 

Pitt, A Welchman ; knowft thou Flewellen i 
King. I fir,he is my kinfman. 

Pifi . Art thou his friend ? 

King . I fir. 

Pifi. Figa for thee then ; my name is Pifi oil. 

Ktng.lt forts well with your fierceneffe. ^ ^ 




4 ofHentythefift. 

T Pifi. tifioll is my name. Exit PifioH, 

Enter Gower and Flewellen. 

Gower. Captaine Flewellen . 

Flew . In the name of Icfu fpeake lower. 

It is the greateft folly in the worell.when the ancient 
Prerogatiues of the warres be not kept. 

I warrant y ou,ifyou looke into the wars of the Romanes , 
You fhall finde no tittle tattle, nor bibble babble there. 
But you fhall finde the cares,and the fcarcs. 

And the ceremonies to be otherwife. 

(yW.Why the enemy is loud : you heard him all night. 
Flew.Godcs follud.if the enemy be an affe & a foole, 

A nd a prating cocks-combe,is it meet that webcalfo 
Afoole, an d a prating cocks-combe. 

In your confidence now ? 

Gower , lie fpeake lower. 

Flew.l befeech you do, good Captaine Gower. 

Exit Gower and Flewelleft, 
King. Though it appeare a little out of fafhion, 

Yet there’s much care in this. 

Enter three Souldiers, 
l.Soal.ls not that the morning yonder ? 
a. Soul. I.we fee the beginning, 

God knowes whether we fhall lee the end or no. 

%.Soul. Wcll,I thinke the King could wifh himfelfe 
Vp to thenecke in the middle of the Thames, 

And fo I would he were,at all aduenturcs,and I with him. 
King . Now mafters good morrow, what chearef 
3 ,S<?»/.Ifaith fmall cheerc fornc of vs is like to haue. 

Ere this day to an end. 

King. Why fearc nothing man, the king is frolike, 
i.Sonl . I be may bc,forhe hath no caufe as we. 

King . Nay fay not fo,he is a man as we arc,, 

The Violet fmels to him as vnto vs ; 

Therefore if he fee reafons,be fcares as we do, 

i.Sottl. 
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i.Sotil. But the King hath a hcauy reckoning to raaSe 

If his caufe be not good ; when all thofe foules 
Whofe bodiei (hall be flaughtered here. 

Shall ioyne together at the latter day, 

And fay I dyed at fuch a place.Some fwearing ; 

Some their wines rawly left; • '* 

Some leauing their children poore behinde them. 

Now if his caufe be bad, 

I thinke it will be a greeuous matter tohim. 

King. Why fo you may fay, if a man fend his feruar.C 
As Fadtor into another Country, 

And he by any meanes mifearry. 

You may fay the bufinefleof the Mailer 
Was the author of his feruants mif-fortune.. 

Or if a fonne be imployd by his father. 

And he fall into any Icud a&ion,you may fay the father 
Was the author of his fonnes damnation. 

But the mailer is not to anfwer for his feruant. 

The father for his fonne,nor the king for his fubic&s ; 

For they purpofe not their deaths, V 
When they craue their feruices ; 

Some there are that haue the gift 
Of premeditated murder on them .* 

Others the broken fcale of Forgery ,in beguiling maidens 
Now if thefe out-ftrip the law, 

Yet they cannot efcapeGods punishment. 

War is Gods Beadle.War is Gods vengeance s 
Euery mans fcruice is the Kings : 

But euery.mans foule is his owne. 

Therefore I would haue euery fouldier examine himfelfe, 
And wafh euery moth out of his confcience. 

That in fo doing, he may be the readier for death j 
Or not dying, why the time was well fpent, 

Wherein fuch preparation was made. 

3..SW.Ifaith he faies true, 

Euery mans fault is on his owne head, 

T 
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if Henry the fift. 

I would not haue the king anfwer for me. 

Yet I intend to fight loftily for him. 

King. Wcll,I heard the king wold not be ranfomd, 
z.Soul.l he faid fo,to make vs fight ; 

But when our throats be cut,he maybe ranfomd. 

And we neucr the wifer. 

King.lt I liue to fee that, ile neuer truft his word againe, 
z.SoulMz$t you*l pay him then, 

Tis a great dilpleafure that an elder 
Gun can do againft a Cannon, 

Or a fubic& againft a Monarch. 

You’lnere take his word againe,you are a nafle.goe. 

King.Tout reproofe is fomewhat too bitter ; 

Were it not at this time I could be angry. 

2 . Saul. Why let it be a quarrell if thou wilt* 

Kingtfow fhall I know thee? 
a.JW.Here’s my gloue,which if euer I fee in thy hat, 
lie challenge thee, and ftrike thee. 

King.Uen is likewife another of mine. 

And aflure thee ile weate it. 

z.Soul.Thou dar’ft as well be hangd. 

%.Soul . Be friends you fooles. 

We haue French quarrels enow in hand, 

Ytc haue no need of Englilh broyles. 

King . Tis no treafon to cut French Crownes, 

For to morrow the King himfelfe will be a clipper. 

Exit the fouldier t. 

Snter to the King t Glocefler,£pingham f 
And Attendants. 

King . O God of battels fteelc my fouldicrs harts. 

Take from them now the fence of reckoning. 

That the appofed multitudes which ftand before them. 
May not appale their courage. 

O not too day , not too day O God, 

£ Thinke 
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The Chronicle HtHoty 
Thinke on the fault my father made. 

In compafling the Crownc. 

I Kjcbards b«dy haue interred new. 

And on it hath beftow’d more contrite teares. 

Then from it iflued forced drops of blood ; 

A hundred men haue I in yearely pay, • 

Which ciiery day their withered hands hold vp 
To heauen,to pardon blood. 

And 1 haue built two Chanceries,tnore will I do s 
Though all that I can do is all too little. 

Enter glofter. 

Clo. My Lord. 

King. My brother Glofters voice. 

Glo, My Lordjthe army ftayes vpon your prefence. 
Kw.Stay Glofter flay, and I will go with thee. 

The day, my friends,and all things ftayes forme. 

Enter Clarence } g loft er, Exeter, dr Salisbury . ' 

W'ar. My Lords, the French are very ftrong, 
^.There’s fiue to one, and yet they arc all frefti. 

War. Of fighting men they haue full forty thoufand. 
$*/,The oddes is all too great. Farweli kinde Lords : 
Braue Clarence,and my Lord of Glofter, 

My Lord of Warwick e, and to all farewell. 

Cla, Farewell kinde Lords, fight valiantly to day. 

And yet in truth I do thee wrong, 

For thou art made on the true l'parkes of honor. 

Enter King. 

War. O would webad but ten thoufand men 
Now at this inftant,that doth not worke in England. 

Kw.Whofethat, that wiftics fo,my coufen Warwick ? 
Gods will I would not loofc the honour 
One man would fhare from me. 

Not for my kingdome. 
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No faith my Cofen, wifh not one man more. 

Rather proclaime it prcfently through our camp 
That he that hath no ftomacke to this fcaft 
Let him depart, his pafport (hall bee drawne. 

And crownes for conuoy put into his purfc. 

We would not dye in that mans company, 

That feares his fellowfhip to dye with vs. 

This day is called the day of Crifpin, .*) 

He that out-liues this day, and fees olde age. 

Shall ftanda tipto when this day is named. 

And rowfe him at the name of Crifpin. 

He that out-liues this day,and comes fafe home, 

Shall yearly on the vigill fcaft his friends, 

And fay, to morrow is S.Crifpins day : 

Then (hall we in their flowing boules 
Be newly remembred. Harry the King, 

Bedford and Sxeter, Clarence, and Glofter , 

JTarrficke,zr\& Torke, 

Familiar in their mouths as houfhold wordes. 

This ftory (hall the good man tell his fon. 

And from this day vnto the generall doome. 

But we in it (hall be remembred. 

Wefcw, wc happy few, we bond of brothers. 

For he to day that fheds his blood by mine 
Shall be my brother. Be he nerefobafe 
This day (hall gentle his condition. 

Then fhal he ftrip his fleeues,& fliew his fears. 

And fay,thefe wounds I had on Crifpins day. 

And Gentlemen in England now a bed. 

Shall thinke themfclucs accurft. 

They were not therc,when any fpeakes 
That fought with vs vponS.Crifpines day. 

glo. My gracious Lord, 

The French is in the field. 

Kin. Why all things are ready ifour mindes be fo. 
War.Vtnfh the man whofe minde is backward now.. 

Ea Kini 






THecmmcu mn cry 

^Coof n ? ft DOt Wi& m0re helpC fr0m 

War. Gods will my Liege, would you and I alone 
Without more helpe, might fight this battell out, * 

Why well faid.That doth plcafe me better. 

Then to wifh me one.You know your charge • 

God be with you all. # 

v 

Enter the Herauld from the Trench. 

Her. Once more I come to know of thee king Hmr 
What thou wilt giue for ranfome i 

King.Who hath fent thee now ? 

Her. The Conftable of France. 

Kmg.\ prethec bearc my former anfwer backe. 

Bid them atchieue me,and then fell my bones. 

Good God,why (houid theytnocke good fdlowes thus ? ; 
The man that once did fell the Lyons skin 
While the bcait liued,was kild with hunting him. 

And many of our bodies fhall no doubt 
Finde graues within your Realme of France : 

Though buried in your dungbils,we fhall be famed. 

For there the Sunne fhall gt eete them. 

And draw vp their honors reaking vp to heauen, 

Leauing their earthly parts to choake your clime % 

The fmcll whereof, fhall breed a plague in France j 
Marke then abundant valour in our Englifh, 

That being dead,like to the bullets crafing, 

Breakes foorth into a fecond courfe of mifchicfe 0 
Killing in relaps of mortality .• 

Let me fpeake proudly. 

There’s not a peece of feather in our Campe, 

Good argument I hope we fhall not flyc. 

And time hath wornevs incoflouendry. 

But by the maffe,our hearts are in the trim. 

And my poore fouldicrs tell mc # yct erenight 

TkeyT 
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TheyT be in frefher robes, or they will plucke 
The gay new deaths ore your French fouldicrs eares, 
And turne them out of feruice.lfthey do this, 

As if it plcafe God they fhall. 

Then fhall our ranfome foone be leuied % 

Sauc thou thy labour Herauld, 

Come thou no more for ranfome,gentle Herauld, 

They fhall hauenought 1 fweare.but thefe my bones ? 
Which if they haue.as I willlcauevm them, 

Will yeeld them littlc,tell the Conftable. 

Her A fhall deliuer fo. 

Exit Herald? 

Yorke.My gracious Lord,vpon my knee I craue 
The leading of the vaward. 

King. Take it braue Torke. 

Come fouldicrs let’s away, 

And as thou plcafeft God.difpofe the day* Exit 

Enter thefoure French Lord:. 



Cjeion. O diabello. 

Cen. Mordu mavie. 

Orle . O what a day is this ! 

Bnr.O lour dei houte all is gone,all is loft. 

Con.YVe are enow yet liuing in the field, „ 

To fmother vp the Englifh, 
ifany order might be thought vpon. 

2 ? nr. A plague of order,once more to the field. 
And he that will not follow Burton now. 

Let him go home, and with his cap in hand, 

J,ike a bafe leno hold the chamber doore, 

VVhy leaft by a flaue no gentler then my dog. 
His faireft daughter is contamuracke. 

Cw.Diforder that hath fpoild vs, right vs now, 
Come we in heapes,wee’l offer vp our Hues 
Vnto thefe Englifl^or die die with fame. 

E $ 



Come 







i r/* \*fjr van** h^i 

Come, come along, 

Lets dye with honor, our fhame doth laft too long. 

Exit omntt 





Enter Piftolljhf French man } and the boy, 

Pifi . Eyld cur,cyld cur. 

French. O Monfieur.ic vou en pree aues petie dc tnoy. 

P/tf.Moy lhall not feruc,I will hauc forty moys. 

Boy, aske his name, 

Sty.Comant ettes v ous apclles ? 

Frw.Monfieur Fer. 

Boy . He faycs his name is matter Fer. 

Pifi . He Fer him, and ferit him, and fcrkelum, 

Boy difcuffe the fame in French. 

2foy.Sir I do notknow whats French for Fer,ferite,and 
fearke. 

7>ifi. Bid him prepare,for I will cutfus throat. 

Boy Feate,vou preat,ill voulles cbuplc vottc gorge. 

Pifi . Onye ma foy couple la gorge, 

Vnlcffc thougiue to me egregious ranfome, dye. 

One point of a fox. 

Wren. Qui ditill monfieur, 

111 ditye fi vou ny vouly pa domy luy. 

Boy. La gtan ranfome, ill voutuercs. 

Fren.O ie vous en pri petit gentelhome, parle 
A cee, gran Captaine, pour auez mercic 
A moy, ey iee doneree9 pour mon ranfome' 

Cinquante ocios. Ie fuyes vngentelhome dc France. 

Pifi . What fayes he boy ? 

Boy. Marry fir he fayes he is a gentleman of a great 
Houfe of France, and for his ranfomei 
He will giue you /oo.Crownes. 

Pifi. My fury (hall abate. 

And I the Crownes will ctke,1 

And as I fucke blood, LwiU fome mercic /hew* 

Folow 
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Follow me cur. 

Exitsmnes 

Enter the Kingjhis Nobles t dndPifio!l, 

King. What the French retire i 
Yet als not done,the French keepes ftill the field. 

Fv.The Duke of Yorke commends him to your Grace. 
JOw.Liueshe good vnkle,twicel faw him downc. 
Twice vp againe: 

From helmet to the fpur,all bleeding ore. 

Exe. In which array,brauc fouldicr doth he lye. 
Larding the plaincs,and by his bloody fide, 
Yoake-fellow to his honour-dying wounds. 

The Noble Earle of Suffolke alfo lyes. 

Suffolke firft dyed, and Yorke all wounded ore 
Comes to him where in blood he lay all fteept. 

And takes him by the beard, kilfes the galhcs 
That bloudily didyawnc vponhis face. 

And cryed alowd, tarry decre coufin Suffolke : 

My foule (hall thine keepe company in heauen s 
Tarry deere foule awhile.then flye to reft : 

And in this glorious and well-foughten field, ' 

We kept togither in our Chiualry-. 

Vpon thefe words I came and cheer’d them vp, 

He tooke me by the hand,faide deere my Lordej 
Commend my fcruice to my Soueraigne, 

So did he turne, and oucr Suffolkes necke 
He threw Isis wounded armc,and fo efpoufd to death 
With blood hefealed. An argument! 
Ofneuer-endingloue. 

The pretty and fweete manner of it, 

Forc’dthofe waters from me.which I would hauc flopte, 
But I had not fo much of man in me. 



But all my mother came into my eyes. 

And gaue me vp to teares . , 

Kin. I blame you not: for hinging you, 
I mutt conuert to teares. 



Alarum 





The Cbrmcle HtJUry 

Alarum founds. 

What new alarum is this ? 

Bid euery fouldierkill his prifoncr, 

P«/?.Couple gorge. Sxitmm, 

Enter FltweUen, 4nd £aptaine (fewer. 

F/«v.Godes plud kill the boyes and the Iugyge, 

Tis the arrants peece of knauery as can be defired 
In the worell now,in your confcience now. 

Cower, Y\z certaine, there’s not a boy left aliue. 

And the cowardly rafeals that ran from the battel!, 
Themfelues haue done this (laughter; 

Befide,they haue carried away and burnt 
All that was in the Kings T ent .• 

Whereupon the king caufed euery prifoneri 
Throat to be cut.Oh he is a worthy King, 

Flew. I, he was borne at Monmouth ; 

Captaine Gower,y/hat call you theplace where 
tAlexdnder the big was borne ? 

Cower. Alexander the great. 

Flew.VV hy I pray, is not big great i 
As if I fayjbigjor greac.or magnanimous, 

I hope tis all one reckoning, 

Saue the phrafe is a little varation. 

Gower . I thinke t Alexander the great 
VVas borne at Maeedon , 

His father was called Philip of (JMacedon, 

As I take it. 

Flew . I thinke it was Maeedon indeed 
Where Alexander was borne : 

Looke you Captaine (jower , 

And if you looke into the Maps of the worell well t 
You (hall finde little difference betweene 
C Maeedon and Monmortb.Looke you, there is 






of Henry thefift. 

"n Maeedon , and there is all'o a Riuer 
Monmorth, the Riucrs name at Monmorth 
Js called Wye. 

But tis out of my braine what is the name of the other: 
But tis all one, tis fo like, as my fingers is to fingers. 
And there is Samons in both. 

Looke you Captaine Gower , and you marke it. 

You (hall finde our King is come afeer Alexander , 

God knowes,andyouknow,that Alexander in his 
Bowles.and his Ales, and his wrath,& his difpleafures 
And indignations,was kill his friend Clittu. 

Gove. I but our King is not like him in that. 

For he neuer kild any of his friends. 

Flew. Looke you, tis not well done to take the talc out 
Of a mans mouth.ere it is made an end and finiftied: 

I fpeake in the comparifons, as Alexander is kill 
His friend Clitut: foourKing being in his ripe 
Wits and judgements, is turne away the fat Knite 
With the great belly doublet.* 

I. am forget his name. 

Gower. Sir Iohn Falftaffe. 

Flew,], I thinke it is Sir John Falftaffe indeed, 

I can tell you,there’s good men borne at Monmorth, 

. Enter the King and his Lords. \ 

King. I was not angry fince I came in France, 

Vntili this houre. 

Take, a Trumpet Herauld, 

And ride vnto the horfemen on yon hiH : 

If they will fight with vs, bid them come downe. 

Or leaue the ficld,they do offend our fight. 

Will they do neither, we will come to them. 

And make them skyr away, as fall: 

As Hones enforc’d from the old Affyrian flings. 
Bcfides,wcel cut the throats ofthofe wc haue. 

And not one aliue (hall tafte our mercy. 



Enter 
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Enter the Herald. 

Gods will what meanes this ? knowft thou not 
That we hatte fined thefe bones of ours for ranfome? 

Her. I come great King for charitable fauour, 

To fort our Nobles from our common men, 

We may hatie leaue to bury all our dead. 

Which in the fielde lye fpoiled and troden on» 

Kin . I tell thee truly Herald, 

I do not know whether the day be ours or no ; 

For yet a many ofyour French do keepc the fields 
Her. The day is yours. 

Ktn. Praifed be God therefore-? 

What Caftlc call you that ? 

Her. We call it Agincourt. 

Kin. Then call we this the fielde of Agincourt,, 

Fought on the day ofCrifpin,Crirpianus, 

Flew. Your Grandfather of famous memory^ 

If your Gtace be remembred. 

Is do good feruice in France-. 

King. Tis true Flewellen. 

Flew. Your Maiefty fayes very true. 

And it pleafe your Maiefty, 

The Wclfhmen there was do good feruice. 

In a Garden where Leekcs did grow. 

And I thinke your Maiefty will take no fcorne. 

To wearer Leckcinyour cap vpqn SjDauies day. 
A7wg.No Flewellcn, for I am Welfh as well as you. 
Flew. All the water in Wye will not wafh your welch 
Blood out of you-. God keepe it, and preferuc it, 

To his graces will and pleafure. 

King. Thankes good Countrey-man. 

Flew . By lefu l am your Maiefties Countryman^ (man. 
X care not who kno it,fo long as your maiefty is an honeft 
King. God keepe me fo. Our Herald go with him, 

And bring vs the number of the fcattcrcd French, 

Exit Heralds 

Cal], 
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Call yonder fouldier hither. 

Flew. You fellow, come to the King. 

X/».Fellow,why doft thou weare that gloue in thy hat? 

Soul. And pleafe your maiefty, tis a rafcalles that fwag- 
gard with me the other day : and he hath one of mine, the 
which if euerl iee,Ihauefworneto ftrikehim tfohath he 
the like to mee« 

Kin.How thinke you Flewellcn,is it lawfull to keep his 
Oath ? 

FI. And it pleafe your Maiefty tis lawful to keep his vow 
If he be periurd once, he is as arrant a beggarly knaue, as 
treads vpon too blacke Thooes. 

King. His enemy may be a Gentleman of worth. 

Flew. And ifhe be as good a Gentleman as Lucifer and 
Belz.ebub,and the diuell himfeife, _ 

Tis meete he keepe his vow. 

King. Well firrha keepe your word , 

Vnder what Captaine ferueft thou ? 

Soul. Voder Captaine Cower. 

Flew. Captaine Gower is a good Captaine, 

And hath good litterature in the wan es. 

Kin. Go call him hither. 

Soul. I will my Lord. 

Exit fouldier. 

Kin. Captaine Flewellen,when J lan fen and I 
Were ddWne together, I tookc this gloue from s helmet, 
Hcere Flewellen weare it. 

If any challenge it,he is a friend of sHonfons, 

And an enemy ro me. 

Flew.Yoat Maiefty doth me as great a fauour, 

As can,be defired in the hearts of his fubie&s. 

I would fee that man now that wold challenge this gloue 
And it pleafe God of his gtace I would but iec him. 

That is all.} 

King.Flewellen knowrt thou Captaine Gower ? 

Flew. Captaine Gower is my friend 

F a And 
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And if it like your maiefty, I know him very well, - 
King. Go call him hither, 
flew. I will and it fhall pleafe your maiefty, 
kjw.Folldw Fleweden clofelyat the heeles. 

The glbtiehe weares,it was the foldiers.* 

It may be there Will be harme betweene them. 

For I do know Flewellen valiant. 

And being toucht,ashot as Gun-powder : 

And quickly will rcturne an iniury. 

Go-fee there be no harme betweene them. 

Enter fopt sine Gower, Flewellen, and the 

Soldier. 

Flew. Captaiine Gower , in the name oflefu 
Come to his maiefty, there is more good towards you 
Then you can dreame of. 

Sonl. Do you heare, you fir. 

Do you know this gloue ? 

Flew. I know the gloue is a gloue. 

Soul . Sir I know this, and thus I challenge it. 

Heftrikgs him. 

Flew. Gods plut, and his Gaptaine Gower ftand away. 
He giuc treafon his due presently. 

Enter the King, Warwicke, Clarence , 
and Exeter. 

King.Wovi now? Whats the matter ? 

Flew. And it (hall pleafe your maiefty, 

F eerc is the notableft peecc of treafon come to light 
As you fhall defircto fee in a fommers day, 

H ecre is a rafcall, beggerly rafcall is (hike the gloue. 
Which your maiefty in perfon - 
Tooke out of the Helmet of sHanfon : 

And your maiefty will bearc me witneffes. 



ojjjintythefift. 

And teftimonies, and auouchments, 

That this is the gloue. - 

Soul. And it pleafe your maiefty, 

Thatwas my gloue. 

He that I gaue it to in the night, 
promifed roe to wearc itmhts hat . 

] promifed to ftrike him if he did. 

1 met that Gentleman with my gU>ae in shat 
And 1 thinkc I haue bene as good as my worde. 

Flew. Y our Maiefty heares, 

Vndcr your Maieftyes man-hoode. 

What a beggerly lowfie knaue it is. 

King . Let me fee thy gloue. 

Looke you, this', is the fellow of it. 

It was 1 indeede you promifed to ftrike. 

And thou haft giuenmemoft bitter words. 
How canft thou make vs amends ? 

Flew. Let his necke anfwer it. 

If there be any marftials law in the worell. 

Soul. My Liege, ' , 

/t\\ offences come from the heart ; 

Neuer came any from mine 
To offend your Maiefty. 

You appeard to me but as a common mans 
Witnfeffe the night, your garments, 

Your lowlineffe ; and whatfoeuer 
Youteceiued vnder that habite, 

Ibefeech your maiefty, impute it 
To your owne fault, and not to mme, 
Foryour felfe came not like your felfe : 

Had you beene as you feemed then to nice, 

1 had made no offence, my gracious Lord, 
Therefore I befeech your grace to pardon me. 
Kin. Vnckle.fill the gloue with Caowncs, 





And 





i f/c c nt omctcmstorj 

As an honour in thy cap,till I do challenge it. 

Giuehim the Crowncs. Come Captained//** 

I mud needs haueyou friends# 9 

bc%r By thc fiu °" e h,,h <™» g h in hit 

Harke yon foulditr, Thtrt is a filling f or you 

And keepc,your felfe out of brawlcs 7 * 

Andprabbles, and diffentionsj 
Andlooke you, it /hall be the better for you. 

Soul. Ile.none ofyour money fir,not I» 

F/«j>.Why tis a good filling man; 

Why fhouid you be queamiflt ? 

Your (hooes are not fo good. 

It will ferue you to mend your (hooes. 

Kin. What men of fort arc taken vncklcl? 

Eve, Charles DukeofOrlcancc,Ncphew to the King 
John Duke of Burbon, and Lord BouchquaR ***. 

Ofother Lords and Barons, Knights and Squires, 

Full fiftccnc hundred, befides common men. 

This note doth tell me of ten thoufand 
French, that in the fielde lyes flaine. 

Of Nobles bearing banners in the fielde, 

Charles de le Brute, high Conftanble of France* 

Tuques of Chat i Ilian, Admirall of France, 

The mafler ofthe Cro(Te-bowes,/w&» Duke uilonfon 
Lord Rambitres, high Matter of France. * 

The braue fir gwigzmrd, Dolphin. Of NobcUe Charilias 
Gran Prte and Rojfe, Fawconbrtdge and Foy } , 

Ger ard and V erton, V" sndemant and Lefira . 

King. Hceres was a royall fellowlhip of death, . 

Where is the number of our Englifli dead f 

Exe. Edvard the Duke of Yorke,thc Earle ofSuffolke 
Sir Richard Ketly, Daisy (jam Efquire, 

Aud of all the other,but fiue and twenty. 

King. O God, thy arme was hecre. 

And vnto thee aionc,afcribe we praife : 



When 
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When without firatageme, 

And euen in {hocke of battel!, was euer heard 
So great and little lofle, on one part and another? 

Take it O God, for it is onely thine. 

Exe.Tis wonderfull. 

Kin. Come.let vs go on proceffion through the campr- 
Let it be death proclaim’d to any man 
To boaft heereof, or take' the praife from God, 

Which is his due. 

Fie iv. Is it lawfull.and it pleafe your Maiefly, 

To tell how many is kild ? 

Kin . Yes Flewellen,- 
But with this acknowledgement. 

That God fought for vs. 

Blew. Yes in my confidence, he did vs great good. 

kp. Let there be fungNououes and Te Deum; 

The dead with charity enter’d in clay.- 
Wcel then to folice , and to England then. 

Where nere From France, arriu’d more happier men. i 

Exit onuses. 

Enter Gower and FleweXen. 

Gower. But why do you weare your Lceke to day c* 
Saint Dauies is paft i 

Flew. There is occafion Captaine Gower, 

Looke ...you why, and wherefore : 

The other day looke you, PiFlolles ' 

Which you know is a man of no merites 

In the worell, is come where I was the other day. 

And brings bread and fait, and biddes mee 
Eatamy Leeke: twasin a place, looke you, 

Where I could mooue no diffentions, 

But if I can fee him, I (hall tell him 
A little of my defires. 

Gow . Heere he comes fvveliing like a Turky-cocke, 

Enter 
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Enter Well, 



Flewellen. Tis no matter for his fweiUng,and bisturki- 
cockes. 

God plefleyon Ancient Piftoll, you fcall, 

Beggerly, Iowfy knaue,Godpleffcyou. 

Pifi. Ha, art thou Bedlem? 

Doft thou thurft bafe Troyan* 

T o haue me folde vp P areas fa tall web > 

Hence, I am qualmifli at the fmell of Lceke, 

Flew, Ancient Piftoll. 

I would defire you becaufe it doth not agree 
With your ftomackes.and your appetites, 

And yourdigeftions, toeate this Lceke. 

P ijl • Not for fadwallader and all his G oats* 

Flew. There is one Goate for you, ancient Piftol. 
HeJlriketbim. 

Pifi. Bafe Troyan, thou (halt dye.] 

Flewellen. I, I know I (hall dye : 

But in the meane t ime,I would defire you 
To liue and eatc this Lceke. 

Gower. Enough Captaine, 

You haue aftoniftit him, it is enough.' 

Flewel. Aftonifht him. 

By Iefu, lie beate his head foure dayes 
And foure nights too, but He make him 
Eate fome part of my Leeke. 

TV#. Well mufti bite? 

Flew. I out of queftion, or doubt, or ambiguities. 
You muftbite. 

Ht makes Ancient Pifi oil bite oft the Leeke, 

Flewel, 



Pifiol, Good, good. ( 
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Anavuy v . .^adbewithyou 

Ancient Piftoll, G ,.^_fre you. 

And heale your broken pate. 

Ancient Piftoll, if you fee Leekes another time, 

Moekc at them, that is all s God bwy you. 

Exit Flewellen , 

Pifi. All hell (hall ftirre for this. 

Doth Fortune play the hufwife with me no w ? 

Is honour cudgeld from my warlike loynes ? 

Well France farewell, newes haue I certainly 
That Doll is ficke. One malady of France 
The warres affoordeth nought, home will I trug, 

Baud will I turnc,and vfe the flight of hand ; 

To England will I fteale, 

And there lie fteale : 

And patches will I get vrito thefe fcarres. 

And fweare I gat them in the Gallia warres. i 

ExitPiftoH 

Enter at one doort, the)Kmg of England and his 

'Lords. 



' lift 

II ;:|M| 






And at the other doore, the King of France, Qtteens 
Katherine , the Duke efUstrbon, 

and ot here, 

G Hdr» 
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Let it not difplcafc you, . 

W bat rub or barre hath thus fati 
- T ° ^ ec P e you from the gentle fpeech of peace f 
Har. IfDuke of 'Burgundy you would haue peace. 
You muft buy that peace, ‘ * 

According as we haue drawne our Articles. 

Tran. W e haue but with a curforary eye 
Ore- view’d them ; pleafeth your Grace, 

To let fomc of your Counfell fit with vs. 

We fball rcturne our peremptory anfwer. 

Har . Go Lords, and fit with them. 

And bring vs anfwer backe. 

yet leaue our coufen Katherine heere behind. 

Fun. Withall our hearts. 

Exit French King and the Lorfe. 

Manet, king Henry, Katherine , and the 

Gentlewoman. 

Har, Now Kate, 

You haue a blunt wooer heere left with you. 

If I could winne thee at Leape-frog, 

Or with vauting with my armour on my backe 

Tnt-r\ nut f/»,4 ' 



Btit 



. J 



Without bragge be it fpoken, 
Idc make compare with any.! 



oftUntythefift. 

Sut leauing that Kate, 

If thou takeil me now. 

Thou (halt haue me at the wortt, 

And in wearing thou (halt haue me better and better. 
Thou fhalt haue a face that is not worth fun-burning. 
But doeft thou thinke, that thou and I,f 
Betweene Saint Denis and Saint George, 

Shall get a boy, that (hall go to Conttantinoplc, 

And take the great Turkc by the beard ? 

Ha, Kate. 

Kate. Is it pofltble dat me fall 
Loued -nemy dc France. 

' Harry. Ho Kate, 

It is vnpofiible you fhouldloue the enemy of France 
For Kate I louc France fo well. 

That lie not leaue a village, 

lie haue it all mine. Then Kate,i 
When France is mine. 

And I am yours : 

Then France is yours. 

And you are mine. 

Kate. I cannot tell what is dat. 

Harry . No Kate, 

Why He tell you in French, 

Which will hang vpon my tongue, like a bride 
On her new married husband. 

Let me fee. Saint Dennis be my fpeede. 

Quart France & mon, 

Kate. Dat is, when France is yours. 

Harry. Et vous ettes amoy. 

Kate. Andlamtoyou. 

Harry. Douck France ettes a vous. 

Kate. Den France fall be mine. 

Harry. Et ie fuyues a vous. 

Kate.hnd you will be to me. 

J&r.Wilt belceue me Kate ? Tis eafier for me 





* «« ^vromcte HisUn 
To conquer the kingdoroe. 

Then to ip cake fo much mo’re French 
r Kate. A your Maiefty 
Has falfe France enough, to deceiue 
De beft Lady in France. 

Harry. No faith Kate not I. 

Kate. 1 cannot tell. 

Ile«S™;' Ca " ° fan mw Neighbour, 
Come Kate, I know you loue me 

That I fii all dye Kate, isfure: 

But for thy loue by the Lord neuer. 

What wench, 

A ftraight backe will grow crooked 
A round eye will grow hollow, 

A great legge will waxefmall, 

A curld pate prooue bald r 

But a good heart Kate is the Sun and the Moon, 

And rather the Sun and not the Moone ; 

And therefore Kate ta ke me, 

Take a fouldier, take a fouldicr, 

Take a king : 

a herefore tell me Kate, wilt thou haue tnee ? 
Kate. Dat is as pleafe de king my Father, 
H^.Nay it will pleafe him. 

Nay it fliall pleafe him Kate, 

And vpon that condition Kate ilc kifiTe thee. 

ptfou ra ^dT OUdr ° 5 ' ,UCl " Ch0ffe 

Cencpoynt votreeiachion enfauor, 



Harry 



of Henry the fift. 

Harry. What fayes fine Lady ? 

Lady , Dat it is not de fafion in France 
For de maides, befor da be married to 
« May foy ie oblye,what is to bailie ? 

Har. To kiffe, to kiffe. * 

© that tis not the faihion in France 

For the maids to kiffe before they are married. 

Lady. Ovyye fee votree grace. 

Har. Well, weeibreake that cuftome. 

Therefore Kate patience perforce and yeelde. 

Before God Kate you haue wit chcraft 
Inyourkifles: 

And may perfwaije with me more 
Then all the French Councell, 
t Your father is returned. 

* r .. , ..m 

Hater the Kings of Fraud /tnd the 
hordes. 

How now my Lords ? 

Fran. Brother of England, 

Wc haue ordered the Articles, 

■ * And haue agreed to all that we in fedule had, 

£xe. Oncly he hath not fubferibed this, 

Where your M aielly demands,' 

That theKing of France hauing any occafion 
To write for matter of grant. 

Shall name your Highnefle in this forme; 

And with this addition in French, 

Noftretrcfher fix,, Henry T^>y d‘ Angletcrre, 

E hearede France. And thus in Latine : 

Freclanjfimus filnu uofter Henricat Byx Anglia, 

Et heres Francia. 

Fran. Nor this haue we fo nicely flood vpon, 
i But you faire brother may intreat the fame, 

Gf Harry 
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TheC hr m Hi Very 
Harry. Why then let this among the reft 
Haue his full courfe : And withall, 

Y our daughter Katherine in marriage* 

Fran. This and what elfc 
your Maiefty fliall craue : 

God that difpofeth all,giue you much toy* 
Har. Why then faire Katherine, 

Come giue me thy hand : 

Our matriage will we prefent folemnize. 
And end our hatred by a bond of loue. 

Then will I fwcare te Kate, and Kate to me,' 
And may our vowes once made, vnbroken be* 
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HENRY the VI borne at'^inlfor being of the age of eight Jlonthcs . 
beganne his reijiie the ?i of Jhujufb 14.2.2,. and crowd King of 



England at VPefbmnfler, the 6 of Noucmher . 14 2.9 . and of Vranncc 
the 7 of December x^z-he reined j 8 jercs -6 mantles, he dud hy 



violence, May . 24 , aged $2.. Ana 1471 firft buried at Cbertfey Abbey > werwe 
remoued to windfore ,wher he wasjolemficy interd . 

^ ire tv bcjo iliy Cvvrji ton Holltin ! ouer againfe tlte Exchange . -R- E'Jculfjfl 









WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE Henry VI. Parts 2&3 (stc 26101) 



THE 

Whole Contention 

betweene the two Famous 

Houfes,L a n caste Rand 
York e. 

ff/jth the Tragical! ends of the good Dufy 
Humfrey, Richard Duke of Yorke, 
and King Henrie the 

ftxt. 

Diuidedintotwo Parts : Aad newly corrcdcd and 
enlarged. by William Shake- 

jpeare> Gent. 





Printed at L o n d o N,for T. P. 

















V'f it ' 1 <•: :;.Tdf pjarefafarrj?ie» pwisferiiipje mrEr? 









c<rt A<? AyK/trA-^ J^/fTru jL*t 

/ f & rte/c /6 rlZ £3 £ J & t/t zs /'~ 
f / S^y u // sA & /%<~s 

^ 

o<f S& * »&*■<■ * a *j £<r~» r * ' 




M,s rt JL^s *'j 



r//^J 4V A<n 

J ~ 



SA*^t 1^0 *<?%* / S* *^r *.*££ ' 7* 

/Tenr~ £ <%/?$/? jf*~ ttrvr *-& 



*+ 





The firfb pare of the Conten- 

turn of the two Famous Houfes of Yorfie 
and Lancafter, with the death of 
the good Duke Hamfrey. 

Snter At one doore,King Henry the fat, and Humfrey Duke of Cloce- 
fier , the Duke ofSomerfet , the ‘Duke of Buckingham, Cardinal 
Bedford, and others • 

Snter at the other doore , the DHkeofTorke.and the ^Marques of Suf- 
folk?, and Queen Margaret, and the Earle of S alt* bury andlPar- 

t vickf. 

Suffolk?. 

JS by your high Imperiall Maieftics command, 

^1 had in charge at my depart for France, 

LAs Procurator for your Excellence, 
p fo marry Princes Margaret for your Grace; 

_ ? So in the ancient famous Citty T owers. 

In prefence of the Kings of France and Cyffile, 

The Dukes of Orleance, Calabar, Britatne, and uUonfon . 

Seuen Earles, twelue Barons, and twenty reuerend Bylhops, 

I did performe my taske, and was elpould. 

And now, moft humbly on my bended knees. 

In fight of England and her royall Pceres, 

Deliuer vp my title in the Quecne 

Vntoyour gracious Excellence,thatarethe fubftance 

Of that great lhadow I did reprefent : 

The happitft gift that eucr Marqueffe gauc, 

Thefaireft Qnecnc that eucr King poffeft. 




A % 



The 
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The contention of the two famous Houfes 

King . Suffolk? arife. 

Welcome Qveeue Margaret to EngliflvHenries Court,. 

The greateft fhew ofkindneffeyet we can beftow. 

Is this kinde kift'e : O gracious God of hcaueri. 

Lend me a heart repleate with thankcfulneffe. 

For in this beauteous face thou haft beftowd 
A world of pleasures to my perplexed foulc. 

JjPueene, Th’excefliue loue 1 beare vnto your Grace, 
Forbidsmetobelauifhofmytongue r ; . ' . 

Leaft I {hould fpeake more then befeemes a woman : 

Let this fuffice, my bliffe is in your liking, v 

And nothing can make poore Margaret miferablc, 

Vnleffe the frowne of mighty Englands king. 

King. Her lookes did wound,but now her fpeech doth pierce 
Louely Qucene Margaret fit doWne bymy fide t 
And Vnkle Glofter.and you Lorldly Peeres, 

With one voyce welcome my beloued Queene. 

jill. Long hue Queene Margaret, Englands happineffe. 
Qttfene. VV e thanke you all. Sound trumpets 

Sufolke . My Lord Prote&or, fo it pleafe your Grace,. 

Heere are the Articles confirmd, of peace 
Betweene our Soueraigne and the French king Charles , 

Till terme of eightecne months be full expir’d. 

Hum. Inprimu , It is agreed betweene the French king Charles 
and ITilUam de la Pole Marqueffe of Sufolke , Embaffador for 
Henry king of England, that the fz\ 6 c Henry fhal wed & cfpoufe 
the Lady Margaret, daughter to RaynardKing of Naples, Cyf els, 
and Ierufalem, and crownc her Qucene of England, ere the thir- 
ty day of the next month. 

Item , It is further agreed betweene them, that the Dutchcffe 
of Anioy and of Maine, (hall be releafed and deliucred ouer to 
the King her fa» — — 

'Duke Humfrey lets it fall. 

King. How now vnckle, whats the matter that you flay fo fo- 
dainly. 

Hum. Pardon my Lord, a fodaine qualme came ore my heart, 

which dimmes mine eyes that I can reade.no more. 

' My 



of Tor he and Lancaffer. 

My Lord of Yorke, I pray do you rcade on, 

Torke. Item, It is further agreed betweene them, that the Dut- 
cheffe of Anioy and of "Moyne, {hall bee releafed and deliuered o- 
uer to the King her father, and fbe fent ouer of the king of Eng- 
land* owne proper coil and charges,without dowry,. 

King. They pleafe vs well, Lora Marqueffe kneele downe ; we 
heere create thee firft Duke of Suffolke, and girt thee with the 
fword. Cofin ofYorke, wee heere difeharge your Grace from 
being Regent in the parts of France, till termc of 1 8.months be 
full expirde. 

Thankcs - nckle TVinchefter,Glofter,Yorke , and "Buckingham , So* 
merfit , Salisbury , and tVarwicke. 

We thanke you for all this great fauour done, 

In entertainment to my Princely Queene^;. 

Come let vs in, and with all fpeede prouidc 
To fee her Coronation be performd. 

Exit King, Queene, and Sufolke , & Du\e Humphrey 
ftayes all the reft. 

Hunt. Braue Peeres of England, pillcrsofthe State, 

To you Duke Humphrey muft vnfold his greefe. 

What did my brother Henry toile himfelfe. 

And wafte his fubiedls for to conquer France l 
And did my brother Bedford f pend his time, 

To keepe in awe that ftout vnruly Rcalme? 

And haue not I and mine vnckle Bedford heere. 

Done all we could to keepe that land in peace ? 

And is all our labours then (pent quite in vaine ? 

For Suffolke he, the new made Duke that rules the roaft. 

Hath giuen away for our King Henries Queene, 

The Dutcheffe of Anioy and Mayne vnto her father. 

Ah LordSjfatall is this marriage, cancelling our ftates, 

Reuerfing monuments of conquered France , 

Vndoing all, as none had nere beene done. 

Card, Why how now cofinGlofter, what needs this? 

As if our King werebound vnto your will. 

And mi ght notdo his will without your lcaue. 

Proud ProtcSor, enuy in thine eyes I fee, 

A 3 The 




T , .. ^'^ contmto noft^twofAmMsHoHfes % 

The big fwolne venomc of thy hatcfull heart, 1 
That dares prefume gainft that thy Soueraigne likes. 

JTaw. Nay my Lords, tis not my words that troubles you 
_ my prefence, proud Prelate as thou art : ' * 

out lie be gone, and giuethceleaueto fpcake. 

Farewell my Lords, and fay when I am cone, 

I prophefied France would be loft ere long. 

fori. There goes our Proteflor to a 
My Lords you know he is my great enemy 
And though he be Proteaor of the Land 
And thereby couers his deceitfull thoughts 
For you well fee, if he but walke the ftreetes*. 

The common people fwarme about him ftraight 
Crying Iefus blefleyour royal! excellence,' ' 

With God preferue the good Duke Humfrey 
And many things befides that are not knowne, 

Which time will bring to light in fmooth duke Hnmfre y. 

But I will after him,andifl can, J J 

lie lay a plot to heauc him from his fcate. 

Buck. But let vs watch this haughty Cardinal! 

Cofin ofSomerfet be rulde by me, 

Weele-watch duke Humfrey and the Cardinall too. 

And put them from the marke they faine would hit. 

Sower Thankes cofin 'Buckingham , ioyne thou with me. 
And both of vs with the duke ofSuffolke, 

Weelequiekly heaueduke Humfrey from his fcate. 

Buck, Content, come then let vs about it ftraight 
For either thou or I will be Proteaor. ” 

_ , _ . . , „ , Exit Buckingham and Somerfet. 

Sal. Pride went before, ambition followes after. 

Whilft thefe do feeke their owne preferments chits/ 

My Lords let vs feeke for our Countries good.* 

Oft haue I feene this haughty Cardinall ° 

Sweare.and forfwcare himfeife, and braue it out 

More like a Ruffian then a man of the Church. # 

Cofine 
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Torke and Lttncafler. 

Cofin Torke, the vidories thou haft wonne, 

In Ireland, Normandy , and \n France, 

Hath wonne thee immortall praife in England. 

And thou braue Warwwke, my thrice valiant fonne, 

Thy fimple plainncfle and thy houfe-keeping. 

Hath won thee credit amongft the common fort. 

The reuerence ofmine age, and Nenels name. 

Is of no little force if I command. 

Then let vs ioyne all three in one for this. 

That good duke Humfrey may his ftare poffefle. 

But wherefore weepcs tF'anvicke my noble fonne. 

War. For greefe that all is loft that Warwicke won, 

Sonnes, Anioy and Maine, both giuen away at once. 

Why Wartvickjid win them, &muft that then which we wonne 
with our fwordsjbe giuen away with words. 

Torke. As 1 haue read, our Kings ofEngland were wont to haue 
large dowries with their wiues, but our king Henry giues a- 
way his owne. 

Saif. Come ionnes away and looke vnto the maine. 

War. Vnto the t Maine, , Oh father Maine is loft. 

Which warwicke by maine force did win from France, 

Maine chance father youmeant, but I meant Maine, 

Which I vvi'l win from France, or elfe bee flaine. 

Sxit Salisbury andWamicke . 
Ti orke. Anioy and Maine, both giuen vnt® thcFrench, 

Cold nevves for me, for I had hope of France, 

Euen as I haue of fertile England. 

A day will come when Torke ftiall claime his owne, 

And therefore I will take the Nenets parts, 

And make a ftiew of loue to proud duke Humfrey ; 

And when I fpy aduantage, claime theCrowne, 

For thats the golden marke 1 feeke to hit : 

Nor fhall proud Lancafier vfurpe my right. 

Nor hold the Scepter in his childifli fift. 

Nor weare the diadem vpon his head, 

Whofe Church-like humors fits not for a Crowne s 
Then Torke be ftill a while till time doe ferue, 

' Watdfe 
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The contention of the two famutHoufes, 

Watch thou, and wake when others be afleepe. 

To pry into the fecrets of the ftare. 

Till Henry furfetting in ioyes ofloue. 

With his new Bride, and Englands deerc bought Queenc, 

And Hu-mfrej with the Peeres be falne at iarres. 

Then will I raife aloft the milke-whiteRofe, v 

With whofe fweec fmell the ayre fhall be perfumde. 

And in my Standard beare the Armes of York/, 

To grapple with the houfe of Lancaster : 

And force perforce,iile make him yeelde theCrowne, 

Whofe bookifh rule hath Puld fairc England downe. 

Exit Ter ke. 



.IV.V 



Enter ‘Duke Hum fey, and DameEllanor t 
Cobham bis wife . 

Elnor. Why droopes my Lord like ouer-ripened Corne, 
Hanging the head at Ceres plenteous load. 

What leeft thou Duke Humfrey King Henries Crovrae? 

Reach at it, and if thine arme bectoofhort, 

Mine (hall lengthen it. Art thou not a Prince i 
Vnckle to the King? and his Prote&or ? 

Then what fhouldft thou lacke that might content thy minde ? 

Ham. My louely Nell, farre be it from my heart. 

To thinkc of treafons gainft my Soueraigne Lord, 

But I was troubled with a dreame to night. 

And God I pray, it do betide none ill. 

Elnor. What dreamt my Lord ? Good Hamfrey tell it me, 

And ile interpret it : and when thats done. 

He tell thee then what I did dreame to night. 

Hum, This night when I was laid in bed, I dreamt 
That this my ftaffe, mine Office badge in Court, 

Was broke in twaine, by whom I cannot gefle : 

But as I thinke by the Cardinall. What it bodes 
God knowes ; and on the ends were plac’d 
The heads of Edmund Duke ofSomerfet, 

And william de la Pole firft Duke of Suffolk/* 

Elnor, Tufti 
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Yorke and Lancaster. 

Elnor. Tufiimy Lord, this fignifies nought but this 
That he that breakes a fticke of Glofters groue * 

Shall for the offence make forfet of his head. * 

But now my Lord ile tell you what I dreamt, 

Methought 1 was in the Cathcdrall Church * 

At Wcftminfter,and feated in the chaire 

Where Kings and Queenes are crown’d, and at my feetc 

Henry and Margaret with a Cro wne of Gold, 

Stood ready to fet k on my Princely head . 

Hum. Fie Nell. Ambitious woman as thou art, 

Art thou not fccond woman in this land. 

And the Prote&ors wife* bclou’d of him i 
And wilt thou ftill be hammering treafon thus ? 

Away I fay, and let me hcare no more. 

Elnor. How now my Lord, what angry with your Nell 
For telling but her dreame ? The next I haue 
Ile keepe it to my felfe,and not be rated thus. 

Hum. Nay Nell, ile giuc no credit to a dreame. 

But I would haue thee to thinke on no fuch things. 

Enter a (Jltefenger. 

Meff. And it plcafe your Grace,the King and Queen to mor- 
row morning will ride a hawking to S. Albones, & craues your 
company along with them. 

Hum. With all my hear* ; I will attend his Grace. 

Come Afe//,thou wilt go with vs I am furc. 

_ Exit Hamfrey. 

Elnor. Ile come after you, for I cannot go before, 

AslongasGloflerbeares this bafe and humble minde: 

Were I a man, and Prote&or as he is, 

I’de reach to’ch Crowne, or make fome hop headlefle. 

And being but a woman, ile not behinde 

For playing of my part, in fpitc of all that feek to crofTc me thus: 
Who is within there? 

Bnter fir lobn Hunt. 

What Sir IohnHum 9 what newes with you ? 

B Sirlffbo 
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rtifytentioit of the two fmom Houfes r 

Sir him. lefus preferueyour Maiefty. 

Elnor , My Maiefty : why man, I am but Grace. 

Sir lohn. I, but Jay the grace of God, and Bums aduice, 

Tour Graces ftate (hall be aduanc’d ere long. 

Elnor . What, haft thou conferred with Merger) lour dam, the 
cunning witch of Rye, with Roger Bullenbrooke and the reft ? and 

will they vndertake to do me good i 

Sir lohn . I hauc Madam, and they haue promifcu me to rai c 
a fpirit from depth of vnder ground, that (hall tell your Grace 
all queftions you demand. 

Elnor. Thankcs good fir lohn . 

Some two dayes hence I gefle will fit our time. 

Then fee that they be heerc : 

For no w the King is riding to Saint Albones, 

And all the Dukes and Earles along with him. 

When they be gone, then fafely may they come. 

And on the backe fide of my Or chard heere. 

There caft their Spelles in filencc of the night. 

And fo rcfoluevsof the; thing we wi(h; 

Till when, drinke that formy fake, and fo farewell . ExitEl(Wor , 
Sir lohn. Now fir John Hum, No words but mum. 

Seale vp your lips, for you muftfilent be: 

Thefe gifts ere long will make me mighty rich. 

The Dutchefte (be thinkes now that all is well. 

But 1 haue Gold comes from another place. 

From one that hyred me to fet her on. 

To plot thefe treafons gainft theKmgand Peercs •, 

And that is the mighty Duke of Suffolke; 

For he it i s, but I muft not fay fo. 

That by my meanes muft workc the Dutchefte fall. 

Who now by Coniurarions thinkes to rile. 

But whift fir hhn, no more of that Ltro, 

For fearc you lofe your head before you go,. 

Enter two Petitioners .andfeter the Armourers man. 

h Petit . Come firs lets linger here abouts a while. 



Exit 




Tor he and Lane after. 

Vntill my Lord Prote&or come this way. 

That we may (hew his Grace our lcuer all caufes. 

a. Petit. I pray God faue the Good Duke Humfries life. 

For but for him a many were vndone, 

That cannot get no fuccour in the Court. 

But fee where he comes with the Queene. 

Enter the Duke of Suffolke with the Queene, and they take 
him for Duke Humfrey, andgittes 
him their writings. 

t. Petit. Oh we are vndone, this is the Duke of Suffolke, 
JHueene.Novf good-fellows, whom would you fpeak withal? 
*. Petit.Uit pleafeyour Maieftie, with my Lord Protestors 
Grace. „ 

On* Are your fuites to his Grace ? Let vs fee them firft, 
Lookeonthem my Lord of Suffolke. 

Suffolke. A Complaint againft the Cardinals man. 

What hath he done ? 

a. Petit. Marry my Lord, he hath ftole away my wife, 

And th’are gone together, and I know not where to finde then, 
Suff. Hath he ftole thy wife* that’s fomc iniury indccdc. 

But what fay you * 

Peter Thumpe. Marry fir I come to tell you, that my M^yfler 
faide, that the Duke of Yorke was true heirc to the Crown,and 
that the King was an vfurer. 

Queene. An vfurper thou wouldft fay. 

Peter. I forfooth,an vfurper. 

Queene. Didft thou fay the King was an vfurper ? 

Peter. No forfooth, 1 faide my maifter faide fo, th’other day 
when wee were fcowring (the Duke of Yorkes armour in our 
Garret. 

Suf. I marry, this is fomething like. 

Who’s within there ? 
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And fend out aPurfeuant for his matter ftraight, 

Weele heere more ofthis thing before the King, 

Exit with the Armorers man. 
Now Sir, what’s yours i Let me fee it. 

What’s heere i 

A complaint againft theDukeofSuffolke,forcnclofing the 

commons of long Melford. 

How now .fir knaue. 

i, Petit. I befeech your Grace to pardon me, I am but aMef. 
fengcrfor the whole towne-ftup. 

He teares the Papers. 

Suffolk/. So now fhcw your petitions to Duke Humfeey, 
Villaines get you gone, and come not neere the Court, 

Dare thele pelants write againft me thus ? 

Exit Petitioners « 

ffueene. My Lord of Suffolke you may fee by this, 

The Commons loues vnto that haughty Duke, 

That fcckcs to him more then to King Henry : 

Whofecyes arc alwaies poring on his booke, 

And nere regards the honor of his name. 

But ftill mutt be protected like a childe. 

And gouemed by that ambitious Duke, 

That fcarfe will mooue his cap to fpeake to vs. 

And his proud wife, high-minded Slanor, 

That ruffles it with fuch a troope of Ladies, 

As Grangers in the Court take her for jgueene: 

She beares a Dukes whole reuennewes on her backc* 

The other day fhe vanted to her maides. 

That the very traine of her worft gowne. 

Was worth more wealth then all my fathers landes. 

Can any greefe of rainde belike to this? 

I tell thee Pole , when thou didft run at Tilt, 

And ftolftaway our Ladies hearts inFrance, 

I thought King Henry had bene like to thee. 

Or elfe thou hadft not brought meout of France. 

Stiff. Madam, content your felfe a little while. 

As 1 was caufe of your comtning into England, 
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torke and Lancaster. 

So will I in England worke your full content s 
And as for proud Duke Humftey and his wife, 

I haue (et lime twigs that will entangle them. 

As that your Grace ere long fhall vnderftand. 

But ttay Madame, heere comes the King. 

Enter King Henrie, and the Duke of Torke and the Duke of Sommer- 
fit on both fides of the King , whiff ering with him : Then entereth 
Duke Humphrey, Dame Elanor, the Duke of 'Buckingham, the 
Earle of Salisbury, the Earle of Warwick/, and the (fardinall of 
Winchefier. 

King. My Lords I care not who be Regent in Prance, or Torke 
or Somerfit, all’s one to me. 

Torke. My Lord,i (Torke haue ill demean’d himfelfe, 

Ler Somerfit enioy his place, and go to Fraunce. 

Sow?. Then whom your grace thinkes worthy, let him goe. 
And there be made the Regent ouer the French. 

Warwick e. Whomfoeucryou account worthy, 

Torke is the worthieft. 

Card. Peace Warwick e, giue thy betters leaue to fpeake. 

War. The Cardnal’s not my better in the fielde. 

Buck. All in this place are thy betters farre. 

War. And Warwicke may liue to be beft of all.* 

Queene. My Lord in mine opinion, it were beft that Somerfit . 
were Regent ouer France. 

Hum. Madame, our King is olde enough himfelfe. 

To giue his anfwer without your confent. 

Queene. If he be old enough, what needs your Grace 
To be Protcftor ouer him fo long. 

Hum. M adam, I am but Prote&or ore the Land, 

And when it pleafe his Grace, I will refigne my charge. . 

Suffolk e. Refigne it then, for fince thou waft a King 
( As who is King but thee:) the common ftate 
Doth as we fec,all wholly go to wracke. 

And Millions of treafure hath beene fpene. 

And as for the Regentftup ofFrance, 

BS, lr 
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I fay Somerfet is more worthy then Torke. 

Torke, lie tell thee Suffolk whv»I am not worthy, 

Recaufe I cannot flatter as thou canft. 

J War, And yet the Worthy deeds that Torke hath done. 

Should make him worthy to be honoured hccre. 

Stf. Peace head-ftrong Warwick?. 

War. Image of pride, wherefore flhould I peace? 

Suf. Becaufc heere is a man accufde of Treafon, 

Pray God the Duke of Torke do cleare himfelfe. 

Ho, bring hither, the Armourer and his man. 

Enter the Armourer and his matt. 

If it pleafe your Grace, this fellow here, hath accufed his matter 
ofhighTreafon, and his wordcs werethefe: Thatthe Dukeof 
Torke was lawful! heire vnto the Crowne, and that your Grace 
was an vfurper, 

Torke. I befcech your Grace let him haue whatpunnifhment 
the Law will affoord for his villany. 

King. Come hither fellow, didtt thou fpeake thefe words ? 

Arm. An’t fhall pleafe your worfliip, 1 neuer fayde any fuch 
matter, God is my witnefle, I am falfely accufed by this villen 
heere. * 

Peter. Tis no matter for that, you did fay fo, 

Torke. I befecch your Grace, let him haue the Law. 

Armorer , Alas matter, hang me if euer I fpake the words. My 
accufer is my prentice, andwhen ldidcorre&himfor his fault 
the other day , he d id vo w vpon his knees that he wuuld be euen 
with mee .• I haue good witnefle of this, and therefore I befeech 
your worfhip do not caft away an honett man for a villaines ac- 
cufation. 

King. Vnclc Glofter, what do you thinke of this i 

Hum. The law my Lord is this by cafe, itrefts fufpitioua, 

That a day of combate be appointed. 

And there to try each others right or wrong, 

With Eben ttaues and Sandbags, combatting 
In $mithfield,before your royall Maicfty Exit Humfrej. 

tArmour. And I accept the combate willingly* 

Peter 
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Torke and Lane alter. * 

Peter. Alafle my Lord, I am not able for to fight. 

Suf. You mutt either fight firra,or elfe be hang’d : 

Go take them hence againe to prifon. Exit with thenu. 

The Jfhseenc tets fall her gloue } and hits the Dutchejfe of 
Glofier t a boxe on the eare. 

Queene. Giue me my gloue. Why Minion can you not fee ? 
Shee ftrtkesher. 

I cry you mercy Madam, I did miftake, 

J didnot thinke it had bene you. 

Elnor. Did you not proud French-woman i 
Could I come neere your dainty Yifage with my nayles, . 

Tde fet my ten command’ments in your face. 

King. Be patient gentle Auut, 

It was againft her will'. 

Elnor. Againft her will. Good King fhee’ll dandle thee. 

If thou wilt alwayes thus be rul’d by her. 

But let it reft : as fure as I do liue, 

She ftiall not ftrikeDame Elnor vnreueng’d. 

Exit Elnor, . 

King. Beleeue me my loue, thou wert much too blame : 
T Would not for athoufand pounds of Gold, 

My Noble Vncklc had beetle heere in place. 

Enter Duke Humfrej ♦ 

But fee where he comes : I am glad he met her not; 

Vnkle Glofter, what anfwcr makes your Grace, 

Concerning our Regent for the Realme of France, 

Whom thinkes your Grace is meeteft for to fend. 

Hum. My gracious Lord, then this is my refolue. 

For that thefe words the Armourer ftiould fpeake, 

Dothbreede fufpition on the part ofYorkc, 

Let Somerfet be Regent ore the French, 

Till trials made, and Yorkc may clcareinmfelfc. 

King. Then be it fo, my Lord of Somerfet, 

We make your Graee Regent ouer the Frenchj 
And to defend our light ’gsunft forrainc Foe** 

And 





The contention of the mo f mom Houfes , 

And fo do good vnto theRcalme of France. 

Make haft my Lord, tis time that you were gone. 

The time of truce I thinke is full expir’d. 

Somer. I humbly thankc your royall Maiefty, 

And take my leauc to pofte with fpeed to France. 

Sxit So merfet* 

King. Come Vnklc Glofter,now let’s haue our horfe. 

For we will to Saint Albones prefently. 

Madam your Havvke they fay is fwift of flight. 

And we will try ho w fhe w ill fly e to day. Sxit omnes. 



Enter Elanor,witb Sir Iohn Hum, Roger Bullenbrooke a Coniurer , 
and Margery Iourdaine a Witch . 

Elnor. Heere fir Iohn, take this fcrole of p aper here. 
Wherein is writ the queftions you (hall aske. 

And I will ftand vpon this T ower heere. 

And heare the fpirit what it fayes to you : 

And to my queftions, write theanfwers downe. 



She goes vp to the Tower. 

Sir Iohn. Now firs begin, and caft your fpels about. 

And charme the fiendcs for to obey your wils. 

And tell Dame Elnor of the thing fhe askes. 

Wttch. Then Roger Bullenbrooke about thy taske. 

And frame a circle heere vpon the earth, 

Whilft I thereon all proftrate on my face. 

Do talke and whifper with the Diuels below. 

And coniure them for to obey my will. 

Sbee lyes downe vpon her face. 

Bullenbrooke makes a Circle. 

Sullen . Darke night, dread night, the filencc of the night. 
Wherein the Furies maske in hellifh troupes. 

Send vp I charge you from So fetus Lake, 

The fpirit Afcalon to come to mee. 

To pierce the bowels of this Centricke earth. 

And hither come in twinkling of an eye, 

Afcalon 






forks snd Lane after. 

Afcalon , Ajfenda , ajfenda. 

1 1 Thunders and Lightens, and then the fpirite 
rifeth vp. 

ffirit. Now Bullenbrooke what wouldft thou haue me doe ? 
Sullen. Firft ofthe King, what (hall become ofhim ? 
fpirit. The Duke yet hues, that Henry (hall depofe. 

But him ouc-liue, and dye a violent death* 

Sullen. What fate awaites the Duke of Sujfolke „ 
fpirit. By water fhall he die, and takebis end. 

Sullen. What fhall betide thcDuke of Somer fet ? 
fpirit. Let him fhun Caftles, fafer fhall he be vpon the fandy 
plaines, then where Gaftles mounted ftand." 

Now qiieftion me no more, for I muft hence againe. 

He pnkes downe againe. 

Bullen. Then downe I fay, vhto the damnedpoole* 

Where Pluto in his fiery Waggohfifs, 

Riding amidft the findg'd aridparchedfmoakes, . 

The rode of Dytas by the Riubf' Stilt : 

There howle and buttie for euet in thofe flames. 

Rife Iourdaine rife,and ftay thy charming Spcls. 

Zounds,we are betraide. 

Enter the t>ukeofTorke, and the Duke of 'Bucking- 
ham, andotherS. 

Torkf. Come firs, lay hands on them, and binde them fure. 
This time was well watcht.What Madame are you there i 
This will be great credit for your husband. 

That you are plotting treafons thus with Coriiurers, , 

The King fhall haue notice of this thing. 

Sxit Slnor about. 

Buck. See heere my Lord, what the diuell hath writ. 

Torke. Giue.it me my Lord, lie fheW it to the King { . 

Go firs, feethemfaft lbckt inprifon. 

Exit with them* 

BuckpigMy Lord, I pray you let me gO pofte vnto the King, 
Vnto S. AlbqncSjto tell this newes. 

T oxkp. Content. Away then, about it ftraight. 

""t* - C Bucks 



Thec*rt».JttM4ftbetw- 

Buck? Farewell my Lord. m i^m. 

Yorks. Whofe within there f 

Enter one. 

r"Ju - S go will the Earles of Salsbury and WarwicV to 

fan wdh me to night. Ex*r«k. 

One ♦ 1 will my Lord. Lx,t * 

a 

Enter the King and, Quyene with her Hawk? on herfift, and ‘Duke 
Humffrey and Suffolk?, and the Cardinal!, as iff 

they came from Hawking* 

Queene. My Lord, how did your grace like this laft night *< 

But as I caft her off the windc did rife. 

And twas ten to one, old lone had not gone out. 

King. How wonderfull the Lords workes ate on earth, 

Euen in chefe filly creatures of his hand?, 

Vnkle Glofter,how hye your hawke did fore,. 

And on a fodainc fouc’d the Partridge do wne. 

Suff. No maruell ifit pleafe your Maiefty, 

My LordProteftors hawkes do towre fo well. 

They know their matter fores a Faulcons pitch. 

Hum. Faith my Lord. it’s but a bafe minde, 

That fores no higher then a bird can fore. 

Card.l thought your Grace would be aboue the douds 0 
Hum. I my Lord Cardinall, were it not good 

on a Crowne, proud Prote&or, dangerous Pcere,to fraoothe it 
* fW H^ m now Lord, why this is more then needs, church 

“ d c1te y°“ L “‘ i,y Lo,d “ 

%t£'wh, Suffolk, England towns thy ««(** 



Yorke and Lancafter. 

Queene, And thy ambition Glofter, 

King* Ceafe gentle Queene, and whette not on thefe furious 
Lords to wrath, for blefled arc the peace-makers on earth, 
ffard. Let me be blefled for the peace I make, 

Agatoft this proud Prote&or with my fword. 

Hum. Faith holy Vnkle, I would it were come to that. 

Card. Euen when thou dar’ft. 

Hum. Dare: I tel thee Piieft,Plantagencts could neuer brook 
the dare. 

Card. I am Plantagenct as well as thou, and fonne to Iohn of 
Gaunt. 

Hum. In baftardy. 

Card: 1 fcorne thy words. 

Hum: Make vppe no fa&ious numbers,but euen in thine owne 
perfon meete me at the Eaftend of the groue. 

Card: Here’s my hand, I will. 

King: Why how now Lords ? 

Card, Faith Cofin Glofter, had not your man caft off fo foone, 
we had had more fport to day. Come with thy fword and Buck- 
ler. 

Hum: Gods mother Prieft He fliaue your crowne. 

Card: Proteftor, proteft thy felfe well. 

King The windc growes high, fo dothy our choHcr Lords* 

Enter one crying a miracle , a miracle * 

How now? Now firra,wnat miracle is it ? 

One. And it pleafe your Grace, there is a man that came blind 
to S.Albones,and hath receiued his fightat the fhrine. 

King Go fetch him hether, that wee imy glorifie the lord with 
him. 

Enter the Matar of Saint Alhones,and his Brethren , with Mu - 
Jicke, hearing the man that had bene blind between 
twoinachaire • . 

King: Thou happy man, giueGod eternall praife. 

For he it is that thus hath helped thee: 

Where waft thou borne f 

Poore wm»*At#*rTw4* pleafe your Maiefty in the North. 

C a J*f»» 



Hunt. At Barwicke, and come thus farre for helps. 

* Poore man . 1 fir, it was told me in my fleepe. 

That fweete Saint Alboncsfliould giue me my fight again*,* 
Hum. What are lame too? 

P.man.l indeede fir, God helpe me. 

Hum. How camft thou lame ? 



P.man. With falling off a plum tree. 

Hum. Wert thpu blind & would climb plurntrees? 
P. man. Neuer bu t once fir in all my life. 

My wife did long for plumnncs. 

Hum. But tell me,wert thou borne blinde? 

P.man. 1 truly fir. 

Woman. I indeed fir, he was borne blinde. 

Hum. W hat art thou his mother ? 

Woman. His wife fir. 

Hum. Hadft thou beene his mother. 

Thou couldft haue better tolde. 

Why let me fee, I thinks thou canft not fee yet. 
Patton. Yes truly tnafter,.as cleare as day. 

Hum. Sayft thou fos what colour’s his cloake f 
P. man , Red matter, as red as blood. 




Hum. And his cloake ? 



P .man. Why that’s green e. 

Hum. And What colour’s his hofe? 

?. man. Yellow matter, yellow as gold. 

Hum. And what colour’s my Gowne ? r 
P.man. Blackcfir,asblackeaslet. _ , 

King. Then belike he kgow.es what colour ret is on. 
thjSupfB&d yetTthinke let did he neuer fee. 

Hum. But dokes 6c gowns ere this day many a one. 
But tell me firra,what’s my name? 

P.man . Alas matter I know not. 



Hum. W hat’s his name? 

know not. 
Hum. Nor his ? 

P.man. No truly fir. 
Hum. Nor his name? 






. 








of rorkewdLamfter., 

P.man . No indeede matter. 

Hum. Whats thine ownc name? 

P.man. Sander, and it pleafeyou maifter. 

Hum. Then Sander fit there, the lyingeft knaue in Chritten- 
dom. If thou hadtt bene borne blinde, thou mightft afwel haue 
knowne all our names, as thus to name the feucrall colours wee 
do weare. Sight may diftinguifh of colours,but fodainly to no- 
minate them all, itis jmpoffible. My lords,<S. Albonesheere 
hath done a miracle,& would you notthink his cunnin^ to bee 
great, that could rettore this Cripple to his legs againcf 
P.man. Oh matter I would you could. 

Hum. My Matters ofS. Albones, 

Haue you not Beadles tn your To wne. 

And things call’d whippes? 

(jMayor. Yes my Lord, if it pleafe your Grace. 

Hum. Then fend for one prcfently. 

Maior. Sirra, go fetch the Beadle hither ftraight. Exit one. 
Hum. Now fetch me a ftoole hither by and by. 

Now firra, ifyou mean? to faue your felfe from whipping, 

Leape me ouer this ftoole, and runne away. 

Enter a’Beadle. 

P. man. Alas matter I am not able to ftand alone. 

You go about to torture me in vaine. 

Hum. V V ell fir, we mutt haue you finde your legges. 

Sirra Beadle, whip him till he leape ouer that fame ftoole. 

Beadle. I will my Lord, come on firra, off with your Doublet 
quickly. 

Poore man. Alas matter what fhall I do, I am not able to ftand. 

.After the Beadle bath hit him one terke , he leases ouer the ftoole , and 
runne s away y and they run after htm, crying a Myracle, a\JMy - 
rack . 

Hum. A miracle, a miracle, let him be taken againe, and whipte 
through euery Market Towne till he comes at Barwicke where 
he was borne. 

Maior. It lb all be done my Lord. Exit Mayor. 

Sttf.Miy Lord Prote&or hath done wonders to day, 

€ i Hee. 
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le hath made the blinde to fce,and halt to goe. 

Humph. l,but you did greater wonder$,whe you made whole 
Dukedomes flye in a day. 
tVitneffe France. 

King.ti&uc done I fay, and let me heare no more of that. 
Enter the ‘Duke of 'Buckingham. 
iVhat newes brings Duke Humfrey of Buckingham* i 
2?«c£_.Ill newes for fome my Lord,and this it is. 

That proud dame Elnor our Protestors Wife, 

Hath plotted Treafons gainft the King and Pecres, 

By witchcrafts,forceries,and coniurings, 

Who by fuch meanes did raife a fpirit vp. 

To tell her what hap (hould betide the State, 

But ere they had finifht their diuellifh drift. 

By Torke and my felfe they were all furprizde, 

And heercs the anfwere the diuell did make to them, 

K w^.Firft of the King,what fhall become of him ? 

Reads. The Duke yet liues,that Henry fhall depofe. 

Yet him out-liue.and die a violent death. 

Gods will be done in all. 

What fate awaits the Duke of Suffolkeg 
By water (hall he die and take his end. 

Sttfolke. By water mull the Duke of Suffolk* die ? 

It mutt be fo,or clfe the diuell doth lie. 

King. Let Somerfet fhun Cattles, 

For fafer fhall he be vpon the fandy plaines. 

Then where Cattles mounted ftand. 

CW.Hecres good ftuffe,hownow my Lord Protestor, 
This newes I thinke hath turnd your weapons point, 

I am in doubt youle fcarfely keepeyourpromife. 

H#wp6.Forbeare ambitious Prelate to vrge my gtcefe. 
And pardon me my gracious Soueraignc, 

For heere I fweare vnto your Maiefty, 

That I am guiltlefle of thei’e hainous crimes 
Which my ambitious wife hath falfly done. 

And for (he would betray her foueraigne Lord, 

I hccrc renounce her from my bed and boord. 



x 
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And leaue her open for the law to iudge, 

Vnlcfle flhe cleare her lelfe of this foulc deed. 

King. Come my Lords ,this night weele lodge in S.Albones. 
And to morrow we will ride to London, 

And trie the vtmoftof thefe treafons forth. 

Come vnckle Gloftcr along with vs, 

My mindc doth tell me thou art innocent. 



Exit omnes. 

Enter the Duke of Torke, and the Earles of Salisbury 
and IV arwicke. 

Torke .My Lords, our fimplefupper ended thus, 

Let me reucalc vnto your honors hccre. 

The right and title of the houfeof Yorke 
To Engjands Growne by lineall defent. 

War .Then Yorke begin, and if thy claitne be good. 

The Ncuils are thy fubieSts to command, 

Torke. Then thus my Lords, 

Edward the third had feuen fonnes. 

The firft was Edward the blacke Prince, 

Prince of ITales. 

The fecond was mlliarn of Hatfield, 

Who dyed y oung. 

The third was Lyonell, Duke of Clarence, 

The fourth was lohn of Gaunt, 

The Duke of Loncafter. 

The fife was Edmund of Lancler. 

Duke of Yorke. 

The <hct was IPilliam of tvtndfiore , 

Who dyed young. 

The feauenth and laft was Sit Thomas of modfiocke, Duke of 

Torke. 

Now Edwardxht blacke Prince dyed before nis Father, leaning 
behmde him two fonnes, SWjWborne at Angolefme, who died 
ycung,and Kschard that was after crowned Ki.ig,by the nameof 
Richard the fecoud,who dyed without an heyre. 

LyoneB 





The contention of the two / motts Hotifes, 

Lyonell Duke of Clarence dyed, and left him one only daugh* 
ter, named Phillips who was married to Edmund Mortimer carle 
of March and Vlfter : and fo by her I chime the Crowne, as the 
true heire to Lyonell Duke ofClarence, third fonne to Edward 
the third. Now fir, in time ofRiohards reigne,Henry of Bulling, 
brooke, fonne and heire to Iohn ofGaunt, the Duke of Lanca- • 
fter fourth fonne to Edward the third, he claim’d the Crowne, 
depofdthe Merthfull King, and as both you know ,*in Pomfret 
Caftle harmelefle Richard was fhamefully murthered»and foby 
Richards death came thehoufe of Lancaftervnio ahe Crowne. 

Sal. Sauing your tale my Lord, as I haue heard in the reigne of 
Bullenbrooke, rhe Duke of Yorke did chime the Crowne, and 
but for Owen Glendour had bene King. 

True: but fo itfortuned then, by mcanes ofthatmon- 
ftrousrebcll Glendour, the noble Duke ofYorke was putte to 
death, and fo euer fince the heires of Iohn of Gaunt haue poffef- 
fed the Crowne. But if the iffue of the elder fhould filcceed be- 
fore the iffue ofthe younger, then am I lawfull heire vnto the 



ome. 



in'armcke. What proceedings cart be more plain, he chimes 
it from Lyonell Duke ofClarence, the third fonne to Edward 
the third, and Henry from Iohn of Gaunt the fourth fonne. So 
that till Lionels Hfuefailes, his fhould not reigne. It fayles not 
yet, but flourifhech in thee and in thy fonnes, braue flips of filch 
a ftocke. Then noble father, kneele we both together, & in this 
priuate place, be we the firft to honour him with birth-right to 
the Crowne. 

Both. Long liuc Richard Englands royall King. 

Yorke. I thanke you both. But Lords I am not your King, vn» 
til this fword be fheathed eucn in the hart blood of the houfe of 
Lan carter . 

War. Then Yorke aduife thy fclfe,3nd take thy time, 

Claime thou the Crowne, and let thy ftandard yp, 

And in the fame aduance the milke-white Rofc, 

And then to guard it, will I towfe the Bcare, 

Enuiron’d with ten thoufand Ragged ftaues. 

To aide and helpc thee for to win thy right, 

Mauger 
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Yorke onAEdncAsItr. 

Mauger the proudeft Lord of Henries blood. 

That dares deny the right and clajme of Yorke y 
For why,my mindeprefageth I fliall liue 
To fee the noble Duke of Yorke to be a King. 

Yorke Thanks noble and Yorke doth hope to fee, 

The Earle of ITarmcke liue, to.bce the greateft man in England 
but the King. Comelets goe. h } 

■Enter King Henry and the Queene,DukeHumfrefX 
folke and tbe Duke of Buckingham, the Cardinal, andDame 81- 
wfwhamftd withthe- Officers ,and then enter to them the Duke 
°f r *rke,and the Earles of Salisbury andfVarwicke. ' 

King.Stznd forth Dzme E/nor fobham Dutches of Clofier^d 
heate thefentence pronounced againft thee for thefe treafons, 
th: «■ l i?e haft commicted gainft Vs,our State and Peeres. 

Firft for thy hamous erime,.thou. (halt two dayesiq Londoner 
do pennance barefoot in the ftreetes, with a white fheete zb mj& 

thy body, and. a waxe Taper burning in thy hand. That^iwt^ 
thou (halt bebanirtied for euer into the Iflc of MamtherelowT 

^thhcr CChed da * CS 5 a0d * S ° Ur ^ entencc hreuocab'r. Away 

Elnor.E uen to my death,for I haue liued too long. 

v r* ' v, Exit fame with Elnor, 

iC/w^Grecue not noble Vnckle,but be thou glad. 

In that thefe treafons thus are come to light, 

Leaft God had.pourde his vengeance oif thy bead 
For her offences that thouheidtt fo deare. 

Humph. Oh gracious Henry, glue me leaue a while, 

I o leaue your Grace,and to depart away. 

For forrowes tcares hath gripte my aged heart. 

And makes the fountames of mine eyes to fwdl. 

And therefore gogd my Lord, let me depart. 

King. With all my hart good vnckle,whe you pleafe 
Yet ere thou goeft./fo/w/r^refigne thy ftaffe. 

For Henry w\\\ be no more proteaed. 

The Lord ihall be my guide both for my land and me. 

>D Humph. 




• £J clTT.ll 9jc?ir^/ dJTLulf r* , IT r- 






contention of the two fantowt Houfes , 

//«w. My ftaffe, I noble Henry, my life and all. 

My ftaffe, 1 yeelde as willing to be thine. 

As ere thy Noble father made it mine : 

And euen as willing at thy feete 1 leaue it. 

As others would ambitiouOy receiue it, 

And long hereafter, when I am dead and gone. 

May honourable peace attend thy throne. 

King. VnkleGlofter, ftand vp and go in peace, 

No lefle belou’d ofvs, then when _ _ 

Thou wert prote&or ouer this my land. hxit Obiter* 

Queen e Take vp the ftaffe, for heere it ought to ftand, 

Where fhould it be, but in King Henries hand* 

Torke* Pleafe it your Maieftie, this is the day 
That was appointed for the combating 
Betweenc the Armourer and his man, my Lord, 

And they are ready when your Grace doth pleale. _ . 

King. Then call them forth, that they may try their rights, 

enter at one doore the Armourer and hie neighbours 'drinking to him 
Co much that he is drunken, and he enters with a dram before him, 
and his ftaffe with afandbag faftened to it, and at the other doore 
his man with a drum andfandbag,and Vrentifes drinking to him. 

Neighbor. Here neighbour Horner, I drinke to you in a cup 
of Sacke ; and feare not neighbor, you fhall do well enough, 
a Neitfh. And here neight>or,here s a cup ot Charneco. 

3 Neigh. Here’s a pot of good double beere,neighbor drinke 
and be merry, and feare not your man. 

Arm. Let it come, yfaith lleplcdge you all, 

A °i ^JfHeTepTteT, I drinke to thee,andbe not affraicU 
i T>ren. Here Peteivhere’s a pinte of Claret wine tor thee. 

, Pren. And here’s a quart for me,and be qicrry Peter, 

An d feare not thy mafter .fight for credit of the Prentifcs. 

Peter. I thanke you all, but He drinke no more: 

Heere Robin,and if I dye.heere I giue thee my hammer. 

And Will thou fhalt haue my aperne: andhecre 1 oro, 

\Y ; ’*■ t VJV 
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Yorhe and Lancaster, 

Take all the money that I haue. 

O Lord bleffe me I pray God, for I am neuer able to dcale with 
my hiaftcr, he hath learn’d fo much fence already. 

Solis. Come leaue your drinking, and fall to bloyves. 

Sirra, whit’s thy name ? 

Pet. Peter forfooth. 

Saif. Peter : what more ? 

Pet. Tihumpc. 

Saif. Thumpe, then fee that thou thumpe thy maifter. 

Arm. Here’s to thee Neighbour, fill all the pots againe, for 
before wee fight, looke you, I will tell you my minde ; for I am 
tome hither as it were of my man* inftigation,to proue my felfe 
an honed mankind Peter a knauc : and fo haue at you Peter with 
downright blowes, as Bcuis of South-hampton ifell vpponAf- 
capart. 

Pet, Law you now, I told you hee’s in his fence already. 

jilarmes , Veter hits him on the head and fels him . 
esfrm. Hold Peter, I confeffe, T rcafon,trcafon. He dies* 

Pet. O G od I giue thee praife. He hotels downs 

Pren. Ho well done Peter. God faue the King. 

King. Go take hence that Traitor from our fight. 

For by his death we do pcrceiue his guilt, 

And God in iufticc hath reueal’d to vs 
The truth and innocence of this poore fellow, 

Which he had thought to haue murthered wrongfully. 

Come fellow, follow vs for thy reward. Exit omnes. 

Enter Duke Humfrey and his men , in mow 
ningcloakes. 

Hum. Sirra, what’s a clocke ? 

Sertting. Almoft ten my Lord. 

Hum. Then is that woftill houre hard at hand. 

That my poore Lady fhould come by this way. 

In fhamefull penance wandering in the ftreets. 

Sweet Nell, ill can thy noble minde abrooke 
The abie<ft people gazing on thy face, 

With enuious looke* laughing at thy lhame. 

That erft did follow thy proud Chariot wheclcs, 

D: When 



V.'t'j r ! J I ‘ ! iii Elf i :?:f? 'PpL/ETi'jfjr 1 n Tt'l? 




The contention of tbe twofaftiom Houfes , 

When thou didft ride in triumph through the ftreetcs 

Enter Dame Elndr Cobhjm&ute-fdtite, Undo white fkeete about' her* 
with a&algdGMttcpther handy and verfes ■written on her hacks & 
find on, and accompanied with the Sherijfes of London } and Sir I chit 
Standly, and Officers ywtth bits and Ho l hards. 

• - l il » *: ir j l ti • « i 

SemtngMy gracious Lord,fee whermy Lady Hornes, 

Pleafe it your gr'ace,weele take her from thcSheriffes? 

Htimph. I charge youfor your liues ftir not a foote. 

Nor offer once to draw a weapon heere. 

But let them d 0 the-ir officers they ftiould » iS ;* •. 

' jSWW-lC^Seyofi Vny Lord^oftewy- dpfc&ftwme ? ' ' 

Ah Gtofler, now thou doft penance too. 

See how the giddy people looke at thee. 

Shaking their heads, and pointing atthec heere. 

Go get the'e'gorie,and hide thee from their-fights. 

And fn thy pen r fV^>fludy rile my-fhamej 
AndVan thitte enemies. Ah mine and ffrine* ; - ’ 

Hum. Ah Nellffivieti Nelh forget thisektfeme griefe. 

And beare it patiently'to eafe thy heart. 

Elnor. Ah Glofter,teach me to forget my folfe. 

For whilft I thinkel am thyWeddedWife, 

The thought of this doth kill my wofull heart*'-'-' 

The ruthle'ffe flints do cut niy tender feete, 

Anti' when 1 ftart,the cruel! people laugh. 

And bids me be aduifed how I tread, 

And thus with burning Tapor in my hand, 

Maldcvp in (bame, with papers on my backe. 

Ah Glofler,can I endure this and liue ? 

Sometime ile fay lam Duke Humphreys Wife, 

And he aPrince,Pvoreaor of the land. 

But fo he rulde,andfueVa Prince he was, - 

As he flood b’y,whilfl 1 his fore-Ibrht Dutcheffe 
Was led with lbame,and made&hfughing ftockei 
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YoykeandLuncafler* 

Should I attempt to refcuethec from hence,, 

I fhould incurrc the danger ofthelaw. 

And thy difgrace Would not be fbaddowed fo, 

Elnor. Be thou milde,and ftir not at my difgrace, 

Vntill the axe of death hang ore thy head, * 

As fhorcly fure it will.For Suffolke he. 

The new made Duke, that may do all in all 
With her that loues him fo, anti bates vis all, 

And impious Yorkey&t\d Bewford thzt folfe Prieft, 

Haue all lymdebufhes to betray thy wings, 

Andflyethouhow thou canft,they will encanglethec. 

Enter a Herald of Arrrtes. 

Herald » I fummon your Grace vnto his Highnes Parlament, 
holden at S. Edmonds -Bitry ,i\\c firft of the next Month. 

Hum. A Parliament, and our confent neuer craude 

Thereinbefore. This is •■■■■■■*—- _____ 

Well, we will be there. Exit Herald. . 

Mafter Sheriflfe, I pray proccede no further againft my 
Lady, then the courfe oflaw extends. 

S&er.Pleafeityour Grace, my office here doth end. 

And I muft deliuer her to Sir lohn Stanly, 

To be conduced into the Ifle of Man, 

Humfrey M . u ft you fir John con&u & my Lady ? 

Standly .1 my gracious Lord,for fo it is decreed. 

And I am fo commanded by the King. 

Humph. I pray you fir lohn y; he her nerc the worfe. 

In that I intreate you to vfc her well. 

The world may frnile agahre,and I m ay liue • 

To do you fauour.ifyou do it her, . 

And fo fir lohn farewell. 

Elnor. Wha^t gone my Lord, and bid notmefarewel 
Humph. Witntfle niy bleeding hearc.I cannot ftay to fpeake 

’Exit Humfrey andhts men. 

Elnor. Then is he gone, is noble Gldfter gone. 

And doth Duke Humfrey now Forfake me too ? 

Then let me haftc from outfaire Englands bounds, 

ComeStarfdly come, tod let vs haftc away, 

D | Standly.' 



7 he contention of the Wo famous Hoitfes, 

Standly, Madam let’s go vnto fomc houfe neereby. 

Where you may Ihift your felfe before we go. 

Elnor Ah good fir lohn, my Ihamc cannot be hid. 

Nor put away with calling off my Iheete : 

Bu t come let vs go, matter Sheriffe farewell. 

Thou haft but done thy office as thou fhouldft. 

Exit omner 

Enter to the Parliament. 

Enter two Heralds before, then the Duke of Buckingham, the •Duke of 
Suffolke , and then the Duke ofTorke,and the Cardinal of Winch e- 
fter , and then the King and the Queene, and then the Earle of So* 
Its bury, and the Earle of (Varwicke. 

King . I wonder our VnkleGlofter ftayes fo long. 

Queene. Can you not fee ? or will you not percciue, 

How that ambitious Duke doth vfe himfelfe ? 

The time hath beene, but now the time is paft. 

That none fo humble a? Duke Humfrey was : 

But now let one meete hint euen in the morne. 

When eucry one will giuc the time of day. 

Yet he will neither moue nor fpeake to vs. 

See you not how the Commons follow him 
In troopcs,crying, God faue the good Duke Humfrey, 
Honouring him as if he were theirKing ? 

Glofter is no little man in England, 

And if he lift to ftirre commotions, 

Tis likely that the people will follow him. 

My Lord, if you imagine there is no fuch thing, 

Then let it paffe,and call’t a Womans feare. 

My Lord of Suffolke Buckingham, and Yorke, 

Difproue my allegations if you can. 

And by your fpeeches, if you can reproue me, 

I will fubfcribeand fay, I wrong’d the Duke. 

Suf. W ell hath your Grace forel’eene into that Duke, 

And if I had beene licenc’d firft to fpeake, 

I thinke I fhould haue told your Graces tale. 

Smooch runnes thebrooke, whereas the ttrcarac is deepeft. 

No, 



Torke and Lancaster, 

No, no, my Soueraigne, Glofter is a man 
Vnfoundcayct, andfull of deepe deceite. 

Enter the Duke of Somerjet, 

King. Welcome Lord Somerfec, what newes from France ? 

Sower. Cold newes my Lord, and this it is. 

That all your holds and Townes within thofc Territories 
Is ouercome my Lord ; all is loft. 

King. Cold newes indeede Lord Somerfet, 
but Gods will bee done. 

7* orke. Cold newes forme, for I had hope of France, 

Euen as I haue of fertile England. 

Enter Duke Humfrey, 

Hum. Pardon my Liege, that I haue ftaide fo long. 

Suf. Nay Glofter know, that thou art come too foonc, 
Vnleflethou proue more loyall then thou art. 

We do arreft thee on high T reafon heere. 

Hum, Why Suffolkes Duke thou fhalt not lee me blulh. 

Nor change my countenance for thine arreft 
Whereof I am guilty, who are my accufers ? 

Torke.Tis thoght my lord your grace took bribes from Frace, 
And ft opt the foldiers of their pay. 

Through which his Maiefty hath loft all France. 

Hum. Is it but thoughc fo? And who are they that thinke fo? 
So God mehelpe, as I haue wacchcthenight, 

Euer intending good for England Hill; 

That peny that euer I tooke from France, 

Be brought againft me at the judgement day. 

I neuer rob’d the foldiers of their pay. 

Many a pound of mine owneproper coft 
Haue I fent ouer for the foldiers wants, 

Bccaufe I would not racke the needie Commons. 

Car . In your Protedlorlhip you did dcuife 
Strange torments for offender$,by which meanes 
England hath beene defam’d by tyrannic. 

Hum. Why tis well knowne,that wbilft I was Prote&or 
Pitty was all the fault that was in me.* 

A murtherer ot foule.felonkms Thcefe, 

That 






The mienttmof the tmfmm Heuf r/ s 

That robs and murders filly paffengers, 

I torturd aboue the rate of common law. 

Stiff. Tufh my Lord, thefe be things of no account, 

But greater matters are laid vnto your charge, 

I do arreft thee on high treafon heere. 

And commit thee to my good Lord Cardinally 
VntiU.ru ch time as thou canft deare thy felfc. 

King . Good vnckle obey to his arreft, 

I haue no doubt but thou (halt cleare thy felfe. 

My conference tels me thou art innocent. 

HnmJ^h gracious Henry, thefe day.es are dangerous 
And would my death might end thefe miferies. 

And ftay their moodes for good King Henries fake. 

But I am made the Prologue to their play, 

Affd thoufands more muft follow after me. 

That dreads not yet their lines deftru&ion. 

Sttjfolkes hatefull tongue blabs his hearts malice, 

Bew fords fiery eyes fhewes his enui'ous minde, 

Buckinghams proud lookes bewraies his cruel thoghts. 

And dogged Torke that leuels at the Moone, 
Whofeouerweening arme I haue held backe. 

All you haue ioyn’d to betray me thus : 

And you my gracious Lady and foueraigne Miftreffe, 

Caufleffe haue laid complaints vpon my head, 

I fhrll not want falfe witnefles enough, 

That fo amongft you^you may haue my life. 

TheProuerbe no doubt will be perform’d, 

A ftaffe is quickly found to beate a dog. 

Sujf. Doth he not twit our foueraigne Lady here, ^ 

As if that fhe with ignominious wrong. 

Had fuborn’d or hired fome to fweare againft his life, 

Qu. But lean giue the lofer leaueto fpcakc. 

HumSvt truer fpoke then meant,I loie indeed, 

Befhrew the winners hearts,they play me falfe. 

Buck. Heele wreft the fence, and keepe vs here al day 
My Lord of Winchefter.fee him fent away. 

Car. Who’s within there *• Take in jDuke Humfrey, 

And 





william Shakespeare Henry VI. Parts 2 & 3 (stc 26101) 



T 



1 ornema uaneajter. 

And fee him gatded fure wirhin-my boufe. 

Hum, Oh, thus King Henry cafts away his crouch, 
Befo c his legs can beare his body vp. 

And puts his watchful! fhepheard from his fide, 

Whilft wolues ftand fnarring who lhall bite him firft 
F?rwellmy foueraignc,Iong maiftrhou enioy 
Thy fathers happy daic«,free from annoy. 

Exit Humfrey with the C ordinals fHOf* 
Kiag.My Lords.whatro your wifdoms lhal fcembeft 
Do and vndo as ifour felte were heere. 

5y.What,wil your highnefle leaue the Parhment s 
King. I Margaret t My heart is kild with griefe 
Whcere I may lit and figh in endlefie mone. 

Lor who sa Traitor,Glofter he is none. 

n tl r Xtt K-wgiSaltthury and fParveicke. 

'cT&‘7l, wc , downe a 8* ,nc m y L <>rd Cardinal], 

Suffolks, Buckingham fterke an d Somerfet. 

Let vs confulcof proud Duke Humfries fall. 

In mine opinion it were good he dide. 

For fafety of our King and Common-wealth, 

Suf.knd fo thinke I Madam,for as you know 
Ifour King Henry had fhookc hands with death. 

Duke Humfrey then would looke to be our King: 

And it maybe by pollicie he workes. 

To bring to paffe the thing which now wc doubt 
The Foxe barkes not when he would fteale the Lamb, 

But 1 five take him ere he do the deed, 

Welbould not queftion if thathefhouldliue. 

Torke Nojlct him die.in that he is a Fox, 

Leaft that in liuing heofiend vs more. 

Gir.Then let him die before the Commons know. 

For feare that they do rife in armes for him. 

Torke.Then do it fodainly my Lords. 

Stiff. Let that bemy Lord Cardinals charge & mine, 
dr. Agreed, for ^ ee s »h«dy kept within my houfe. 

Enter a tJMeffenger. 

^«.How now firrha,what new es? 



£ 
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. je cmrnmmftneTWO yantom noujest 
tMgfeftM&dzmc,! bring you newes from Ireland, 

The wilde Onele my Lords, is vp in armes. 

With troupes of Irifh Kernes, that vncontrolde 
Doth plant themfclues within the Englifh pale. 

And burnes and. fpoiles the Country as they go. 

G)u . What redreffe (hall we haue for this,My Lords ? 

Torke.' Twerc good that my Lord of Somerfet 
That fortunate Champion.were fent ouer,. 

To keepc in awe the ftubborne Irifhmcn,. 

He did fo much good when he was in France; 

Somer. Had Torke bene there with all his farre fetcht 
Pollicics,hc might haue loft as much as I. 

Torke. I jot York# would haue loft his life, before 
That France fhould haue reuolted from Englands rule. 

Somer. \ fo thou mightft,and yet haue gouern’d worfethen I* 
Torl^e.VVhatjWorfe then naught ? then a fhame take all* 

Somer. Shame on thy fclfe.that wifheth fhamc. 
i2««».Somcrfct forbeare,good Yorke bepatient. 

And do thou take in hand to crofle the feas. 

With troopes of armedmen,to quell the pride 
Ofthofc ambitious Irifh that rebcll. 

Torke. Madame, fith your Grace is fo content. 

Let me haue fome bandes of chofen fbldiers. 

And Yorke fhall trie his fortunes ’gainft thofe Kernes. 

JWz.Yorke thou-fhalt.My Lord of Buckingham, 

Let it be it your charge to mufter vp fuch foldiers 
As fhall fuffice him in thefe needfull warres* 
tfwd^Madamel will,and leuiefuch a band 
As foone fhall ouercome thofe IrifhRebds. 

B«t Yorke, where fhall thofe Soldiors ftay, for thee ? 

Torke. ArBrift’ow^rie expe<ft them ten daies hence. 

Buck Then thither fhall they come, and fofarwell* 

Exit Bucks 

Torke » Adieu my Lord of Buckingham. 

QueenJS u ffolk e ,r ememb cr what you haue to do. 

And you Lord Cardinall,concerning Duke Humfrey . 

T’wcre good that you did fce.tO'itih time, 

...v ' ’ 
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Come let vs go,that it may beperform’d. 

£ xit omnes fJManet Torke . 
Torke. Now Yorke bethinkethy lclfe,and rouzc thee vp, 
Take time whilft it is offered thee fo faire, 

Leaft when thou wouldft,thou canft it not attaine, 

T’was men 1 lackt,and now they giue them me. 

And now whilft lam bufic in Ireland, 

I haue feduc’d a head-ftrong Kentifhman, 

John Cade of jijbford, 

Vnder-the title of lohn Mortimer, 

(For he is like him euery kinde of way) 

To raife commotion,and by that meaneg 
I fhall perceiue how the common people 
Do affedl the claime and houfc of Yorke, 

Then if he haue fucceffe in hi^affaires, 

From Ireland then comes Yorke againe, 

T o reape the harueft which that coy drill fowed. 

Now if he fhould be taken and condemn’d, 

Hee’l nere confelle that I did fet him on. 

And therefore ere I go ile fend him word. 

To put in pra&ife and to gather head. 

That fo foone as I am gone hemay begin 
To rife in armes with troopes of country fwaines, 

To helpe him to performe this enterprize. 

And then Duke Humfrey , he well made away. 

None then can flop the light to Englands Crowne, 

But Yorke can tame, and headlong pull them downe. 

Exit Torke. 

Then the Curtaines being drawne, Duke Humfrey is difeouered in hit 
bed,and two men lying on bn brefi, and J mothering him in hie bed. 
ji nd then enter the Duke of Suffolk £ to them. 

Sujf.Hovt now firs, what haueyou difpatchthim? 

One . I my Lord,hec’s dead I warrant you. 

Sujf. Then fee the doathes laid fmoothe about him ftill. 

That when the King comes, he may perceiue 
No other,but that he dide of his ownc accord. 

E 2 a* All 









The contention of thetwofamom ifoufec, 

2. All things is handfomc now my Lord. 

Suf. Then draw- the Curtaines againc and get you gon. 

And youfhall haueyour firme rewardanon*. 

Exittnwiherers. 

Snterthe King andQueene, t beDukeofB ucfingham, andtbeDukc 
of Somerfet } andthe Cardinalli 
King. My Lord of Suffolke go call our V nklc Gloftec^ 

Tell him this day we will that he do cleere himfclfe. 

Sujfolke. I will my Lord. ExitSuffolke, 

K. And good my Lords proceed no. further ’gainft our vnckle s 
Then by iuft proofeyoucan affirme: 

For as the fucking childeor harmlcffe Lambe,., 

So is he innocent of treafbn toour State. 

Enter Suffolk*,. 

How now Suffolke, where* s out Vnckle t 1 

Suf. Dead in his bed, my Lord ofGloftsrs.dead. 

The King fait m a found.. 

Queens. Aye me, the King is dead .-help*, helpe, my Lords. 
Suf, Comfort my Lords gracious Henry comfort. 

King . What doth my Lord of Suffolke bid mecomfott^ 
Came he euen now to fing a Rauens note. 

And thinkes he that thecherping of a Wren* 

By crying comfort through a hollow voyce,. 

Can fatisfie my greefes, or cafe my heart? 

Thou balefull meflenger out of my fight. 

For euen in thine eyc-bals murthcr fits : 

Yet do not goe. Come Bafiliske 
And kill the gazer with thy lookes. 

(Queen. Why do you rate my Lord ofSuffolkc thus* 

A 3 if that he had caufd Duke Humfries death ? 

The Duke and I too you know were enemies. 

And y’had beft fay that I did murcher him.. 

King. Ah woe is me for wretched Gloftcrs death. 

Qu. Be woe for meroore wretched then he was: 

What daft tbouiturne away and bide thy face ? 

1 am no loathfome Leapcr,looke onme. 

Was I for this nigh wrackt vpQn . the 



< » 




of TorkcMdLAHtoJier. 

And thriceBy aukward winds driueuback fro Englads bounds? 

What might it bode, but that well foretelling ' * 

Winds faid, Seeke nota.fcorpions nefh b 

Enter tbs Earles ofl^am.icke& Salisbury-, 

War. My Lord, The Commonslike an hungry hiue offices 
Run vp and downe, caring not whom they fting. * 

For good Duke Humfrret Attth, whom they report- 
To be murthered by Suffolke and the Cardinall heerc. 

King. That he. is dead goodWarwicke,is too true. 

But how he dyed God knowes, not Henry. 

ITar. Enter hispriuy chamber my.Lord, and view thebody. 
Good father ftay you Wlt hth C r.udem w ltitude, till I returne. 7 

SxitSaMmt 

fParmcke arawes the Curtaines } affAJbewes T)uke Hum- 
frey tn kh bed, 

King, Ah Vnkle G 1 oft e r, h eauen recei u e thy fou le 
Farewell poore Henris ioy.now.thou art gone. 

» ^ r - Now byhisfoulethactookeour fhape vponhim. 

To tree vs from hjs Fathers dreadfullcurfe* 

I am refolu’d that violent, hands, were laide 
Vpon the life of this thrice famous Duke. 

^ c1ieadf ' u11 oath >fworne with a folemne tongue 
What niftance giues Lotd/Fl *???*/£•% for, tfiefe words ? * 

f'ar. Oft hand feene utimejy parted Ghoft 
Of afhy femblance, paj e andbloodlelfej 
But loe the blood is fetled in hisface. 

More better coloured.then when hc liu’d. 

His well proportion d beard made rough and ftemc, 

His fingers fpred abroad asone thatgralptfor life. 

Yet was by ftrength futprifd, the leaft of thefe arc probable, 

Jt cannot c hoofc but he wsm> murthered. 

^^♦SufFolke, and th$ Cardinallha(ihimir)ch 5 rge s 
And they I truft Cu^tcno. murthered. 

War. I, but tis well knowne they were not his friends,. 

And tis well lcene he found fome enemies. 

Gtrd. But haue ye np greater proofeschen thefe ? 

War,. Whofces aheyf^tjead and bleeding frefh, 

E 3 
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The contention of the tm famous Houfet„ 

And fees hard by a butcher with an Axe, 

But will fulpccSl: twas he that made the (laughter i 
Who finds the Partridge in the puttockes neft. 

But will imagine how the bird came there. 

Although the Kyte fore with vnbloody beake? 

Euen fa fufpitious is this T ragedy. 

£&*• Are you the Kyte Bedford, where* s his talents ? 

Is Suffolk? die butcher, where's his knife ? 

Suffolk ?. I wear no knife to (laughter deeping men. 

Yet here’s a vengcfull fword rufted with eafe. 

That (hall be fcoured in his rancorous heart. 

That danders me with murthers Crimfon badge. 

Say, if thou dare, proud Lord ofWarwickdxire, 

That I am guilty in Duke Humfries death. 

Exit Cardinal 

War . What dares not Warwick?, if falfe Suffolk? dare him ? 

Qt{. He dares not calme his contumelious fpirit. 

Nor ceaferto be an arrogant controller. 

Though Suffolk ? dare him twenty hundred times. 

War. Madam be flail, with rcuerence may 1 fay it. 

That euery word you fpeakein his defence. 

Is dander to your royall Maiefly. 

Suf. Blunt witted Lordy ignoble in thy words. 

If euer Lady wrong’d her Lord fo much, 

Thy mother tooke vnto her blamefull bed. 

Some Herne vntutor’d Churle, and Noble ftocke 
Was graft with Crab-tree flip.whofc fruite thou art. 

And neuer of the Neucls noble race. 

War. But that the guilt oftrmrthcr bucklers thee. 

And Lfhould rob the deathfman of his fee, 

Quieting thee thereby of ten thoufand (hames ; 

And that myfoueraignes prefence makes mee mute, 

I would falfe murtherous coward on thy knees. 

Make thee cratie pardon for thy pafled fpeech. 

And fay it was thy mother that thou meantft : 

That thou thy felfe was borne in baftardy. 

And after all this fearefuli homage done, 

> • Giue 




cf Yorkemd Lwcafter. 

Giue thee thy hire,and fend thee do wne to hell 
Pernicious blood-fucker of deeping men. 

Suf. Thou Aiouldft be waking whilft j died thy blood 
Iffrom this prefence thou dare go with mee. * 

War. Away euen now, or I will drag thee hence. 

^Warwick? puls him out. 

Exit Warwick ? and Suffolk f , and then all the Commons within , cries 
downe with Suffolk? , downe with Suffolk?. Sind then enter aoaini 
the Duke of Suffolk? and Warwick?, with their weapons drawne. 
King. Why how now Lords i 
Suff. The traiterous Warwick?, with the men of 'Berry 
Set-all vpon me mightie Soucraigne, J> 

The Commons againe cries, downe with Suffolk?, downe with 
Suffolk?. j4nd then enter from them , the Sarle 
of Salts burie. 

SalUb. My Lord, the Commons fends you word by me 
That vnleffe falfe Suffolke here be done to death, * 

Or bam(hed faire Englands Territories, 

That they will errefrom your highnefle perfon : 

They fay by Him the good Duke Humfrey dyed, 

They lay by him they fearethe ruine of theRealme, 

And therefore if you loueyour (iibie&s weale. 

They wifli you to banifh him from forth the land; 

c j s hfce the Commons, rude vnpolifht hinder 
Would lend fuchmcffagc to their Soueraigne : 

But you my Lord were glad to be imploy’d. 

To try how quaint an Orator you were: ? 

But all the honour Salsbury hath got, 

3s, that he was the Lord Embaffador, 

Sent from a fort of Tinkers to-the King. The Commons cryes > 

- JP ,, au the Ktngmj Lord ofSalsbun, 

Xtng.Cyood Salsbury gobackeagaineto them, 

T ell them wc thankc them all for their kinde, care,. 

And had I not bene cited thus by their nieancs. 



Sdb- 



a..; ... 



; on 



iviy icire naa aonc it. Lherefare heevt I fwearc, 

3f Suffolke be found terbreathe in any place 
Wherel hauc iule, but- three dayes more,he-dies. Exit Salsbury 
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^coHte/ni/mdftmwrfmou^oufes, 

Qttj Oh Henry ^ reuerfe the cloomc of gentle Suffollces banifh- 
mcnt. 

King. Vtigentle Queene to call Him gentle 'Suffolk?, 

Speake not for him,for in England he (hall net reft. 

If I fay,I may relent, Hut if I fweare,it is irreuocabie. 

Come good W*r»w^,and go thou in with me. 

For I haue great matters to impartto thee. * 

Exit KingaudlPanvick?, Manet JHu.andSuJfdlk?. 



Queene. Hell fire and vengeance go along with you. 
There’s two of you, the diuell make rhe third, 

Fie womanish man,canft thou not curfe thy enemies-? 

St*ff. \ plague vpon them, wherefore fhould l curfe them f 
Could curie, kill as do the Mandrakes groncs, 

I would inuent as many bitter termes, 

Deliucred ftrongly through my fixed teeth. 

With twice fo many fignes of deadly hate, * 

As leane fac d enuy in her loathfome caue. 

My tongue fhould ftumble in mine earned words 
Mine eyes fhould fparkle like the beaten flint. 

My haire be fixt on end,as onediftraught. 

And euery ioynt fhould feeme to curfe and ban. 

And now me-thinkes my burthened heart would breaks. 
Should I not curfe them.Poifon be their drinkc. 

Gall worfe thengali,the daintieft thing they tafte* 

Their fweeteft (hade a groueof Cyprefle trees. 

Their fofteft touch as (mart as lyzards flings. 

Their muficke frightfull,like che fcrpents hifle. 

And boding fcritch-owles make the confort full. 

All the foule terrors in darke featcd hell. 

Qu. Enough fweete-<S«^?/^ff,thou torments thy felfc. 

Suf. You bad me ban, and will you bid me cafe ? 

Now by this ground chat I am banifht from. 

Well could I curfe away a winters night, 

And (landing naked on a Mountain* top. 

Where by ting cold would neuer let graffe grow. 

Arid thinkcitbut a minute fpent in (port, ’ • - 



Queene, 



t 



muic.owccce Suffolk? hie thee hence to France 
Or hue where thou writ within this worlds globe * 

lie haue an Infh that fhaltfinde thee out 6 ' 

And long thou (halt not ftay.but ilehauc thcerepeald 
Or venter to be banifhed my felfc. V * 

Oh let this kiffe be printed in thy hand. 

That when thou fteft ic,thou maift thinke on me. 

Away I fay f t hat I may feele my gricfe. 

For it is nothing whilft thou (landed heere. 

Suffolk?. Thus is poore Suffolk? ten times banifhed. 

Once by the King, but three times thrice by thee. 

Enter ZJatvfi. 

Queene.Hov/ now.whither goes Vatvfe fo faft ? 

Vatvfe.To fignifie vnto his Maiefty, 

That Cardinall Bervford is at point of death. 

Sometimes he raues and cries as he were mad 
Sometimes he cals vpon Duke Humfries Ghoft 
And whifpers to his Pillow as to him, * 

And fometimes he cals to fpeake vnto the King, 

And I am going to certific vnto his Grace, 

That euen now he cald aloud for him. 

Queene. Go then good V twfe and certifie the King. 

Oh what is worldly pompe,all men muft die, *** 

And woe am I for Bewfords hcauy end. 

But why mourne I for him, whilft thou art heere ? 

Sweete Suffolk? hie thee hence to France, 

* 7 ° r '^e King do come, thou fure muft die. 

. And “ 1 g° 1 cannot liue : but heere to die. 

VVhat were it elfe,but like apleafant flumber in thy lap ? 

Heere could 1 breathe my foule into the ayre, 
as mildc and gentle as the new borne babe. 

That dies with mothers dug betweene his lips, 

Where from my fight Ifiiould be raging maddc, 

^nd call for thee to clofe mine eyes. 

Or with thy lips to flop my dying foule. 

That I might breathe it fo into thy body. 




Tbi contention of the two famous Houfes, 

And then it liu’d in fwcete Elyziam, 

By thee to die, were but to dye in ieaft. 

From thee to dye,were torment more then death, 

Oh,let me ftay>befall what may befall. 

Queen e.Oh mightft thou ftay with fafety ofthy life, 

Then fhouldft thou flay .but heauens deny it, 

And therefore go, but hope ere long to be repeald. 

Saf.lgoe. 

Qtteene. And take my heart with thee. 

She kjjfeth him. 

Snjf. A icwell lockt into the wofulft caske, 

That eucr yet containd a thing of worth, 

Thus like a fplittedBarke,fo funder we, 

This way fall I to death. Exit Stiff : tike . 

gueene . This way for me. Exit Queene. 

Enter King and Salisbury, and then the Curt aines be dr atone, and the 
(fardmall is difeouered m hts bed, ratting and flaring as if he were 

Car. Oh death, if thou wilt let me liue but one whole yeare, 

I*le glue thee as much gold as will purchafe iuch another Illand® 
King, Oh,fee my Lord of Salisbury how he is troubled* 

Lord Ordinall, remember Chrift muft fauc thy foule. • 

Car. Why died he not in his bed ? 

What would youhaue me to do then? 

Can 1 make men liue whether they will or no ? 

Sirra,go fetch me the poy Ion which the pothicary fent me. 

Oh, fee where Duke Humfries ghoft doth ftand, , 

And ftares me in the face.Looke,looke,coame downehis haire, 
Sonowhee’s goneagaine : Oh,oh,oh. 

Sal.Sec how the pangs of death doth gripe hts heart. 

Kin<r. Lord Cardinall,if thou dieft affured of heauenly blifle. 
Hold vp thy hand and make fome figne to vs. Car. dies. 

Oh fee he dyes,and makes noftgne at all. 

Oh God forgiue his foule. 

Sal . So bad an end did neuer none behold, 

But as his dcathjfo was his life in all. 



Torke and Lane after, 

King.Forbc&rc to iudge,gopd Salsbury forbearc, 
ForGodwiiliudge vs all. 

Go take him hence, and foe his funerals perform’d. 

Exitomnes. 

Alarms within, anjfhe Chambers bee difeharged, tike as it were a 
fight at fia. And then enter thefrptaine of thejhip, and the Ma- 

fop . Bring forward thefc prisoners that fcorn’d to yeeld, 
Vnlade their goods with fpeed,and fincke their fiiip. 

Here Maftcr,this prifoner I giue to you. 

This other,the Matters mate (hall haue. 

And Wawwbickmorc thou (halt haue this man. 

And let them pay their ranfome ere they pafle. 

Suffolke Water ! Heftarteth, 

Water. How now,what doft feare me i 
Thou (halt haue better caufe anon. 

Stiff . Itis thy name affrights me, not thy felfe. 

I do remember well,a cunning wizzard told me 
That by Water I fhould dye : 

Yet let not that make thee bloody minded. 

Thy name being rightly founded, 

Is Gualter, not Walter. 

Walter. Gmhex or Water, al’s one to me, 

I am the man muft bring thee to thy death. 

Sttff. \ am a Gentleman,lookc on my Ring, 

Ranfome me at what thou wilt.it fhall be paid. 

Walter, I loft mine eye in boording of the (hip, 

And therefore ere I Merchant-like fell blood for gold. 

Then cart me headlong downe into the fea. 
z.Prifm . But what (hall ourranfomes be i 
Ttlai.S. hundred pounds a peece ey tber pay that or dye. 

Z.Vrifon. Then faue our liues,it (hall be paide. 

Water. Come lirra .thy life fhall be the tanioroc I wil haue. 

Stiff . Stay villaine,thy prifoner is a Prince, 

Fa The 
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7 ‘he contention of the two ftntotu Houfes v 
he Duke of Suffolk ejrtlliamde la Pole. 

Cap . The Duke of Suffolke folded vp in rags. 

Sujf.l fir, but thefe rags are no parfofthe Duke, 
m fometime went difguifde,and why notl ? 

Cdp.ljbut lone was neuer flaine as thou malt be. 
S#jff.BafeIady groomc,King Henres blood, 

'he honourable blood of Lancafler, 

'annot be fhed by fuch a lowly fwainc,_ 
am fent ambaffador for the Qucene to France, 

; c harse thee waffe me croffe the channell lafc. 

Cap. We waffe thee to thy death, go Water take him hence, 
&nd on our long boates fide,chop off his head. 

Sujf. Thou dar’ft not for thine owne. 
fop. Yes Pole. 

Suffolk* ‘ P°l 1 ’ . 

Cap. I ?We, puddle, kennell.finke and durt, 

lie flop that yawning mouth ofthine, 

Thefe lip s ofthine that fo oft haue kift the 
Queenc,fhall fweepe the grounded thou that 
Smild’ft at good Duke Hamfries death, 

Shalt liue no longer to infe£f the earth. 

Suffolk*. This viltaine being but Captaine of a Finnis, 
Threatens more plaguesthen mighty Abradas, 

The great Macedonian Pyrate, 

Thv words addes fury and not remorfe in me. 

Cap. I but my deeds (ball flay thy fury foone. 

Suffblke.Hztt not thou waited at my Trencher,. 

When we haue feafted with Qyeene Margaret . 

Haft not thou kift thy hand, and held my ftirrop i 
and bare-head plodded by my footdooth Mule, 
and thought thee happy when I imilde on thee . 

This hand hath writ in thy defence. 

Then (hall I charme thce 5 hold thy lauift tongue. 

Cap. Away with him Heater, I fay,and off with hr* head. 

x.Prifon. GooA my liord.entreate him mildly for youtlifCo. 

Fir ft let this neckeftoupe to the axes edge. 

Before ^his knee do bow to any^ g2 



SSJetothe G©dofl, eaU cn,and to my King t 
Sufrolkes imperial] tongue cannot plead 
To fuch aladiegroome. * 

Water. G ome, come, why do we let him fpeakc ? 

I long to haue his head for ranfome of mine eye. 

Sujf . A Swordar and Bandetto flaue 
Murchcred fweete Tully, 

Brutus baftard hand ftabd Iulius C*far, 

AndSuffolke dyes by Pirates on the Teas. 

Cap. Off with his bead, and fend it to i fbTo^fcM *** 

And ranfomleffe this prifoner fliall go free, ^ ’ 

To fee rtfafe deimered vneo her. 

Gome lets go. 

Enter s ofthe- Rebels roHh^g flaues 
George. Come away Nicke, and put a long Gaffe in thv Dike *• 

Nteke. Then they had more neede to go to bed now 
But firra George, what’s the matter ? ’ 

George, Why firra Jack Cade the Dier of Afhfordheere 
ncmeanescoturnet ,s jand,and fet anewnap on’t. ? 

Nteke. 1 marry he had need fo, for tis growne thred-bare 
Twasneuermcrry world with vs, fince thefe Gentlemen came, 

^e.But fi pr a,wh° comes elfebefidclacke Cade?. 

*ndW\\Tj thCrC S ° icke tHe butcher ’ and Robin ‘He Sadler 

andT™ an in™ * ° Ur Nan laft Sunday.and Harry 

and Tom, and Gregory that fhould haue your Pa mill & a great 

ts* fiom Ro t h '\ r ' and 

ter bury, and all the townes hereabouts,and we muft be al Lnr<U 
0r r «,affo° n e as Iacke Cade is King, WCmulibcai Locds . 
^Harkc^rkeJheare the Drum, they be comming, 
titer Iacke Cade } 'Dtcke Butcher, Robtn, mil Tom° 

Harry t a»d the reft with longfiauet. ' * 

Cade,. 






The contention of the tmfmotts Hetifes, 
fade.VtocWimc filencc, 

>4//. Silence. . . 

Cade. I Iohn Cade, fo named for my valiancy. 

T>ieke. Or rather forftealmg of a eadc ot fprats. 

Rabin. And now being not able to occupy her furi d packe. 

She wafheth buckes vp and downe the countrey. 

/We Therefore lam honourably borne. 

S;. 1 the field i S honourable, for hee war borne yndet a 
htdee, l/ecaufe his father had no other houfc but the cage. 

Gadtzl am. able to, endure much. 

Gear ^e. That’s true, Iknow he can endure an y J? "*>» 

Eor I haue feene him whipt t wo market dayes tog 

Dicks. But merhinkes he (houldfeare the fire, eing ooten 
bl ,r„t in .he ft braucA »»»« 

jilt. God fane your Maicfty vou (hall all eate anddrinke 
Cad. I rhanke " d baoc no writing 

too, for his breath ftinkes fo, that one 

RtjterlVillrviih the Clarke of Chattam. 

trill. Oh Captained prize. 



Torlte and Lancaster. 

account, I tooke him fetting ofboyes copies, and he has a book 
in his pocket with red letters. 

Cade. Zounds he’s aGoniurcr, bring him hither 
Now fir, what’s your name t 

Clarke. Emanuell fir, and it fhall pleafe ye. 

'Dicke. It will go hard with you I tell ye. 

For they vfe to write that ore the top of Letters. 

Cade. What do ye vfc to write your name ? Or do yoil as anci- 
ent forefathers haue done, vfc the fcore and the Tally ? 

Clarke. Nay truly fir, I praife God 1 haue bene fo wel-broght 
vp, that I can write mine owne name. 

Cade. Oh he has confcft,- go hang him with his pen and inke- 
horne about his necke. Exit one with the Clarke. 

Enter Tom . 

Tom. Captaine, Newes,newes,fir Humfrej S (afforded his 
brother are coming with the Kings power,& mean to kil vs all. 
Cade. Let them come, he’s but a Knight is he. ? 

Tom. No, no, he’s but a Knight. 

Cade. Why then to equall him, Il« make my felfc. Knight. 
Kncele downe Iohn Mortcme-r, 

Rife vp fir Iohn Mortemer. 

Is there any more of them that be Knights ? 

Tom. I his brother. 

fade. Then knecle downe Dicke Butcher. 

He knight shim. 

Rife vp fir Dicke Butcher. Now found vpthe drum.- . 

Enter Sir fftimfrey Stafford And hie ‘Brother y with 
‘Dr am And Soldiers • 

Cade. As for thefe filken coated flaues, I pafl’e not a pinj 
Tis to you good people that I fpeake. 

Staf. Why Country-men, what meaneyou thus in troop es^ 

To follow this rebellious Traitor Cade? 

Why his Father was a brick -layer. 

Cade. Well, and Adam was a Gardiner, what then ?• f 
But I come oi the Mortemers* 

Staf. I,thcDukcofybrke hath taughtyou tbat. 

Cade: 



The contention of the imfamtu konfes. 

Cask. The Duke of Yorke, nay 1 learnt it my felfc. 

For looke you, Roger Mortimer the Earle of March, 

Married the Duke of Clarence daughter. 

Staf. Well, that’s true : But what then e 

Cade. And by her he had two children at a birth. 

Staf. That’s falfe. 

(fade. I, but I fay tis true, 

Jill. Why then tis true. 

(fade, had one of them was ftolne away by a begger-woman. 
And that was my father, and I am his fonne. 

Deny it and you can. 

/Wc%.Nay looke you, I know was true ; 

For his father built a chimney in my fathers houfe. 

And the brickes are aliue at this day toteftifye it. 

Cade. But doeft thou heare Stafford, tell the King, that for his 
fathers fake, in whofe time boyes playde at fpan-counter with 
French Crownes, I am content that he (hall be King as long as 
he liues : marry alwaies prouidcd,Ile beProte&or ouer him. 

Staf. O monftrous fimplicity. 

Cade. And tell him, wee'll haue the Lord Sayet head, and the 
Duke of Somerfets, for deliuering vp the Dukedomes of Anioy 
and Moyne, and felling the Townes in France: by which means 
England hath bene maim’d euer fince,and gone as it were with a 
crutch, but that my puiflance held it vp. And befidcs, they can 
fpcake French, and therefore they arc Traitors. 

Staf. As how I prethce ? 

Cade. Why the Frenchmen are our enemies, be they not ? 

And then can he that fpeakes with the tongue of an enemy be a 
good fubieft ? Anfwere me to that. 

Staf. Well firra, wilt thou yeeld thy felfe vntothe Kings mer- 
cy, and he wil pardon thee and thefe, their outrages and rebelli- 
ous deeds? 

Cade. Nay, bid the King come to me and he will, and then lie 
pardon him, or otherwaies ile haue his Crowne tell him, ere it 
belong; • rn ^ 

Staf. Go Herald, proclaimc in all the Kings Townes, 

That thole that wiUtorfakc the Rebell Cade, 

Shall 



Yorke and Lane after. 

Shall haue free pardon from his Maiefty. 

Exit St afford and h is men. 
Cade. Come firs,S.George for vs and Kent, Exit omnes. 

4 

Alar met to the battell , where fir Humfrey Stafford and his brother 
are both flaine. Then enters Iacke Cade 
againe, and the reft. 

Cade. Sir Dickc Butcher, thou haft i fought to day moft vali- 
antly, and knockt them down as if thou hadft bin in thy {laugh- 
ter-houfe,andthusI will reward thee : The Lent (hall bee as 
long againe as it was, and thou (halt haue licenfe to kil for four- 
fcorc and one a weeke.Drum ftrike vp, ifor now weel march to 
London, and tomorrow I mean to fit in the Kings feat at Wcft- 
minftcr. Exit owner 

Enter the King reading of a Letter , and the Qtgecve with the 
Duke ofSuffolkes head , and the Lord Say, 
with others. 

King. Sir Humphrey Stafford and his brother is flaine, 

And the Rebels march amaine to London. 

Go backe to them, and tell them thus from me, 
lie come and parley with their Generali. 

Yet ftay,Ilereade the Letter once againe ; 

Lord Say, Iacke Cade hathfolemnly vow’d to haue thy head. 
Say. I, but I hope your highneffe fhall haue his. 

King. How now Madam, ftill lamenting and mourning for 
Suffolkes death ? I feare my Loue if I had bin dead,thou.woldft 
not haue mourn’d fo much for me. 

Qu. No my loue, I Ihould notmourne,but dye for thee. 

Enter a Meffenger. 

Mef. Oh flye my Lord, the Rebels are entred Southwarke, 

And haue almoft wonne the Bridge, 

Calling your Grace an vfurper : 

And that monftrous Rebel! Cade, hath fworne 
To crowne himfelfc King in Weftminfter, 

Therefore flye niy Lord,and pofttoKillingworth. 

King Go bid Buckingham and Clifford, gather 
An asrny vp, and mecte with the Rebels, i 

© 



Come 





rnc cornerman cyme two famous tioufes » 

Come Madame, let vs hafte to Killingworth. 

Come on Lord Say, go thou along wich vs, 

For feare the Rebell Cade do finde thee our. 

Say. My innocence my Lord (ha^pleade for me. 

And therefore with your highnefic leaue,Ilc flay behind. 

King.Euzw as thou wilt my Lord Say >• 

Come Madam, let vs go. Exit omnes 

Enter the Sard Styles vpon the Tower 
walles walking . 

L.Skayles . How now, is Iacke Cade flaine ? 
l .fit. No my Lord, nor likely to be flaine. 

For they haue wonne the bridge. 

Killing ail thofe that withftand them. 

The Lord Mayor crauerh aide ofyour honor from the Tower, 

T o defend the City from the Rebels. 

Lord Ska. Such aide as I can fpare, you fhall command. 

But I am troubled heere with them my felfe,. 

The Rebels haue attempted to win the Tower,. 

But get you to Smithfield and gather head. 

And thither will I fend you Mathew Goffc: 

Fight for your King, your Countrey,and your hues, 

Andfo farewell, for I mu ft hence againe. 

Exit omnes * 

Enter Iacke Cade , and the refi y and ftrikys his J word vpon 
London (lone. 

Cade. Now is Mortemer Lord of this City, 

And now fitting vpon London ftone. We command. 

That the firft y eare of our rcigne. 

The pitting Cundit run nothing but red wine. 

And now henceforward, it fhall bee treafon 
For any that calles me any otherwife then 
Lord Mortemer. 

Enter a fotildter. 

5W.TackeCade,Iacke Cade. 

Cade. Zounds knock? him downe. They kjlhim 

Dicke. My, Lord, 
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Yorke and Lane after. 

Ther’s an Army gathered together into Smithfield. 

Cade. Come then, let’s go fight with them. 

But firft go on and fet London-bridge a fire. 

And if you can, burne dowi#the Tower too! 

Come let’s away. Exit omnes 

jilarmes, and then CMathew Goffe is flaine, and all the refl 
with him. Then enter Iacke Cade a- 
gatne and his company. 

Cade. So firs, now go and pull downe the Sauoy, 

Others to the Innes of Court, downe with them all. 

Tiick. I haue a fute vnto your Lordfliip. 

Cade. Be it a Lordfliip Dicke, and thou (halt haue it 
For that word. 

Dicke . That we may go bume all the Records, 

And that all writing may be put downe. 

And nothing vfcd but the fcore and Tally. 

Cade. Dicke it fhall be fo,and henceforward all things fhall 
be in common. 

And in Cheapfide fhall my palphrey go to gralTe. 

Why ift not a miferable thing , that of the skiaof an innocent 
Lambe parchment Ihould be made,& then with a little blotting 
ouer with inke,aman Ihould vndo himfelfe. 

Some faies tis the bees that fling, but I fay tis their waxe,for 
I am fure I neucr feal’d to any thing but once, and I was neuer 
mine owne man fince, 

Nic^ But when (hall we take vp thofe commodities 
Which you told vs of' 

CWf.Marry he that will luftily ftand to it, (hall take vp thefe 
commodities following: Item, a gown, a kirtle, a petticoat,and 
afmocke. Enter George. 

Ge ° r - % Lord,a prize, | prize, here's the Lord Say, 

Which fold the Townes inFrance. 

Cade. Come hith*** thou Say, thou George, thou Buckrum 
Lord, What anfwer canft thou make vnto my mightinefle, for 

, c i il cri . n ^. v P t ^ iC ^ ownes io France to Mounfier bus mine cue. 
thcDoIphin of France ? 

And 
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And more then fo, thou haft raoft traitoroufly erefted a Gram- 
mar fchoole, toinfe& the youth oftheRealme, and againftthe 
Kin os Crowne and dignity, thou haft built vp a paper Mill; nay 
it wfll bee faide to thy face, that ttafci keep’ft men in thy houfer 
that daily reads ofbookes with red letters. Sc talks of a Nowne 
and a Verbe, and fuch abhominable words as no Chriftian eare 

is able to endure it. ' . , T o- c 

And befides all this, thou haft appointed certaine duftices of 
the Peace, in euery (hire, tohang honeft men that fteal for their 
lining, and becaule they could not reade , thou haft hung them 
vp : onely for which caufe,they were moft worthy to liue. 

Thou ridefton a foot-cloth, doft thou not? 

Say. Yes, what ofthat? 

Cade. Marry I fay, thou oughteftnot to let thy horfe weare a 
cloake, when an honefter man then thy felfe, goes in hishofe &£ 
doublet. 

Say. You men ofKent.l 
All. Kent, what of Kent ? 

Say. Nothing, but Bona terra. 

Cade. Bonttm terttm, zounds what’s that ? 

T>ieke. He ipeakes French, 

Will. No tis Dutch* fl 

Niche. No tis Outalian, I know it well enough.) 

£47. Kent (in the Commentaries Csfar wrote) 

Term’d it the ciuilft place ofall this Land : 

Then Noble Country-men heare me butfpeake, 

J fold not France, nor loft I Normandie. 

Cade. But wherefore doft thou {hake thy head 10 , 

Say. It is the palfie, and not fearc that makesme. 

Cade. Nay, thou noddft thy head -as vs, as who wouldftiay,. 
Thou wilt be euen with me if thou getft away ; 

But ile make thee fureenough now I hauq thee. 

Go take him to the ftandard in Cheape-fide,>andchoppe offhis 
head, and then go to Mile-end grecne to fir lames Cromer his 
fonin Law, and cut offhis head too, and bring them tome vp- 

©on two poles prefently* Away with him. 

^ F Exit one or two* 




of forkemd Lancaster. 

There fhall not a Nobleman weare a head on his ftioulders 
But he fhall pay me tribute for it. * 

Nor there fhall not a maide be marri ed, but b e fhall fee to mee 
for her. # 

May den-head or elfe, lie hauc it my felfe * 

Marry I will that married men fhall hold of me i acapite, 

And that their wiues fhall be as free as heart can think.or coone 
can tell. & 

Eater Robin. 

Rob, O Captaine, London*bridgc is a fire. 

Cad. Runneto Billingfgate, and fetch Pitch and Flaxe, and 
quench it. 

Snter ( Diche and a Sargeant. ' 

Sargeant. Iuftice, iuftice,I pray you fir, let me haue iuftice of 
inis fellow hcere. 

Cade. Why what hashe done? 

Sarg. Alas fir he has rauifht my wife. 

Dick. Why my Lord he would haue refted me. 

And 1 went and entred my A <ft ion in his wiues paper houfe. 

Cade. D/cke follow thy fute in her common place. 

Your horfon villaine, you are a Sergeant, youl 
Take any man by the throatefor twelue pence t 
And reft a man when he is at dinner. 

And haue him to prifon ere the meatc be out on’s- mouth. 

Go Dicke take him hence, and cut out his tongue for cogging 

Hough him for running, and to conclude, 

Brauc him with his owneniace. 

_ , Exit with the Sargeant, 

Enter two with the Lord Say es beaded fir lames 
Cromers , vpon two poles. 

So, come carry them before me, and at euery lanes end,let them 
kiffc together. J * 

Enter the Duke of Buckingham, and LordClifford, the 
Earle of Cumberland. 

Clif. Why Countrey-men, and warlike friends of Kent; 

What meanes thefe mutinous rebellions., 

That you in tssoopes do mufter thus your felue^ 

& 3 > 
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The contention of the two famous Houfe$ 9 
V nder the conduit of this Traitor Cade t 
To rife againft yourSoueraigne Lord and King, 

Who mildly hath his pardon fent to you. 

If you forfakethismonftrous Rebell heere ? 

If honor be the marke whereat you.ayme. 

Then haft to France that our fore-fathers won. 

And win againe that thing which now is loft, 

And lcaue to feeke your Countries ouerthrow. 

All. A Clifford,a Clifford. 

Theyforfa keCade 

Cade. Why how now,wilyou forfake your general. 
And ancient free dome which you haue poffeft? 

Tobend yourfieckes vnder their feruile yokes, 

Who if you ftir,will Height way hang you vp. 

But follow me, and you (hall pull them downe, 

And make them yeeld their liuings to your hands. 

All . A Cade, aCade. 

They run to Cade againe. 

Clif. Braue warlike friends, heare me but fpeake, 
Refuie not good whilft it is offered you : 4 

The King is mercifull.then yeelde to him. 

And I my felfe will go along with you 
To Winfore Caftle, whereas the King abides. 

And on mine honour you Ihall haue no hurt. 

All ♦ A Clifford,a Clifford, G od fauc the King. 

Cade. ..ow like a feather is this rafcall company 
Blowne euery way ? 

But that they may fee there wants no valiancy in me. 
My ftaffe fhall make way through the midft of you. 
And fo a poxe take you all. 

He runs through them with his ftaffe, 
and then flies away. 

*Buc. Go fome and make after him, and prodaime, 
That thofe that can bring the head of Cade, 

Shall haue a thoufand Crownes for his labour. 

Come march away. Exit om. 



■ 










Enter 



ofYorke and Lancaster. 

Kin f Lor A^ ^7* md * he andSomerfet 

Cad e /' Somma&t > wl >»‘ heare yc of, he Ret, ell 

The Rebel! Cade had bene fuppreft ere this * 

And all the reft that do takepart with him.’ 

And 1 7‘ 7 L |°' d ’ H K “ 8 ' 

oasarSSch'S. Aa'fca'h fl r d aw ?>'> but frodamati- 
a rhonfand crown'er. Bn, 7™?, 7 r"" S his head fl ' al ‘ b ™ 
thefe thtir faults, that by theft tnitOTs'm!™' Ma “ fl >' to pardon 

Fof ' ' s T?\' r you ni ™. «>" g™ , 7 ^“ ’ mi<,td - 

For youdrd rake in hand yon know noewh* P a 
And go tn peace obedient to your King, 

Whi SHe^r^ 5 ’ ”? >' 0U 

Wh ‘l? ^ enp y hues, and wcares the Engli/h Crowne 

Knfc ? the p«g.God faue the King. 

Th.Vrf C kt 7 laft to London now with fpeede 

That folemne procefTions may be fun<r ^ * 

In laud and honor of the God ofheai?en 

And triumphs of this happy vnftorie * e- • 

Ey den and hssrnen and l acke Cade lies down pic- 
o j r* fy n & 0 fhearbes and eating them 
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The contention of the two fmous Houfee„ 

Nor would 1 change this pleafureforthe Court. 

Cade. Zounds, heere’s the Lord of the foyle : Stand ;Y Maine, 
thou wilt betray me to the King, and get a thoufand Crownes 
for my head : but ere thou goeft, ile make thee eate yronlike an 
Eftridge, and fwallow my fword like a great pin. * 

Eyden. Why fawcy companion, why (hpuld I betray thee ? 

Ift not enough that thou haft broke my hedges, _ 

And enter’d into my ground, without the leaudpf we the owner 
But thou wilt braue me too. g 

Cade. Braue thee and beard thee too, by the beft blood of the 
Realme. Looke on me well, I haue eate no meat this flue daies, 
yet if do not leaue thee and thy flue men as dead as a dore naile, 

I pray God I may ncuer eate grafle more. 

Eyden . Nay, it (hall neuer be faid whilft the world ftands, 

- That Alexander Eyden an Efquire of Kent, 

Tooke oddes to combate with a famifht man. 

Looke on me, my limbcs are equall vnto thine, 

And euery way as bigge: then hand to hand 
He combat with thee. Sirra, fetch me weapons. 

And ftand you all afide. 

Cade. Now fword, ifthou doft not hew this burly-bon'd churl 
into chines of beefe, Iwould thou mightft fall into fome Smiths 
hand, and be turn’d to hobnailes. 

Eyden. Come on thy way. 

They fight, and Code fals downe » 

Cade. Oh Villaine,thou haft flaine the flower ofKent for chi* 
ualry , but it is famine and not thee that has done it. For come 
ten thoufand diuels, and giue me but the ten meales that I waii- 
tedthisfiuedayes,andilefightwithyouall. And foapoxerot 
thee, for Iacke Cade muft dye. He dyes. 

Eyden. Iacke Cade: And was this that mdnftrous rebel which 
I haue flaine ? 

Oh fword,iIe honour thee for this, and in my chamber 
. Shalt thou hang as a monument to after age. 

For this great feruice thou haft done to me. 

Ile drag himhence, and with my fword 

Cut off his head, and bcare it to the King. ^ xit ‘ 

Enter 



Torke andLaneaSter. 

Enter the Duke of Torke with Drum andSoldtours. 

Torke. In armes from Ireland comes Yorke amaine, * 

Ring belles aloud, bonfires perfume the ayre, 

9 •To entertaine faire Englands royall King. ’ 

• Ah Santta MaieBa, who would not buy thee deare i 
Enter the Duke of Buckingham, 

But foft, who comes heere,Buckingham, whatnewes with him ? 
5«c^.Yorke, ifthou meane well, I greetethce fo. 

Torke. Humphrey of Buckingham, welcome I fweare : 
What,comes thou in loue,or as a Mffenger ? 

"Bucksl corneas a Mcflenger fro our dread Lord &foueraigne, 
Henry.To know, the reafon of thefe armes in peace * 

Or that thou being a fubiedf as I am, 

Shouldft thus approch fo neare with colours fpread. 

Whereas theperfon of the King doth keepe ? 

Torke. A fubictft as he is ! 

Oh how I hate thefe fpi tefuli abiedt tearmes. 

But Yorke diflemble, till thou mccte thy fonnes, 

Who now in Armes expedt their fathers fight. 

And not farre hence I know they cannot be. * 

Humfrey Duke of Buckingham, ^srdon me. 

That I anfwer’d not at firft,my minde was troubled, 

I came to remouc that monftrous rebel! Cade, 

And heaue proud Somerfet from out the Court, 

That bafely ycelded vp the Townes in France. 

"Buck. Why that was prefumption on thy behalfe. 

But if it be no otherWife then fo. 

The King doth pardon thee, and granft to thy requeft, <0 

And Somerfet is fent vnto the Tower. 

Tor'te. Vpon thine honour is it fo ? 

Buck- Torke, he is vpon mine honour. 

Torke. Then before thy face,l heere difmifle my troopes, 
Sirs,nieete me to morrow in Saint Georges fields. 

And there you fhall receiue your pay of me. . 

Exit S oldiors. 

Buck. Come 2V^c,thou flialt go fpeake vnto the King, 

But fee, his grace is comming to mcete with vs. 



Enter 




The contention of the two famous H$ufcs t 

Enter King Henry. 

King* How now Buckingham, is Yorke friends with vs, 

That thus thou bringlt him hand in hand with thee# 

Buck. He is my Lord, and hath difcharg’d his troopes. 

Which came with him,but as yourGrace did fay, 

To heaue the Duke of Somerfet from hence. 

And to fubdue the Rebels that were vp. 4 

iCiwf.Then welcome coufin 2 V%,giue me thy hand, 

And thankes for thy great feruice done to vs, 

Againft thofe traiterous Irifli that rebeld. 

Enter CMafier Eyden with lacke Cades head. 

Eyden. Long Hue King Henry in triumphant peace, 

Loe heeremy Lord vponmy bended knees, 

I heere prefent the traiterous head of (, 'ade y 
That hand to hand in fingle fight I flue. 

King. Firft thanks to heauen,and next to thee my friend, 

That haft fubdude that wicked traitor thus. 

Oh let me fee that head that in his life 
Did worke me and my land fuch cruell fpight, 

A vifage fterne.cole blacke his curled lockes, 

Deepe trenched furrowes in his frowning brow, 

Prefageth warlike humors in his life. '• l 

Heere take it hence, and thou for thy reward 
Shalt be immediately created Knight. 

Kncele downe my friend, and tell me what’s thy name ? 

Eyden. Alexander Eyden, if it pleafe your Grace, 

A'poore Efquire of Kent. 

KinglXbea rife vp Alexander £j>^»,Knight, 

And for thy maintenance,! freely giue 
A thoufand markes a yeare to maintainc thee, 

Befide the firme reward that was proclaim’d. 

For thofe that could performe this worthy afte. 

And thou fhalt waite vpon the perfon ofthe King. 

Ejden. I humbly thanke your grace,and I no longer liuc. 

Then I proue iuft and loy all to my King, 

Entry. 
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TirlJanlLmciget . . 

Enter the Queene with the Duke of Somerf, h , 

King. O Buckingham, fee where Somerfet conacs,. 

Bid him go hide himfclfe till Yorke be gone. 

Queen. He (hall not hide himfelfe for feare of Yorke, 

But beard and braue him proudly to his face. 

Yorke. Who’s that,proud Somerfet at liberty ? 

Bafe fearefull Henry that thus difhonor’ft me, 

By heauen,thou (halt not gouerne ouer me : 

I cannot brooke that T raitors prefence here. 

Nor will I fubie& be to fuch a King, 

That knowes not how to gouerne nor to rule, 

Refigne thy Crowne proud Lancafter to me, 

That thou vfurped haft fo long by force. 

For now is Yorke refolu’d to claime his owns. 

And rife aloft into faire Englands Throne. 

Somer. Proud traitor,I areft thee on high treafon, 

Againft thy foueraigne Lord,yeeld thee falfe Yorke , 

For heere I fweare thou fhalt vnto the Tower, 

For thefe proud words which thou haft giuen the King. 

King.lhow art decciu’d,tny fonnes ftiall be my baile. 

And fend thee there in defpight of him. 

Hoe, where are you boyes i 

Queene.Czll Clifford hither prefently. 

Enter the Duke of Yorke s formes, Edward the Earle of March, and 
crooke-Backe Richard at the one doore,with Drum and Soldiers; & 
at the other doore, enter Clifford and his fonne, with Drumme and 
Soldiours,and Clifford knee/es to Henry. and fpeakes. 

Cliff. Long Hue my noble Lord, and foueraigne King, 

Yorke. We thanke thee Clifford, 

Nay, do not affright vs with thy lookes. 

If thou didftmiftake,we pardon thee,kncele againe. 

fl'jfWhy,! did no way miftake,thi$ is my King. 

What is he mad ? To bedlam with him. 

King. I, a bedlam franticke humor driues him thus 
To leuie armes againft his lawfull King. 

Clif.YJby doth not your grace fend him to the Tower ? 

H a Quern. 
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Queene.Wt is arrefted,but will not obey. 

His fonnes he faith,fhall be his baile, 

Torke . How fay you boyes.will you not ? 

Edward.Y.es noble fathcr.tf our words will feme, 

Richard. A nd ifour.wor.ds will not,our (words dial!. 
Terfy.CM hither to theftake.my two roughBearcs. 

King. Call 'Buckingham , and bid- him arme himfelfe, 

Y0rke.C2.ll Buckingham and all the friends thou haft. 

Both thou and they (hall curfe this fatal! houre. 

Enter at one doore,the Earles of Salisbury andWarwicke , with Drum 
and Soldiottrs. ^And at the other doore 3 the Duke of Buckingham .), . 
with Drum and Soldiottrs, 

Cliff, Are thefe thy Beares ? wee’I baite them foone, 

Defpight of thee, and all the friends thou haft. 

War. You had beft go dreatne again©* 

To keepe you from the tempeft of the field. 

Clif.l am refohrd to beares greater ftorrae. 

Then any thou canft coniurevp to day. 

And that ile write vpon thy.Burgonet, 

( Might I but know thee by thy houftiould badge. 

ITar . Now by my fathers age,olde’Neuils creft. 

The rampant Beare chaind to the ragged ftaffe, 

This day ile weare aloft my burgonet. 

As onaMountainetop theGedar ftiowcsj 
Thackeepes his leaues in fpight of any ftorme, 

Eucn to affright thee with the view thereof. 

CV/rf. And from thy burgonet willl rend the beare. 

And tread him vnderfoote with all contempt, 

Defpi ght the beare-ward that protects him fo. 

Tong Clif. ArACo renowned Soueraigne to armes. 

To quell thefe Traitors^and their complices. 

R tc hard .Vic , Charity for fhame,fpeakc it not in fpight, 

For you lhall fup with lefus Chrift to night. 

Tong Clif. Foule Stigmaticke thou canftnot tell. 
S^.'Ndjfor if not in heaucn.you’l fardy fup in hell. 



Exit omnes. 



Alarms 






Torke &nd LtmcAfler, 

Alarms to the battaile, and then enter the Duke ofSomerfet and Ri- 
chard fightings and Richard kils hmvnder the figne of the Caftle 
inS.Albones. 

Rich .So, Lie thou thcre,and tumble ir. thy blood, 

Whats heere,the figne ofthe Caftle ? 

Then the Prophcfie is come to pafle. 

For Somcrfet was fore-warnd of Caftles, 

The which he al wayes did obferue. 

And now behold,vnder a paltry Ale-houfe figne. 

The Caftle in S .Alb ones, 

Somerfet hath made the Wizzard famous by his death . Exit. 

Aldrmes agame, and enter the Earle of Warwicke alone. 

Warwick. Clifford of Cumberland, tis Warwicke cals. 

And if thou doft not hide thee from the beare. 

Now whilft the angry Trumpets found alarmes. 

And dead mens cries do fill the empty aire : 

Clifford l fay, come forth and fight with me. 

Proud Northerne Lord, Clifford of Cumberland, 

Warwicke is hoarfc with calling thee to armes. 

. Clifford fpeakes within. 

Clif. Warwicke ftaudftill, and view the way that Clifford 
hewes with his murchering Cuitelax,throgh the fainting troops 
to finde thee out, 

Warwicke ftand ftill,and ftir not till I come. 

Enter Torke. 

JPhsr.How now my Lord,what a footc ? 

Who kild your horfe i 

Torke . The deadly hand pf Clifford, Noble Lord. , 

Fiue horfe this day flaine vnder.me. 

And yet braue Warwicke I remaine aliue. 

But I did kill his horfe he loud fo well. 

The bonieft gray that crewas bred in North. 

B Jv. Enter: 
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The conk.. ,» of the mo famm noujc > , 

Enter Clifford, and Warwick? offers to fight with him. 

Hold urarwickefznd feckc thee out fome other chafe. 

My felfe will hunt this Dearc to death. 

0 c '<*r.Braue Lord,tis for a Crowne rhou fights, 

Clifford farwell.as I intend to profper well to day. 

It gtieues my foule to leaue thee vnaffailde. 

Exit Warwick?. 

York? .Now Clifford, fince we are fingled heere alone. 

Be this the day of doome to one of vs. 

For now my heart hath fworne immortall hate 
To thee, and all the houfe of Lancafier . 

Clijfrrd.And heere I (land, and pitch my foote to thine. 
Vowing neuer to ftir,till thou or 1 be flaine. 

For neuer (hall my heart be fafe at reft, 

Till I hauc fpoild the hatefull houfe of York?. 

Alarmes ,and they fight , and York? kilt Clifford , 

York?. Novi 'Lancafier ht fure.thyfinewcs (hrinke, 
Comefearefull Henry grouelling on thy face, 

Yeeld vp thy Crowne vnto the Prince of York?. 

Sxit York?. 

Alarmes, then enter young Clifford alone, 

Yong Clifford. Father of Cumberland, 

Where I may fceke my aged Father forth ? 

Oh difmali fight, fee where he breathleffe lies, 

All fmeardand weltred in his lake-warme blood. 

Ah, aged pillar of all Cumberlands true houfe, 

Sweete father,to thy murdred ghoft I fweare 
Immortall hate vnto the houfe of York ? , 

Nor neuer (hall I fleepe fecure one night. 

Till I haue furioufly reuendge thy death. 

And left not one of them to breathe on earth. 

He takes him vp on his back?. 

A»d thus as old Ankjfes fonne did bearc 
His aged father on his manly backe. 

And fought with him againft the bloody Greekes, 

Euen fo will I.But ftay,heer’s one of them. 

To whom my foule hath fworne immortall hate. 

Enter 



Yorke and lancafter. 

Enter Richard, and then C/tjfordlayesdowne his father, fightet with 
him, and Richard flies away againe. 

Out crook’d-backe villaine, get thee from my fight, 

But I will after thee, and once againe 
( When I hauc borne my father to his Tent) 
lie try my fortune better with thee yet. 

' Exit yong Clifford with his Father. 

s/tlarmes againe , and then enter three or fours, bearing the Duke 
of 'Buckingham wounded to his Tent. 

Alarmesjlill, and then enter the King and Queene. 

£>ueene. Avay my Lord, and flye to London ftraight, 

Make haft, for vengeance comes along with them : 

Come, ftand not to expoftulate, let’s go. 

King. Come then faire Queene, to Londonlet vs haft. 

And fummon vp a Parliament with fpeede. 

To ftop the fury ofthefedyre euents. 

Exit King and Queene, 

Alar met, and then afiourijh, and enter the Duke of 
York?, Edward,and Richard. 

York ?. How now boyes, fortunate this fight hath bene, 

I hope to vs and ours, for Englands good. 

And our great honour, that fo long we loft , 

Whilft faint-heart Henry did vfurpe our rights.-. 

But did you fee old Sals bury, fince we 
With bloody minds did buckle with the foe ? 

I would not for the Ioffe of this right hand, 

That ought but well betide that good old man. 

Rich. My Lord, I law him in the thickeft throng, 

Charging his Lance with his old weary armes. 

And thrice I faw him beaten from his horfe. 

And thrice this hand did fet him vp againe. 

And ftillhe fought with courage gainft his foes. 

The boldeft fisirited man that ere mine eyes beheld, . 

Enter; 




I r'j r?j i • i a at i ;?j? r j /<■ ; c/p nfjar^/e nir^r? 



Tfo contention of thetwofmous Houfes, 

Enter Salisbury attdwar tricks* 

Edward. See noble FathetjWhere they both do come. 
The one(y props vnto the houfe of Torke . 

Sal. Well haft thou fought this day,thou valiant Duke, 
And thou braue bud of Torkes encreafing houfe. 

The fmall remainder of my weary life, 

I hold for thee, for with thy warlike arme. 

Three times this day thou haft preferu’d my life. 

2V%.VVhat fay you Lords,the King is fled to London ? 
There as I heere to hold a Parliament. 

What faies Lord Warwicke,( hall weafter them ? 

War. After them ,nay before them if we can : 

Now by my faith Lords, t'was a glorious day, 

Saint t/llbones battaile wonneby famous Torke, 

Shall be eterniz’d in all age to come. 

Sound Drums and Trumpets, and to London all. 

And more fuch dayes as thefe,co vs befall. 



Exit omnet. 



FIS^CJS. 
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The Second Part. 

Containing the Tragedie of 

Richard DukeofYorke, and the 
good h\ing Henrie the 
Sixt. 

-6010J w: 2 it 1 y.,3? 3 i. . .5 • • Vf' 

$ Enter Richard Duke of Torke, the Earle ofwarwicke , the Duke of 
Norfolke , Marcjueffe Mountague, Edward Earle of March, then 
frooke backe Richard, and the young Earle of Rutland, with drum 
and fouldiers , with white Rofes in their hats. 

Warwicke. 

Wonder how the King efcap’d our hands. 

Torke. Whilft we purfu’d the horfemen of the 
North, 

He flilyftole away and left his men : 

Whereat the great Lord of Northumberland, 
Whofe warlike eares could neuer brooke re- 
treat. 

Charg’d our maine battels front, and there With him i 
Lord Srafford and Lord Clifford all abreft 
Brake in, and were by th’hands of common fouldiers flaine. 

Edward. Lord Staffords Father, Duke ofBuckingham, 

Is either flaine or wounded dangeroufly, 

I 




I 




--- — n i ne contention of we two famous aoujes » 

I deft his Beuer with a down-right blow : 

Father, that this is true, behold his blood. 

t jMont. And brother, heeres the Earle of Wiltfhircs blood. 
Whom I encounter’d as the battailes ioyn’d. 

“Rich. Speake thou for me, and tell them what I did. 

Yorke. What is your Grace dead my Lord ofSomerfct ? 

Norf. Such hope haue all the line of lohti of Gaunt. 

Rich. Thus do I hope to fliape King Henries head. 

War. And fo do [ vi&orious Prince of Yorke, 

Before I fee thee feated in that Throne, 

Which now the houfe ot Lancafter vfurpes, 

I vow by heauen, thele eyes (hall neuer clofe. 

This is the Palace of that fearefull King, 

And that the regall chaire : Poflefle it Yorke, 

For this is thine, and not King Henries heyres. 

York.. Affift me then fweet Warwicks, and I will : 

For hither are we broken in by force. 

Norf. Weell all affift thee, and he that flyes (hall die.' 

York. Thankes gentle Norfolke, Stay by me my Lords, 

And foldiers ftay you heerc,and lodge this night. „ 

War. And when the King comes offer him no violence, 
Vnleffc he feeke to put vs out by force, 

Rich. Arm’d as we be let’s flay within this houfe. 

War. The bloody Parliament (hall thisbe call’d, 

Vnlefle Plantagenet Duke of Yorke be King, 

And baflifull Henry be depofde, whofc cowardife 
Hath made vs by-Words to our enemies. 

Yorke. Then leauc me not my Lords : for now I mcane 
To take pofleflion of my right. 

War. Neither the King, nor him that loues himbeft. 

The proudeft bird that holds vp Lancafter, 

Dare ftirre a wing, if Warwicks (hake his bels. 

He plant Plantagenet : and roote him out who dares i 
Refolue thee Richard, claime the Englifh Crowne. 

Enter king Henry the ftxt, with the D. of Excefter, the Earle of Nor- 
thumberlandyhe Earle of Wejlmerland , and Clifford the Earle of 
Cumberland , with redRofes in their hats. 

King* 



Yorke and Lancafter. 

King. Looke Lordings where the fturdy Rebcll fits, . 

Euen in the chaire of State : belike he meanes 
(Back’d by the power of IParwicke that falfe Peere) 

To afpire vnto the Crowne, and reigne as King. 

Earle of Northumberland,^ (lew thy father. 

And thine Clifford : and you both haue vow’d reuengc, 

On him, his Tonnes, his fauourites, and his friends. 

North. And if I be not,heauens be reueng’d on me. 

Clif. The hope thereof, makes Clifford mourne in ftceie. 
Weft. Whatf lhall we fuffer this? Let’s pull himdowne. 

My heart for anger breakes, 1 cannot fpeake. 

King. Be patient gentle Earle of Wejlmerland. 

Clif. Patience is for Pultrounes, fuch as he ; 

He durft not fit there had your Father liu’d. 

My gracious Lord, heerein the Parliament, 

Let vs affailethe family of Yorke. 

North. Well haft thou (poken Cofen, be it fo,’ 

King. O know you not the Citty fauours them, 

And they haue troopes of fouldiers at their becke, 

Exet , But when the Duke is (laine,theyl quickly flye. 

King . Far be it from the thoughts of Henries heart, 

T o make a (hambles of the Parlament houfe : 

Cofen of Exeter, words, frowncs,and threats, 

Shal be the warres that Henry meanes to vfe. 

Thou fa&ious Duke of Yorke, defeend my Throne, 

I am thy foueraigne, 

Yorke. Thou art deceiu’d, I am thine. 

Exet, For fhame come downe, he made thee Duke of Yorkc, 
Yorke. Twas my inheritance, as the kingdome is. 

Exet. Thy father was a T raitor to the Crowne. 

War. Exeter thou art a Traitor to the Crowne, 

In following this vfurping Henry, 

Clif. Whom fhould he follow but his naturall King. 

War. True Chfiford,and thats Richard Duke of Yorke, 

King. And (hall I ftand while thou fitft in my Throne? 

Yorke. Content thy felfe, it mud and (ball be fo» 

War . Be Duke of Lancafter, let him be King. 

Ia Veft 



v/r rpteterere .najef? 
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Why ? he is both King and Duke of Lancafter, 

And that the Earle oflE'e/fmer/and {hall maintaine. 

War. And Wamtcke fhall dilproouc it. You forget 
That we arc thofc that-chac’d you from the field 
And flew your father, and with colours fpred 
Marcht through the Cicty to the Pallas gates. 

North. No Warwick?, I remember’t to thy greefe : 

And by hisfoulc, thou and 'thy houfe fhall re w it. 

Wtfi. plant agenet of thee and of thy fonnes. 

Thy kinfmenand thy friends, lie hauemorieliues,. 

Then drops of blood were in my fathers veines. 

C/if. Vrge it no more, lead in reuenge thereof, 

1 fend thee Wanvicke fuch a meflenger. 

As fhall reuenge his death before 1 ftirre. 

War. Poore" Clifford, how Ifcotne thy worthlcffe threats. 
Torke. Will ye we fhew our Title to the Crowne, 

Orelfe.our fwords fhall pleade it in thefield ? 

King. What Title haft thou Trakor tothe Crowne?. 

Thy Father was as thou art, Duke of Yorke : 

Thy Grand father Roger Mortiiner Earle of March. 

I am the forme ofHenry the fift, who tam’d the French, 

And made the Dolphin ftoope, and feiz’H vpon 
Their Townes and.Prouin cesv. 

War. Talke not of France fince thou haft loft it all., 

King. The Lord Prote&or loft it, and not I, 

When I was crown’d, I was but nine months old. 

‘Rjch. Y’are old enough now, and yet metbinkes you lofe s 
Father, tearethe Crowne frohrthe Vfurpers head. 

Edw, Dofo fweet father, fet icon your -head. 

Mont. Good brother, as thou lou’ft and honour’d armes. 
Let’s fight it out, and not ftand cauilling thus. 

Rich. Sound Drums and Trumpets, andthe King will flye. 
Torke. Peace fonnes. 

North. Vsiie ehbti; ind giuc King Henrylei.\kc to Ipeake. 
King. Ah Plantagenet, why feek’ft thou to depoftme ? 

Are we not bothP/antagenetiby birth ? 

And from two brothersltnsaliy de&ene? 

Suppofe 
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ef Torke and LanuBer. 

Suppofc by right and equity thou beKing : 

Tbinkft thou, that 1 will leauemy Kingly feate, 

Wherein my Father, and myGrandfire fate? 

No, fir ft (hall warre vnpeople this my Realme^ 

I and our Colours often borne in France, 

And now in England (to our hearts great forrovv) 

Shall be my winding fheet. Why faint you Lords ? 

My Titles better farre than his. 

lE'ar.Vtoueu Henry , and thou /halt be King. 

King. Why Henry the fourth by conqucftgot the Crowne. 
Torke. T was by rebellion gainft his Soucraigne. 

King. I know not what to fay, tny Titles weake, 

Tell me, may not.aKing adopt an heire ? 

War. What then? 

King. Then am I hswfull King. For Richard 
The fecond, in the view of many Lords, 

Refign’d the Crowne to Henry the fourth. 

Whole heire my Father was,and I am his, 

Torke. I tell thee he rofe-againft him being his Soucraigne, 
And made him to refigne the Crowne perforce. 

R^ar. Suppofemy Lord he did it vneonftrain’d, 

Thinkeyou that werepreiudiciallto the Crowne ? 

Exet. No, for he could not fo refigne the Crowne, 

But that the next heyre muftfucceede and reigne. 

Kwg. Art thou agiinft vs Duke of Exeter i 
£xet. Hisds the right, and therefore pardon me. 

King.hW will reuoltfromme,and turneto him. , 

North. Plantagenet , for all the claimethou laift, , 

Thinke not King Henry /hall be thus depofde. 

War. Dcpofd he fhall be in defpightofthec. 

Nor. Tuff Warvoicke , thou artdeceiu’d : 

Tis not thy Southerne powers of EfleX jSuffolke, Norfolke,' 

And Kent, that makes thee thus prefumpeuous and proud. 

Can fet the Duke vp in de/pight of me. 

(fitf. King Henry be thy Title right or wrong, 

Lord piffordv o wes to fight in thy defence. 

May that ground gape and fwallow me aliue, 

1-2 . Wher^:., 




The contention of the two famous Houfe$ t 

Where I dokneelc to him that flew my Father. 

King. O Clifford, how thy words rcuiue my foulc. 

Yorke. Henry of Lancafter refigne thy Crowne. 

What mutter you ? Or what confpire you Lords ? 

War. Do right vnto this Princely Duke of Yorke, 

Or I will fill the houfe with armed men, v 

Enter Soldiers. 

And ouer the Chaire of flate where now he fits. 

Write vp his Title with thy vfurping blood. 

King. O Warwicke, hears me fpeake : 

Let me but reigne in quiet while 1 Hue. 

Yorke. Confirme the crowne to me, and to mine heires. 

And thou flialt reigne in quiet whilft thou liu’ft. 

King. Conuey thefouldiers hencc,and then I will. 

War. Captaine conduit them into 7 W&/7/ fields. 

Clif. What wrong is this vnto the Prince your fon.? 

War.VV hat good is this for England and himfelfc ? 

North. Bafc, fearfull, and defpairing Henry. 

Clif. How haft thou wronged both thy felfe and vs ? 

Wefi, I cannot flay to heare thefe Articles. 

Clif. Nor I, Come cofen lets go tell the Queene. Exit. 
North. Be thou a prey vnto the houfe of Yorke, 

And die in bands for this vnkindly deede. ' Exit 

Clif. In dreadfull war mayft thou be oucrcome. 

Or Hue in peace abandond and defpifd* Exit 

Exet . They feeke reuenge, and therefore will not yeeldc m] 
Lord. ' 

King. Ah Exeter ? 

War. VVhy fliould you figh my-Lord ? 

King. Not for my felfe Lord Warwickg , but my fonne, 
VVhom I vnnaturally fhall difinherit. 

But be it as it may. I hcere intaile the Crowne 
T o thee and to thine heyres, conditionally, 

That hcere thou take an oath. 

To ceafc thefe ciuill broyles,and whilft I Hue 
T o honor me as thy King and Soueraigne. 

Yorks That oath I willingly takc,and will performe. 

War 



of Yorke antimatter, 

r^.Long iueKing tf^.Plantagenct embrace him. 

r T v 8 ‘ UC t j°, U3and 3,1 th y forward fonnes. 
r*%.Now Yorke and Lancafter are reconcilde. 

Ewt.Accyrft be he that fcckes to make them foes. 

'Sound Trumpets. 

Tor^e. My Lord ,IIe take my lcauc* 

For He to Wakefield* to my Caftle. * 

™ < A t . . Exit Yorke wit hMrfonm. 

^ And ile keepe London with my fould tors. 

JVorf. And ile to Norfolke with my followers, 
and I to the fea from whence I came* 

r w y the Queene and the Prince, 

^^" c T**<^***«"* 

Qneene. Nay ftay,or elfc Ile follow thee. 

Kwg. Be patient gentle Queene,and then lie flaw 

^ What patience can there be ah timerous mam 
Thou haft vndone thy felfe, thy fonne, and me 
and giuen our rights vnto the houfe of Yorke* 
art thou a King, and wilt be for’eft to yeeld i 
Had I bene thcre,the fouldiers fliould haue toft 
Me on their Iaunces points, before I would haue 
Granted to their wils.The Duke is made 
Proteftor of the Land .• Sterne Fmconbridge 
Commands the narrow feas : and thinkft thou then 
7 o fleepe fecure? I hecre diuorcc me Henry 
From thy bcd,vntill that afte of Parliament 
Be recald wherein thou yeeldeft to the houfe of Yorke. 

S?Sr hCrne Lords that haue forfworne thy colours, 

Wil follow mine,if once they fee them fpread, 
and Ipread they fhall vnto thy deepe difgrace. 

Come fonne,Iets away,and leaue him hecre alone. 

A/«|.Stay gentle Margaret, and heare me fpeake. 

i^Thou haft fpokc too much already, therefore be ftifl. 

^.Gentle fonne Edward, wilt thou ftay with me ? 
i^f».I,to he murdered by his enemies.. 



Exit. 

Exit, 

Exit. 



Exit. 





The contention of the two famous Hottfe s t 

Prtn. When I returne w ith victory from the field. 

He fee your Grace, till then lie follow'her. Exit. 

King , Poore Queenc.hcr loueto me anti tothe Prince herfon 
Makes her in furie thus to forget her fclfc. 

Reuenged may fhe be on that accurfed Duke. 

Come Cofen of Exeter, (lay thou heere, 

For Clifford and thofeNorchcrne Lordsbe gone, 

1 fcarc to wards Wakefield, to difturbe the Duke. 

Enter Edward, and Rfchard,and Montague . 

Edw. Brother, and cofen Montague , giue me leaue to (peake. 
Rich, Nay, I can better play the Orator. 

Tdont. But 1 haue reafons ftrong and forceable. 




Enter the Duke of York?, 

Yorke. How now fonnes what at a iarre amongft your felues ? 
Rjch. No Father, buc a fweete contention, about that which 
concernes your felfe and vs, The Crowne ofEn gland father. 

Yorke. The Crowne boy, why Henries yet aliue. 

And I haue fvvorne that he {hall reignein quiet till his death. 

Ed. But I would breakc an hundred oaths to reigne one ycare. 
Rich. And if it pleale your Grace to giue me leaue. 

He (hew your Grace the way to faue your oath. 

And difpoflefle King Henry from the Crowne. 

Yorke. I prethc Dickelet me heare thy deuicc. 

Rich. Then thus my Lord. 

An Oath is of no moment, 

Being not fworne before a lawfull Magiftratc. 

Henry is none, but doth vfurpe your right. 

And yet your Grace (lands bound to him by Oath/ 

Then noble father refolue your felfe. 

And once more claime the Crowne. 

Yorke. I, faift thou fo boy ? why then it {hall be fo. 

I am refolu’d to win the Crowne, or dye. , 

Edward, thou (halt to Edmund Brooke Lord Cobham, 

With whom the Kentifhmen yhl! willingly rife. 

Thou Cofen Montague (halt to^Norfolke ftraight, 

m And 
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Yorke and lane Alter. 

And bid the Duke to muftervp hisfoldiours, 

And come to me to Wakjsfiild prefently. 

And Richard , thou to London ftraight {halt pofte. 

And bid Richard Neuill Earle of IP’arwtcke, 

To leaue the Citty,and with his men of warre. 

To meetc me at S .^ilbones ten dayes hence. 

My felfe heere in SandallCaftic will prouide 
Both men and mony to further our attempts. 

Now, what newes ? Enter a Mefenger. 

MefMy Lord.the Queene with thirty thoufand men, 
Accompanied with the Earles of Cumberland, 
Northumber/andyZnd Wefimerland, 

With others of the houfe of L ancafter. 

Are marching towards Wakefield, 

To bdiedge you in your Caftle heere. 

Enter Sir Iohn, and Sir Hugh Mortimer . 

Yorke. A Gods name let them come. 

Coufin Montague , pofte you hence. 

And boyes ftay you with me. 

Sir Iohn and fir Hugh (Mortimer mine Vncklrs, 

Y’are welcome to Sandall in an happy houre. 

The army of the Queene meanes to befiedge vs. 

Sir Iohn . She (hall not needemy Lord, 

Wee’l meete her in the field. 

Yorke. What,with fiue thoufand foludiors,VncJcle? 

Rich. I father ,with fiue hundred for a need, 

A woman’s Generali, what (hould you feare? 

Ti ^.Indeed, many braue battels haue I wonne 
In Normandy, when as the encmie 
Hath bin ten to one, and why (hould I now doubt 
Of the like fucccfle ? I am refolu’d.Come lets goe. 

Edw. Let’s march away,I heare their drums. Exit . 

Alarmes ,, and then enter the young Earle of 
Rut land and his Tutor. 

Tutor. 0 \\ flye my Lord, lets leaue the Caftle, 

And flyc to Wakefield 



Enter 





the contention of the two fmotu Houfes t 

Inter Clifford, 

Rut.O Tutor ,looke where bloody Clifford comes. 
C7*/.Chaplaine aw ay, thy Priefthood iaucs thy life. 

As for ihe brat of that accurfed Duke, 

VVhofe father flew my father.he fhall dye. 

Tutor . Oh Clifford, fpare this tender Lord,leaft 
Heauen reuengc it on thy head : oh fauc his life. 

C/z/fiSoldiors away, and drag him hence perforce : 

Away with the villaine. Sxtt Chaplaine • 

How now 3 what dead already f ot is it fearethat 
Makes him ciofc his eyes ? lie open them. 

Rut . So lookes the pent vp Lion on the Lambe, 

And fo he walkes infulting ore his prey. 

And fohe turnes againe to rend his limbes in funder. 

Oh Clifford, kill me with thy fword,and 
Not with fucha cruell threatningiooke, 

I am too meanc a fubieS for thy wrath, 

Be thou reuendge on men, and let me line, 

fflif. In vaine thou fpeakeft poore boy: my fathers 
Blood hath ftopt the paffage where thy words ftiould enter. 

iter.Then let my fathers blood ope it againe,he is « 
Man, and Cliffordcope with him. 

Clif . Had I thy brethren heere,their Hues and thin# 

Were not rcuenge fufficient for me. 

Or ftiould I dig vp thy fore-fathers graues. 

And hang their rotten Coffins vp in chaines. 

It could not flake mine irepor eafe my heart. 

The fight of any ofthehoufe of Torke, 

Is as a fury to torment my foule. * 

Therefore till I rootc out that curfed line. 

And lcaue not one on earth,Ue liuc in hell therefore. 

Rut.O h let me pray, before I take my death. 

To thee 1 pray -. Sweet Clifford pitty me. 

£///,I)fuch pitty as my rapiers point affords. 

Rut .1 neuer did thee hurt, wherefore wilt thou kill me? 
C/i/.Thy father hath; 



Yorke and Lane Alter. 

Rut. But t’ was ere I was borne. 

Thou haft one fonnc.for his fake pitty me, 

Leaft in rcuenge chercof,fith God is iuft, 

He be as miferably flaine as I. 

Oh, let me Hue in prifon all my daies, 
and when I giue occafion of offence. 

Then let me die,for now thou haft no caufe. 

Clff. No caufe * Thy father flew my father, therefore die. 
Plantagenet , I come Plantagenet , 

And this thy fonnes blood cleauing to my blade. 

Shall ruft vpon my weapon,till thy blood 

Congeald with his,do make me wipe off both. Exit. 

Alarmes, enter theDuke of -Torke film. 

Yorke.hh Torke $o{{z to thy Caftle,fauc thy life. 

The goale is loft,thou houfeof Lancafter, 

Thrice happy chance is it for thee and thine, 

Thatheauen abridgde my daies,and cals me hence. 

But God kno wes what chance hath betide my fonne* : 

But this I know, they haue demeand thcmfclues, 

Like men borne to renowe by life or death : 

Three times this day came Richard to my fight, 
and cried courage,Father : vi&ory or death* 
and twice fo oft came Edward to my view. 

With purple Faulchion painted to the hilts. 

In bloud ofthofc whom he had flaughtered. 

Oh harke,I heare the drums.No way to flie ? 

No way to faue my life i and heere I ftay : 

And heere my life muft end. 

Enter the Queene, Clifford, Northumberland , 
and Soldiours. 

Come bloudy Afford, rough Northumberland , 

I dare your quenchleffe fury to more bloud .- 
This is the But, and this abides your fliot. , 

Northim.Ycdd to our mercies, proud Plantagenet . . 

Clif, I, to fuch mercy as his ruthfull arme 

K a With 




The contention of the two famous Houfes t 

With downe right p ayment lent vnto my father, 

Now Phaeton hath tumbled from his carre, 

And made an euening at the noone tide pricke. 

TorkeMy alhes like the Phoenix may bring forth 
A bird that will reuenge it on you all. 

And in that hope I caft mine eyes to heauen. 

Scorning what ere you can afflidtme with. 

Why ft 3 y you Lords ? what, multitudes and fcare i 
Clif.So cowards fight when they can flie no longer. 

So Doues do pecke the Rauens piercing tallents, 

So defperatc theeues.all hopeleffe of their Hues, 

Breathe out inue&iues ’gainft the Officers. 

Torke . Oh Clifford,yet bethinke thee once againe. 

And in thy minde orc-runne my former time. 

And byte thy tongue that flanderft him with cowardife, 

Whofe very looke hath made thee quake ere this. 

£fif, I will not bandy with thee word for word. 

But buckle with thee blowes twice two for one. 

Queene. Hold valiant Clifford , for a thou land caufcs 
I would prolong the traitors life a while. 

Wrath makes him deafe,fpeake thou Northumberland* 

Afar. Hold C It ford, do not honour him fo much. 

To pricke thy finger ,though to wound his heart. 

What valour where it when a curre doth grin. 

For one to thruft his hand betweene his teeth, 

When he might fpurne him with his foote away i 
Tis warres prize to take all aduantages* 

And ten to one,is no impeach in warres. 

Fight and take hirrL>. 

C/if. 1,1, fo ftriues the Woodcoke with the gin. 

North . So doth the Cunny ftrUggle with the net, 

Torke . So triumphs theeues vpon their conquer’d booty. 

So true men yeeld,by robbbers ouer-matcht. 

^Wrr^.What will your grace haue done withhim ? 

Queene.Bvaue vjzmouxsf/ijford and Northumberland, 

Come make him ftand vpon this mole-hill heere. 

That aimde at Mountaines with out-ftrctched arnw, 

Asa 
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Torke and LancaBer. 

And parted but the (hadow with his hand. 

Was it you that reueld in our Parliament , 

And made a prechment of your high defeent ? 
Where are your meffe of fonnes to backe you now ? 
The wanton Edward the lufty George ? 

Or wher’s that valiant crookt-backc prodegy ? 
Dickey your boy,that with his grumbling voice, 
Was wont to cheare his Dad in mutinies'? 

Or mongft the reft, where is your darling Rutland ? 
Looke Torke t \ dipt this napkin in the blood. 

That valiant Clifford with his rapiers point. 

Made iffue from the bofome of thy boy. 

And if thine eyes can water for his death, 

I giue thee this to dry thy cheekes withall. 

Alas poorc Torke : but that I hate thee much, 
lihould lament thy mifcrable ftate. 

I prethee grieue to make me merry,Yorke : 
$tampe,raue and fret,that I may fing and dance. 
VVhat,hath thy fiery heart fo parch thine entrailes. 
That not a teare can fall for Rutlands death ? 

Thou would ft be feede I fee,to make me fport. 

Torke cannot fpeake.vnleffe he weare a crownc. 

A crowneforYorkc,and Lords bow low to him, . 
So,hold you hishands,whilftl dofec it on, 

3, now lookes he like a King. 

This is he that tookeKing Henries chaire. 

And this is he was his adopted heyre. 

But how is it that great Plantagenet, 
Iscrowndfofoone,and broke his holy oath, .. 

As I bethinke me.you fhould not be King, 

Till our Henry had fhooke hands with death, 
and will you impaleyourhead with Henries glory 8 
and rob his temples of the Diadem 
Now in his life,againft your holy oath > 

Oh, tis a fault too too vnpardonable. 

Off with the crowne,and with the crowne his head, 
and whjlft we breathc,take time to do him dead, .. 

-K 3 -. 
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The contention of the two famous Hoafes , 

Clift That’s my office for my fathers death. 

Queene. Yet ftay,and lets heare theOrifonshe makes. 

Tor k.c. She woke of France,bnt worfe then wolues of France ; 
Whofe tongue’s more poifon’d then the Adders tooth. 

How lllbefeemingis it in thy fexc. 

To triumph like an Amazonian trull, 

Vponhis woes,whom Fortune captiuates ? 

But that thy face is vifard-like vnebanging, 

Made impudent by vfe of euill deeds ; 

I would alfay, proud Queene to make theeblufti. 

To tell thee of whence thou art, from whom deriu’de, 

T’were ftiame enough to ffiame thee, were thou not fhamelgift £ 
Thy father beares the type of King of Nafles J 
Of both the £*/»/«, and lerufalem, 

Yet not fo wealthy as an englifli yeoman. 

Hath thatpoore Monarch taught thee to infult ? 

It needs not,or it bootes thee not proud Queene, 

Vnleffe the Adage mutt be verifidc ; 

Thatbeggers mounted.run their horfe to death. 

Tis beauty, that oft makes women proud ; 

ButGod he wots, thy (hare thereof is fmall. 

Tis gouernment that makes them moft admir’d. 

The contrary doth make thee wondred at. 

Tis vertue that makes them feeme diuine. 

The want thereofmakes thee abhominable. 

Thou art as oppofite to euery good. 

As the ssfntipodes are v nto vs, 

Or as the South to the Septentrion. 

Oh Tygers heart wrapt in a womans hide ; 

How couldft thou draine the life blood of the childc. 

To bid the father wipe his eyes withall. 

And yet be feene to beare a womans face ? 

Women are milde,pittifull,and flexible. 

Thou indurate, fterne, rough, tcmorcelefle. 

Bids thou me rage ? why now thou haft thy will. 

Wouldft haue me weepe ? why fo.thou haft thy wifh» 

For raging windes blow vp a ftorme of tear es, ^ 
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Yorke and LancaBer . 

And when the rage alaes,the raine begins. 

Thefe teares are my fweet Rut lands obfequies. 

And euery drop begs vengeance as it fals. 

On thee fell Clifford, and the falfe French-woman, 
ATwf^.Befhrew me but his paftions moue me fo, 
as hardly I can checke mine eyes from teares. 

2V%.That face of his, the hungry Cannibals 
Could not haue toucht, would not haue ftain’d with bloud 
But you are more inhumane,more inexorable, 

0 ten times more then Tygers of Arcadia. 

Sec ruthlcffe Queene ,a haplelfe fathers teares. 

This cloth thou dipts in blood of my fweete boy. 

And loe,with teares I walh the blood away. 

Keepe thou the napkin,and go boaft of that. 

And if thou tell the ftory well, 

Vpon my foulc the hearers will flied teares, 

I,eucn my foes will fhed faft falling teares, 
and fay,alalfe,tt wasapitteous deed. 

Here,take the crownc,and with the crowne my curfe, 
and in thy need, luch comfort come to thee, 
as now I reape at thy too cruell hands. 

Hard harted Clifford , take me from the world. 

My foulc to heaucn,my blood vpon your heads. 

North. Had he bin flaughterman of all my kin, 

1 could not chufe but weepe with him, to fee 
How inward anger gripes his hart. 

jQ«.What, weeping ripe, my Lord Northumberland} 
Thinke but vpon the wrong he did vs alt. 

And that will quickly dry your melting teares. 

Cliff. There’s for my oath.therc’s for my fathers death. 
Queen. And there’s to right our gentle harted kinde. 
TVr^f.Opeti thy gates of mercy gracious God, 

My foule fliesfoorth to meete with thee. 

t Queene.OS with his hcad,and fet it on Yorke Gates, 

So Yorke may ouer*looke the T owne of Yorke . 

Exeunt omnes. 
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The contention of the two famous Uouf ?r, 

Enter Edvard and Richard, with Drum and Soldiom. 

Edrv.kt cer this dangerous fight and hapleffe warre. 

How doth my noble brother Richard fare ? 

Rich.l cannot ioy vntill I be refolu’d. 

Where our right valiant father is become. 

How often did I fee him beare himfelfe. 

As doth a Lyon midft a heard of Neat, 

So fled the enemies from our valiant Father, 

Methinkes tis pride enough to be his fonne. 

Three fnnnes appear e in the t/fyre. 

£<&v.Loe,how the morning opes her golden gates, 

And takes her farwell of the glorious funnc, 
Dazlemineeycs,ordoI fee three funs? 

Rich.lhtzz glorious funnes,not fcparatcd by a racking cloud 
But feuered in a pale deere fhining sky. 

See,fee,they ioyne,embrace,and fcerne to kiffe, 

As if they vowd fome league inuiolate. 

Now are they but one lampe,one light, one funne. 

In this the heauens doth figure fome euent. 

Edw . I thinke it cites vs brother to the field. 

That we the fonnes of braue Tlantagenet, 

Already each one Aiming by his meed. 

May ioyne in one, and ouer-peere the world. 

As this the earth,and therefore hence forward, 
lie beare vpon my Target, three fairefhiningfiins. 

But what art thou that look’d fo heauily ? 

Enter a Meffenger. 

Mef.O h,one that was a wofull looker on. 

When as the noble Duke of Yorke was flaine. 

Edw.Oh fpeakc no more, for I can heare no more, 

Rich.TeW on thy tale, for I will heare it all. 

Ttfef.Whcn as the noble Duke was put to flight, 
and thenpurfudeby Clifford and theQueene, 
and many fouldiors moe,who all at once 
Let driue at him.and forc’d the Duke to yeeld, 

and 
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Yorke and Lane after. 

And then they fet him on amole-hill'there, 

And crown’d the gracious Duke in high defpite, 

Who then with teares began to waile his fall. 

The ruthlefle Queeneperceiuing he did weepe, 

Gaue him a handkcrcher to wipe his eyes. 

Dipt in the blood of fweet young Rutland, 

By rough Clifford flainc : who weeping tooke it vp. 

Then through his breft they thruft their bloody fwords. 

Who like a Lambe fell at the butchers feete. 

Then on the gates of Yorke they fet his head, 

And there it doth remainc the pitteous fpe&acle 
That ere mine eyes beheld. 

Edw. Sweet Duke of Yorke, our prop to leane vpon. 

Now thou art gone, there is no hope for vs : 

Now my foules Palace is become a prifon. 

Oh would flie breake from compaffe ofmy breft. 

For neuer ftiall I haue more ioy. 

Rich. I cannot weepe, fot all my breafts moyfture 
Scarfe ferues to quench my furnace burning hate : 

I cannot ioy till this white Rofe be dy’de, 

Euen in the heart blood of the houfe of Lancafter. 

Richard , I bare thy name, and lie reuengc thy death. 

Or dye my felfe in fecking of reuenge. 

Edrv. His name that valiant Duke hath left with thee* 

His chaire and Dukedome that remaines for me. 

&c6.Nay , if thou be that Princely Eagles bird. 

Shew thy defeent by gazing gainft the Sunne, 

For Chaire, and Dukedome ; Throne and Kingdome fay, 

For either that is thine, or elfe thou wert not his. 

Enter the Earle oftVarwicke , Montague, with drum, 
ancient, and fonldiers , 

U?ar. How now faire Lords : what fare? what newes abroad ? 
Rich. Ah Warwicke, fhould we report the balefull newes,. 
And at each words deliuerancc, ftab Ponyards in our flefti 
Till all were told, the words would addc 
More anguiflr then the wounds. 
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The contention of the twofamomHoufeSy 
Ah valiant Lord, the Duke of Yorke is flaine. 

Edw. Ah Warwicie, warvticke, that Plantagenet 
Which held thee deere : 1, eucn as his foules redemption. 
Is by the fterne Lord Clifford, done to death." 

War. Ten dayes ago I drown’d thofe newes in tcares, 
And now to adde more meafure to your woes : 

I come to tell you newes fince then betaine. 

After the bloody fray at Wakefield fought. 

Where your braue father breath’d his lateft" gafpe, . 

Ty dings as fwiftly as the port could runne,. 

Was brought me ofyour Ioffe, and his departure* 

I then in London, keeper of the King, 

Muftred my foldiers, gathered flockes of friends. 

And very well appointed as I thought, 

Marcht to S. Albons to intercept the Queene, 

Bearing the King in my behalfc along. 

For by my fcouts I was aduertifed. 

That fhe was comming, with a full intent 
To dafh your late decree in Parliament, 

Touching King Henries heires, and yourfucceflioni- 
Short tale to make, we at Saint Albons met. 

Our battailes ioyn’d, and both Tides fiercely fought : - 
But whether ’twas the coldneffe of the King, 

(He look’d full gently on his warlike Queene) 

That rob’d my fouldiers of their heated fpleene. 

Or whether ’twas report of his fucceffe. 

Or more then common feare ofCliffords rigour^ 

Who thunders to his Captaines blood and death, 

I cannot tell. But to conclude with truth. 

Their weapons like to lightnings went and came. 

Our fouldiers, like the Night-Owles lazy flight. 

Or like an ydle Threfher with a flaile. 

Fell gently downc, as if they fmote their friends. 

I cheer’d them vp with iuftice of the caufe. 

With promife of hye pay, and great rewards ; 

But all in yainc,they had no hearts to fight, . 

Nor we in them no hope to win the day. 
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of Yorke and Lane after. 

So that we fled. The King vnto the Queene, 

Lord George your brother, Norfolke,and my felfe, 
Inhaft,pofte haft, are come to ioync with you. 

For in the marches heere we heard you were. 

Making another head to fight againe. 

£^»\Thankes gentle Warwick*. 

How farre hence is the Duke with his power ? 

And when came G eorge from Burgundy to England i 
Way. Some flue miles off the Duke is with his power.’ 
But as for your brother, he was lately fent 
From your kinde Aunt, Dutcheffe of Burgundie, 

With aide of fouldiers ’gainft this needfull vvarre. 

Rich. Twas ods belike, when valiant Warwick* fled. 
Oft haue I heard thy praifes in purfuite. 

But nere till now thy fcandall of retire. 

War. Nor now my fcandall Richard doft thouheare: 
For thou fhalt know that this right hand of mine. 

Can plucke the Diadem from faint Henries head. 

And wring the awefull Scepter from his fift. 

Were he as famous and as bold in wane. 

As he is fam’d for mildcnefle, peace, and prayer. 

Rich. 1 know it well Lord Warwick* lame me not, 
Twas loue I bare thy glories made me fpeake. 

But in this troublous time, what’s to be done ? 

Shall we go throw away our coates of fteele. 

And clad our bodies in blackc mourning Gownes, 
Numbring our Aucmartes with our beads ? 

Or ftiall we on the helmets of our foes. 

Tell our deuotion with reuengefull armes ? 

If for the laft, fay I, and to it Lords. 

Wsr.Why therefore Warwick * came tofindeyou out: 
And therefore comes my brother Montague. 

Attend me Lords, theproiid infulting Queene, 

With Clifford, and the haught Northumberland, 

And of their feather many moe proud birds, 

Haue wrought the eafie melting King like waxe, 
Hefware confent to your fucceflion, 
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The contention of i the two famous Houfes , 

His oath inrolledin the Parliament. 

But now to London all the crew are gone. 

To fruftrate his oath, or what belides 
May make againftthehoufe ofLancafter. 

Their power I geffe them fifty thoufand ftrong. 

Now ifthe helpe of Norfolke and my felfe. 

Can but amount to eight and forty thoufand. 

With all the friends that thou braue Earle of March, 

Among the louing Welflimen canft procure. 

Why via, to London will we march amaine. 

And once againe beftride our foming Steeds, 

And once againe cry , Charge vpon the foe. 

But neuer once againe turncbacke and flye. 

Bjcb. I now methinkesl heare great Warwick? Cpcakc x 
Nere may he liue to fee a Sunfhine day,. 

That cries retire, when Warwicke bids him flay. 

Edw. Lord W'arwicke, on thy fhoulder will I leane. 

And when thou faints, mull Edward fall : 

Which perill heauenforefend. 

War. No longer Earle of March, but Duke of York©, 

The next degree is, Englands royall King ; 

And King of England (halt thoube proclaim’d. 

In euery burrough as we paffe along .• 

And he that cafts not vp his cap for ioy. 

Shall for the offence make forfeite of his head. 

King Edward, vali ant Richard, Montague, 

Stay we no longer dreaming of renowne,. 

But forward to effeft thefe refolutions. 

Enter A Me fencer. 

Mef. The Duke of Norfolke fends you word by me. 

The Queene is comming with a puiflant power, 

And crauesyour company for fpeedy counfell. 

War. Why then it forts braue Lords. 

Let’s march away. Exeunt ornts. 




of rorke and LancaHer. 

Enter the King and, Queene, Prince Edward, and the 
North erne Earles , with drumme and 
Souldiours. 

Q&een, Welcome my Lord to this braue Towne of Yorke, 
i onders the head of that ambitious enemy, 

That fought to be impaled with your Crowne. 

Doth not the obie< 5 i pleafeyour eye my Lord/ 

„^4-?“ enasthcrockcs Pfeafc them that fear their wrackc. 
Wnh-hold reuenge deere God, tis not my fault 
Nor wittingly haue I infring’d my vow. 

flif.My gracious Lord, this too much 1 enity 
And harmefull pitty muft be layde afide, 

To whom do Lyons cart their gentle lookes i 
Not to the beaft that would vfurpe his den. 

Whofe hand is that the fauage Beare doth licke ? 

Not his that fpoyles his young before his face. 

Who fcapes the lurking Serpents mortall fling*? 

Not he that fets his foote vpon her backe. 

The fmalleft worme will turne being troden on 
And Doucs will pecke, in refeue of their brood. 

Ambitious Yorke did leuell at thy Crowne, 

Thou ftiiiling, while hee knit his angry browes 
He but a Duke, would haue his fonne a King, 

And raife his ifluc like a louing Sire, 

Thou being a King, bleft with a goodly fonne, 

Didftgiue confcntto difinherit him. 

Which argu d thee a mod vnnaturall Father. 

Vnreafonable creatures feede their yong, 

And though mans face be fcarefull to their eyes 
Yet in prote&ion of their tender ones, 

Who hath not feene them euen with thofe fame wings. 

Which they haue fometime vfdein fearefull flight. 

Make warre with him, that climbes vnto their Neft, 

Offering their owne Hues in their yongs defence ? 

For flume my Lord, make them your prefident, . 

L 3 ' 
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The contention of the two fmom Houfes f 

Were it not pitty that this goodly boy. 

Should lofe his birth-right through his fathers fault? 

And long heereafter, fay vnto his Childe, 

What my great Grandfather and Grandfire got. 

My carelcue father fondly gaue away ? 

Looke on the boy, and let his manly face. 

Which promifeth fucceflefull fortune to vs aH, 

Steele thy melting thoughts.. 

To keepe thine owne, and leaue thine owne with him. 

King. Full well hath Clifford playd the Orator,' 

Inferring arguments qf mighty force. 

But tell me, didft thou neuer yet heare tell. 

That things ill got had euer bad fucceffe. 

And happy euer was it for that fonne j 
VVhofc father for his hoording went to hell i 
I leaue my fonne my vertuous deeds behinde. 

And would my father had left me no more : 

For all the reft is held at fuch a rate. 

As askes a thoufand times more care to keepe, 

Then may the prefent profite counteruaile. 

Ah cofin Yorke, would thy beft friends did know. 

How it doth greeue me that thy head (lands there. 

Queene. My Lord, this harmfull pitty makes your follow- 
^ ers faint. 

You promnd Knight-hood to yoUr Princely fonne, 

Vnfhcath your fword, and ftraight way dub him Knight, 
Kneelc downe Edward. 

King. Edward Plantagenet.arife a Knight, 

And lcarnc this leffon, Draw thy fword in right. 

Prince. My gracious Father, by your Kingly leaue. 

He draw it as apparant to tKfe Crowne, 
and in that quarrell, vfe it to the death. 

North. Why that is (pokenlike a toward Prince. 




Enter a LMeffcnger. 

Mejf. Royall Commanders, be in readinelTe, 

For with a band of fifty thoufand men. 

Comes 
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of Yorke And Law Alien 

Comes Warwicke, backing of the Duke of Yorke. 

And in the Townes whereas they pafiTe along, 

Prodaimes him King, and many flyes to him,i 
Prepare your battels, for they be at hand. 

Clif. I would your highnefle would depart thefield. 

The Queene hath beft fucceffe wheo you arc abfent. 

Qtteen. Do good my Lord, and leaue vs to our fortunes. 

King. Why that’s myfortune,thereforeIle flay (till. 

Clif. Be it with refolution then to fight. 

Prin. Good Father checre thefe noble Lords, 

Vnfheath your fword,fwcet Father cry S. George-. 

Clif. Pitch we our battell heere, for hence we wil not moue, 

Enter the houfe of Yorke. 

Edrv . Now periur d Henry, wilt thou yeeld thy Crowne? 
And kneelefor mercy at thy Soucraignes feetc ? 

. Queen, Go rate thy Minions proud infulting boy, 

Becomes it thee to be. thus malapert 
Before thy King, and lawfull Soueraigne ? 

Edrv, I am his King,and he fhould bend his knee, 

I was adopted heyre by his confcnt. 

George , Since when,he hath broke his oath. 

For as we heare, you that are King 
(Though he do weare the Crowne) 

Haue caufd him by new a&e of Parliament, 

To blot our brother out, and put his owne fonne in. 

Clif. And reafon George : 

Who fhould fuccecde thefathfer, bur the fon ? 

Rich. Are you there butcher ? 

Clif. I Crooke -bade, heere I Hand to anfwcr thee. 

Or anyofyourfort.. 

Rich. Twas you that klld yong Rutland, was it not i 

Clif, Yes, and old Yorke too,and yet not fatisfied. 

Rich. For Gods fake Lords giue fignalltothe fight. 

Wat. What faift thou Henry ? wilt thou yeelde thy crowne r 

Queen. What, long tongu’d tVarwicke, dare you fpeake ? r 
V-Vhen you and I met at Saint Albons laft, 
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The contention of* the tvaofameusHoufef, 

Your lcgges did better feruice then your hands, 

IPar. I, then twas my turnc to flye, but now t’is thine, 

Clif . you faid as much before, and yet you fled. 

]Tar. T was not your valour Clifford droue me thence. 

Nor. No, nor your tazn\ioo&fffy m ickJ could make yee day 
Rich. Northumberland, Northumberland, we hold y * 

Theereuerently. 

Brcake off the parley, for fcarie I can refraine 
The execution of my big fwolne heart, 

Againft that Clifford there, that cruell child-killer. 

Clif. Why I kild thy Father, calft thou him a childe? 

Rich. I like a villaine, and a treacherous Coward, 

As thou didft kill our tender brother Rutland, 

But ere Sun-fet lie make thee curffe the deed. 

King. Haue done with words great Lords, 
Andhcaremefpeake. . 

. J&eene. Defie them then, or clfc hold clofe thy lips. 

King. I prethee giue no limits to my tongue, 

I being a King, am priuiledg’d to fpeake. 

C/tf, My Lord, the wound that bred this meeting hcerc. 
Cannot be cur’d with words, therefore be ftill. 

Rich . Then executioner vnfhcath thy fword. 

By him that made vs all, I am refolu’d 

That Cliffords man-hood hangs vpon his tongue. 

Edw. ■A- 1 hat fayft thou Henry, (hall I haue my right orno? 
A thoufand men haue broke their faft to day. 

That nere fhall dine, vnleffc thou yeeld the Crowne. 

War. If thou deny, their bloods be on thy head. 

For Yorhe in iuftice,puts his Armour on, 

Prin. If all be right that ITarmcke fayes is right. 

There is no wrong, but all things muft be right. 

T^ch. Whofoeuer got thee, there thy mother ftands 
For well I wot thou haft thy mothers tongue. 

Queen. But thou art neither like thy Sire nor Dam, 

But like a fowleinifhapen ftigmaticke, 

Markt by the Deftinies to be auoided. 

As venom’d Todes, or Lizards fainting lookes. 

Rich. 
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Rich . Iron of Naples,hid with englifh gilt, 

Thy father beares the title of a King, 

As if a channelllhould be cald the fea ; 

Shara’ft thou not, knowing from whence thou art deriu’de, 
To parlicthus with Englands lawfull heyres ? 

Edw. A wifpe of draw were worth a thoufand crownes. 
To make that fhameleffe callet k. »ow her felfe. 

Thy husbands father reueld in the hart of France, 

And tam’de the French,and made the Dolphin ftoope : 

And had he matcht according to his Rate, 

He tnighc-haue kept that glory till this day. 

But when he tooke a begger to his bed. 

And grac’d thy poore fire with his bridall day : 

Then that fun-mine bred a fhowre for him, 

Which wafhthis fathers fortunes out of France, 

And heapt feditions on his crowne at home. 

For what hath mou’d thefe tumults, but thy pride ? 

Hadft thou bene meeke,our title yet had flept. 

And we in pitty of the gentle King, 

Had flipt our claimc vntill another age. 

George.but when we faw our fummer brought thee gaine. 
And that the harueft brought vs no increafe, . 

We fet the axe to thy vfurping roote. 

And though the edge haue fomething hit our felues, 

Yet know thou we will neuer ceafc to ftrike. 

Till we haue hewne thee downe, 

Or bath’d thy growing with our heated blouds. 

Edw. And in thisrefolution.I defie thee. 

Nor willing any longer conference. 

Since thou denied the gentlejfing to fpeake. 

Sound trumpets.let our bloudy colours waue. 

And either vi<ftory,or elfe a graue. 

Queene.Sizy Edward, ftay. 

Edw. Hence wrangling woman, lie no longer ftay. 

Thy words will coft ten thoufand liues to day. 



M 



Exeunt moots. 
Alarms- 
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Alarms. Enter Warwicke. 

W'ar . Sore fpent with toilers runners with the race, 

1 lay me downe a little while to breathe, 

For ftrokes receiude,and many blowes repaide, 

Hath robd my ftrong knit finewes of their ftrength. 

And force perforce, needs muft I reft my fclfe. 

Enter Edward. 

Edw.SmWc gentle heauens,or ftrikevngentle death. 

That wc may die vnlefTe.we gaine the day : 

What fatall ftarre malignant frownes from heauen, 

Vpon the harmelcfle line of Yorkes true houfe 

Enter Cjeorge . 

Cjeorge . Come brother come, lets to the field againe. 

For yet there’s hope enough to win the day : 

Then let vs backe.to cheere our fainting Troopes, 

Leaft they retire now wc haue left the field* 

| J^r.How now my Lords, what hap ? what hope of good ? 

Enter Richard running. 

Ttych. Ah tPamicke, why haft thou withdrawne thy fclfe ? 
Thy noble father in the thickeft throngs, 

Cride ftill for iranvickejn'is thrice valiant fonne, 

Vntill with thoufand fvyords he was befet. 

And many wounds made in his aged breft. 

And as he tottring fate vpon his fteede. 

He waft his hand to me, and cride aloud, 

Richard , commend me to my valiant fonne* 

And ftill he ctx&cJVarwicke reuengemy death, 

And with thofe words he tumbled off his horfe. 

And fo the noble Salsbury saue vp the ghoft. 

War . Then let the earth be drunken with his bloud. 



31 e kill my horfe, becaufe I will not flie : 

And heere to God of heauen I make a vow, 
Neuer to pafl'c from forth this bloudy field. 



Till 
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Tor hand Lane after. 

Till I am full reuenged for his death. 

Edw.Lotd Warwick* ji do bend my knees with thine, 

And in that vow now ioyne my foule to thee. 

Thou fetter vp and puller downe of Kings, 

Vouchfafc a gentle vi&ory to vs. 

Or let vs die before we lofe the day. 

George .Then let vs hafte to cheere the fouldiors harts. 
And call them pillars that will ftand to vs, 

And highly promife to remunerate ' 

Their trufty feruice,in thefe dangerous warres.*" 

Rich. Come,come away,and ftand not to debate, 

For.yct is hope of fortune good enough. 

Brothers, giue me your hands,and let vs part 
And take our leaues,vntill we mcetc againc. 

Where ere it be, in heauen or in earth. 

Now I that neuer wept, now melt in woe. 

To fee thefe dire mifhaps continue fo. 
farewell. 

W'ar.h way,away,once more fweet Lords farewell. 

Exeunt mn«t» 

Alarmes,and then enter Richard at one do ore - 
and Clifford at^he other. 

Rich.fi Clifford,* Clifford. 

Clif.fi Richard ,a Richard . 

Rich. How Clifford, for Yorke and young Rutlattds death. 
This thirfty fword that longs to drinke thy bloud. 

Shall lop thy limbcs,and flice thy curfed heart. 

For to reuenge the murders thou haft made. 

Off Now Richard, I am with thee hecre alone. 

This is the hand that ftab’d thy father Yorke , 

And this the hand that flew thy brother Rtvland, 

And heere’s the heart that triumphs in their deaths. 

And cheeres thefe hands thatflew thy Sire and Brother, 

To execute the like vpon thy fclfe. 

And fo haue at they. 

M 2 



Alarms 
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The contention of the two famous Hotifes , 

Alormes. They fight, and then enters tVarwicke atidrefiuef 
Richard,a*td then exeunt omnes. 

t/ 4 larmes Fit ligand then enter Henry film. 

Hen . Oh gracious God of heauen looke downe on vs. 
And fet fome codes to thcfe tnceffam griefes. 

How like a maftlcfle Chip vpon the feas, 

This wofull battaile doth continue ftill. 

Now leaning this way, now to that fide driue. 

And none doth know to whom the day will fall. 

Oh,would my death might flay thefe ciuill iars J 
Would 1 had neuer raign*d,nor nere bene King. 

Margaret and Clifford, chide rae from the field. 

Swearing they had bcftfucceffe when I was thence. 
Would God that I were dead,fb all were well. 

Or would my crowne fuffice,I were content 
T o yeeld it them, and Hue a priuate life. 

Enter a Soldiottr with a dead man in his armes •. 

Soul, lllblowes thewinde that profits no body. 

This man that I haue flaine in fight to day. 

May be poffefled of fome ftore of crownes. 

And I will fearch to finde them if I can. 

But ftay ; methinkes it is my fathers face t 
Oh I,tis he whom I haue flaine in fight. 

From London was I preft out by the King, 

My father he came on the part of Torke, 

And in this confli& I haue flaine my father : 

Oh pardon God,I knew not what I did, 

And pardon father, for 1 knew thee not. 



vt 




Enter another feldiour with a dead man. 

2. Sow/, Lie there thou that foughtft with mefoftoutiy. 
Now let me fee what ftore of gold thou haft. 

But ftay,methinks this is no famous face : 

Oh no,it is my fonne that I haue flaine in fight. 
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Tor he end UneAfler, 

Oh monftrous times, begetting fuch euents, 
Howcruell,bloudy,and ironous. 

This deadly quarrell daily doth beget. 

Poore boy,thy father gaue thee life too late. 

And hath bereau d thee of thy life too fo one. 

King. Woe aboue woe,griefe more then common griefe, 
Whil’ft Lyons warre and battaile for their dens, 

Poore Lambes do feele the rigour of their wraths : 

The red Rofe and the white are on his face. 

The fatall colours of our ftriuinghoufes. 

Wither one Rofe,and let the other flourifb, 

Forifyou ftriue,ten thoufand liuesmuft perifh. 

1 .Sow/.How will my mother for my fathers death. 

Take on with me, and nere be fatisfide ? 

2. Son/. How will my wife for (laughter of my fonne. 

Take on with me and nere be fatisfide ? 

KingMow will the people now mifdecme their King, 

Oh would my death their mindcs could iacisfie. 

1. Soul. Was cuer fonne fo rude, his fathers blood to fpill ? 
i.Soul. Was cuer father fo vnmturall, his fonne to kill ? 

King. Was cuer King thus greeued and vexed ftili* 

1 .Sow/.lle beare thee hence from this accurfcd place. 

For woe is me to fee my fathers face. 

Exit with his father. 

%.Soul.\\c beare thee hence, and let them fight that will * 

For I haue murdered where 1 fhould not kill. 

Exit with his fome. 

JCiwg'.Weepe wretched man, lie lay thee tcare rbr tea re, 

Here fits a Ki»g,a$ woebegon as thee. 

Alormes, and enter the Queene. 

Qtgeve. Away my Lord,t© Barwicke presently, , 

The day is loft, our friends ate murdered. 

No helpe is left for ^therefore away. 

Enter Prince Edward. 

Pmc*«Oh father flie>our menhauc left the field* 

M 3 Take. 




The contention of the two frnoua Hottfes i 

Take horfc fwect father,let Vs faue our fclues. 

Enter Exeter . 

Exit. Away my Lord,for vengeance cotnes along with him i 
Nay ftmd not to expottulate,makc hafte. 

Or elfe come after ,Ile away before. 

K,Hen.£lzy ftay good Exeter fat. lie along with thee. 

Enter Clifford wounded, with an Arrow- 
in bis necke - 

Clif.Hte re burnes my Candle out. 

That whilft it lafted,gauc King Henry light. 

Ah Lancafter,I feare thine ouerthrpwj 
More then my bodies parting from my foule. 

My loue and feare glude many friends to thee. 

And now I die, that tough commixture melts. 

Impairing Hm^,ftrengthened mifproud Yorks, 

The common people fwarmc like fummer flies. 

And whether flies the Gnats jbut to the funne? 

And who fhincs now,but Henries enemy ? 

Oh Pbcebtufadid. thou neuer giuen con fen t. 

That Phaeton fhould chccke thy fiery fteedes. 

Thy burning carre had neuer fcorcht the earth. 

And Henry ,hadft thou hu’d as Kings fhould do. 

And as thy father and his father did, 
Giuingnofootevntothehoufeof Yorke , 

I and ten thoufand in this wofull Land., 

Had left no mourning widdowes for our deaths. 

And thou this day hadft kept thy throne in peace. 

For what doth cherifh weeds,but gentle aire* 

And what makes robbers bold,but lenity f 
Bootleffe arc plaints,and curelcffe are my wounds^ 

No way to flic.no ftrength to hold out flight. 

The foe is mcrcileffe and will not piccy me. 

And at their hands I hauc deferude no pitty. 

The ayre is got into my bleeding wounds. 

And much effufe of blood doth make me faint. 

Come Yorks and Rithard,warwickf and the reft, 

I 



Yorke md Laneaffer, 

I ftab’d your fathers.now come fplit my breaft. 

Enter Edward, Richard, Warwicks, and Souldim, 

Edw . Thus farre our fortunes keepes an vpward 
Courfe,and wc are grac'd with wreaths of vitftory. 

Some troopes purfuc the bloudy minded Queene, 

That now towards BarwicJ ^ doth pofte atnaine. 

But thinke you that Clifford is fled away with them ? 

tfV.No,tis impolfible he fhould efcape, 

Eor though before his face I fpeakethe words. 

Your brother Richard markt him for the graue. 

And where fo erehebe,I warranthim dead, 

Clifford grones, and. then dies 

£div.Harke,what fouleis this that takes his heauy leauei 
Rich. A deadly grone,likelife and deaths departure. 

Sdw. See who it is,and now the battailes ended. 

Friend or foe, let him be friendly vfed. 

Rich, Reverie that doome of mercy,for tis Clifford, 

Who kild our tender brother Rutland, 

And ftab’d our Princely father, Duke of Yorke. 

JF'ar. From off the gates of Yorks fetch downe the 
Head, Your fathers head which Clifford placed there : 

Inftead of that,let his fupply the roome. 

Mcafure for meafure mutt.be anfwered. 

EdwMnn° forth that fatall Scritchowletoourhoufe, 

That nothing fung to vs but bloud and death. 

Now his euill boding tongue no more fli3ll fpeake. 

War. I thinke his vnderftanding is bereft. 

Say Clifford, doft thou know who fpeakes to thee ? 

Darke cloudy death ore-fhades his bcames of life, . 

And he nor fees nor heares vs what we fay. 

Rich . Oh would he did,and foperhaps he doth, 

And tis hispollicy that in the time of death. 

He mi ght auoid fuch bitter ftormes as he 
In his houre of death did giue vnto our father. 
Gecigf.Richardjif thou thinkeftfo,vex him with cage** words 
J&c&iC!ifford,askc mercy and obtains no grace. 
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Edw. Clifford, repent in bootleffe penitence. 

^''.Clifford, deuifc cxcufes for thy fault. 

George. Whil’ft we dcuife fell tortures for thy faultj * 
X/cA.Thou pittiedft York*, and I am fonne to Torke. 

Edw . Thou pittiedft Rutland, zad I will pitty thee. 

George. Where’s captaine Margaret to fence you now ? 

War. They mocke thee Cltfford,fwtzte as thou waft wont. 
Rich. What, not an oath ? Nay then 1 know hee’s dead : 

Tis hard when Clifford cannot foord his friend an oath. 

By this 1 know hee’s dead,and by my foule. 

Would this right hand buy but an houres life, 

(That I in all contempt might raile at him) 

Ide cut it off, and with the iffuing bloud. 

Stifle the villaine,whofe inftanched thirft, 

Torke and young “Rutland could not fatisfle. 

fU'ar.l , but he is dead, off with the traitors head, 

And rearc it in the place your fathers ftands. 

And now to London with triumphant march. 

There to be crowned Englands lawfull King. 

From thence fhall Ifarwicke croflc the feas to France* 

And aske the Lady Bona for thy Queene. 

So (halt thou Anew both thefe landes together. 

And hauing France thy friend,thou needs not dread 
The fcattcred foe that hopes to rife againe. 

And though they cannot greatly fting to hurt. 

Yet looke to haue them bufie to offend thine eares. 

Firft,Ile fee the Coronation done. 

And afterward lie croffe the feas to France, 

To effeeft this marriage,if it pleafe my Lord. 

■E<f«\Euen as thou wilt good Warwicke let it be. 

But firft before we goc ,<yeorge kneele downe, 

We.here create thee Duke of Clarence , 

And girt thee with the (word. 

Our younger brother Richard, Duke of Glofier. 

Warwicke as my felfe fhall do and vndo as himfelfe pleafeth beft. 
^ Rich. Let me be Duke of Clarence ,George of Glofier t 
For Glofier s Duke dome is too ominous. 

War, 
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of Torke and Lancajler. 

jPitr.Tufli.that’s a childifh obferuation. 

Richard, he Duke of Glofier : Now to London, 

To fee thefe honours in poffeflion. Exeunt omnes. 

€ nter two Keepers with Bow and erf rr owes. 

Keeper. Come,lets take our ftands vpon this hill. 

And by and by the Deere will come this way. 

But ftay,heere comes a man,lets liften him a wj^e. 

Enter King Henry dijguifed . 

Hen. ¥ tom Scotland am I ftolneeuen of pure loue. 

And thus difguifde to greete my natiue Land. 

No Henry 1 no, it is no land of thine. 

No bending knee will call thee Cafar now. 

No humble futers fues to thee for right. 

For how canft thou helpe them,and not thy felfe? 

Keeper. I marry fir,heere’s a Deere,his skinne is a 
Keepers fee.Sirra ftand clofe.for as I thtnke. 

This is the King, King Edward hath depofde. 

Hen.My Queene and Sonne, poore foules are gone to Ersme g 
And as I heare,the great commanding Warwicke, 

T o intreate a marriage with the Lady Bona. 

If this be true,poore Queene and Sonne, 

Your labour is but fpent in vaine. 

For Lewis is a Prince foonc won with words, 

And Warwicke is a fubtle Oratour. 

He laughes, and faies his Edward is inftalde. 

She weepcs,and faies her Henry is depofde. 

He on his right hand asking a wife for Edward, 

She on his left Ade,crauing aide for Henry. 

Keeper. What art thou that talkes of Kings and Queens ? 

Hen More then I feeme,for leffe I fhould not be. 

A man at leaft,and more I cannot be. 

And men may talke of Kings, and why not I ? 

Keeper.! , hut thou talkes, as if thou wert a King thy felfe. 
Hen.VJhy fo I am in minde, though not in fhew i 
Keeper. End if thou be a King, where is thy Crovvne ? 

N Henry, 
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f/c«.My Crowne is in my heart.not on my head. 

My crowne is cald Content, a crowne that 
Kings do fildome times enioy. 

Keefer. And if thou be a King crownd with cont 
Your crowne content andyou.muftbe content 
To go with vs vnto the Officer, for as we thinke. 

You are our quondam King, King Edward hath depofde. 

And therefore we charge you in Gods name and the Kings, 

+ To go along with vs vnto the Officers. 

//ew.Gods name be fulfild,your Kings name be 
Obeydc,and be you kings, command and He obey. 

Exeunt omnes. 

Enter King Edward, Clarence ^and Glofer, Montague, 
Hafiings,and the Lady Grey, 
iGE^Brothers of Clarence , and of Glofter s 
This Ladies husband here,Sir Richard grey , 

At the battaile of S .Alboncs did lofe his life. 

His lands then were feiz’d on by the conqueror. 

Her fute is now to repoffeffe thofe lands, 

And fith in quarrell ofshe houfc of Torke, 

The noble gentleman did lofe his life. 

In honour we cannot denie her fute, 

Glo.Yom highneffe fhall do well to grant it then, 

K.hdw. l,fo I will, but yetlle makeapaufe, 

G/<»,I,is the winde in that doore ? 

Clarence . I fee the Lady hath fome thing to grant, 

Before the King will grant her humble fute. 

gio. He knowes the game,how well he keepes the wind. 
K.Edw. Widow, come fome other time to know our mind; 
Zrt^.May itpleafe yourGrace,I cannot brooke delates, 

I befeech your highneffe to difpatch me now. 

K.Sd. Lords giue vs leaue, wemeane to try this widowcs wit. 
Cl*- 1, good leaue haue you. 

Glo, For you will haue leaue, till youth take lcaue t 
And leaue you to your crouch.. 

K.Ed.CoaK hither. widow,how many children haU thou h 
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of Torke and Lancajter. 

fla.l thinke.be meanes to beg a childe on her, 

Glo , Nay whip me then,hee’l rather giue her two. 

La. Three, my, moll gracious Lord. 

Glo. Yon (ball haue foure ifyou will be rulde by him. 

K.Ed. Wett not pitty they fhould lofe tbcir fathers lands r 
La . Be pittifull then dread Lord,and^rant it them. 

K.Sdw . lie tell thee how thefe lands are to be got. 

La. So fhall you binde me to your highneffe feruice. 
K.Edw.W'uzt feruice wilt thou do me,if I grant it them ? 
La.Encn what your highneffe fhall command. 
glo. Nay then widow lie warrant you all your 
Husbands lands, if you grant to do what he 
Commands. Fight clofc,or in good faith 
You catch a clap. 

C4*.Nay I feare her not vnlefle fhe fall, 

G/o.Marry godsforbot man, for hee’l take vantage then. 

La. Why flops my Lord, (hall I not know my taske i 
K.Sdw. hn eafie taske, tis but toloue a King. 

La.That’s looneperformdjbccaufe I am a fubiedt. 

K.Ed.Why then thy husbands lands I freely giue thee. 

La.\ take my leaue wi th many thoufand thanks. 

Cl*. The match is madc,(he feales it with a curtfie. 

K.Sdw . Stay widdow ftay,what louc doft thou thinke 
I fue fo much to get ? 

La . My humble feruice, fuch as fubie&s owes, and the lawes 
commands. 

K.Edw . No by my rroth,I meant no fuch loue. 

But to tell thee the troth, I aime to lie with thee. 

La.T o tell you plaine my Lord, I had rather lie in prifan. 
K.Ed . Why then thou canft not get thy husbands lands. 

La. Then mine hone fly fhall be my dower. 

For by that Ioffe I will not purchafe them. 

K.Sdw . Herein thou wrongfl; thy children mightily. 
L^.Hercin your highneffe wrongs both them and 
Me.but mighty Lord,this merry inclination 
Agrees not with the fadneffe of my fute. 

Pleafe it your highneffe to difmiue me, either wi.th I or no. 

a K,£dWo 
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K.Edr*.T,if thou fay I to my requeft. 

No, if thou fay no to my demand. 

L<fc/y.Then no my Lord, my fute is at an end. 

Clo. The widdow likes him not, (he bends the brow. 

Cla. Why he is the blunteft wooer in Chriftendome. 

K.Edw. Her lookes arc all repleate with maiefty, 

One way or other (be is for a King, 

And flic (ball be my loue or elle my Queene. 

Say that King Edward tooke thee for his Queene. 

Lady . Tis better faid then done, my gracious Lord, 

I am a fubie«£fc fit to ieft withall. 

But farre vnfit to be a Soueraigne. 

King Edw . Sweete widdow,by my ftate I fweare,I fpeake 
No more then what my heart intends. 

And that is to enioy thee for my Loue. 

Lady * And that is more then I will yeeld vnto, 

I know I am too bad to be your Queene, 

And yet too good to be your Concubine. 

K.Edw.Y ou cauill widdow,! did meane my Queene. 

La. Y our grace would be loath my fons {hold call you fathers. 

K,Edw.No more then when my daughters call theemother.. 
Thou art a widdow, and thou haft fome children. 

And by Gods mother,! being but a batchellor, 

Haue other fome. Why tis a ha^py thing 
To be the Father of many children. 

Argue no more,for thou lhalt be my Queene. 

G/o.The ghoftly father now hath done his flirift. 

Qa. When he was made a ftmuer/twas for fhifr. 

Brothers ,you mufe what talke the widdow 
And I haue had,you would thinke it ftrange 
If I fhould marry her. 

C/.*, Marry her my Lord, to whom t 

K.Edw. Why Clarence to mylelfe. 

(7/u.That would be ten dayes wonder at the leaft. 

(la. Why that’s a day longer then a wonder lafts. 

Glo. And fo much more are thewondersm extremes. 

K y Edw,W ell, ieaft on brothers,! can tell you,hcr 



of Torke and Lane alter. 

Sute is granted for her husbands lands. 

; Jb- 

Enter a Mefftnger, 

Adeff.hnd itpleafe your grzee, Henry your foe is % 

Taken,and brought as prifoncr to your Pallace gates, ■ 
K.Edw. Away with him,and fend him to the Tower 
And lets go queftion with the man about 
His apprehenfion.Lords along, and vfe 
This Lady honourably. £xemt omwu 

Manet C loft errand f^eahes, 
gio.J, Edward will vfe women honorably. 

Would he were wafted, marrowbones and all. 

That from his loyues no iflue might fueceed. 

To hinder me from the golden time 1 looke for. 

For I am not yet lookt on in the world, 

Firft is there Edward, Clarence, and Henry, 

And his fonne,and all they looke for iflue 
Of their loynes, ere I can plant my felfe. 

A cold premeditation for my purpofe. 

What other pleafure is there in the world befide ? 

1 will go clad my body in gay ornaments. 

And lull my felfe within a Ladies lap, 

And witch fwcct Ladies with my words and lookes. 

Oh monftrous man,to harbour fuch a thought J 
Why loue did (come me in my mothers wombe. 

And for I fliouldnot deale in her affaires. 

She did corrupt fraile nature in the flefh. 

And plac d an enuious mountaine on my backe. 

Where fits deformity to mockc my body, 

T o dry mine arme vp like a withered fhrimpe,. 

To make my legs of an vnequall fize. 

And am I then a man to be beiou’d ? 

Eaficr for me to compafle twenty crowned. 

Tut I can fmile, and murder when 1 fmile, 

I cry content, to thatwhich greeues me moft. 

I can addc coloursto the Camelion, 

N $ 
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And for a need change (hapes with Protheu * , 

And fet the aipiring Catalin to fchoole. 

Can I do this, and cannot get the Crownc ? 

Tu ilii Were it ten times higher, lie pull it downe. Exit. 

Ertter King Lewis, and the Lady Bono, Quee»e Margaret, Prince 
Edward, and Oxford, with ethers . 

Lewis. W elcome Qucene Margaret, to the Court of France. 

Ic fits not Lewis to fit while thou doft ftand. 

Sit by my fide,and heere I vow to thee. 

Thou (halt haue aide to repoflefie thy right, 
and beate proud Edward from his vfurpedfeate, 
and place King Henry in his former rule. 

Queen, 1 humbly thanke your royall Maiefty, - 
And pray the God of heauen to bleffethy ftatc, 

Great King of France, that thus regard* our wrongs. 

• Enter Warwiche. 

Lewis Hovs now, who is this ? 

Queen . Our Earle of JVarwtcke, Edwards cheefeft friend. 

Lewis. W elcome braue W’arwicke,vi\\zx. brings thee to France} 

(Tar . From worthy Edward , King of England, 

My Lord and Soueraigne,and thy vowed friend, 

I come in kindnefle and vnfained loue, 

Firft to do greetings to thy royall perfon. 

And then to craue a league of amity. 

And laftly to confirme that amity 

With nuptiall knot, if thou vouchfafe to grant 

That vertuous Lady Bona thy faire fifter. 

To Englands King in lawfull marriage. 

J£«.And if this go forward, all our hope is done. 

War. And gracious Madame, in our Kings behalfc, 

I am commanded with your loue and fauour. 

Humbly to kiffc your hand, and with my tongue, 

To tell the pafiions of my Soucraignes heart. 

Where fame late entring at his heedfull eares. 

Hath plac’d thy glorious image and thy vertues, 

Qtteene. 




Beforeyou anfwere Warwickc "or hU Word!™ 

For he it is hath done vs all thefc wrongs, ’ 

War./niurious Margaret . 6 

Prince Edw. And why not Qtieene ? 

Ww.Becaufe thyfather Henry did vfurpe 
And thou no more art Prince then (he is Qyecne. 

T u?r^ h C C uT a ™i! Ck£ d ‘ f T ls § rCat Iohn °f Gaunt, 
That did fubdue the greateft part of Spaine 

And after John of Gaunt, wife Henry the fourth, 

Wnofe wifedome was a mirrour to the world. 

and after this wife Prince Henry the fifr 

Who with hisproweffe conquered all France, 

from thefeour Henry is lineally deicent. 

War. Oxford, how haps that in this fmoothc difeourie 
You told not how Henry the fixt had loft 
AU that Henry shefitt had gotten 

Of threcfcore and two yeares,a filly time 
To make prefeription for a kingdomes worth. 
nj P* '• yarwicke,canft thou deny tby King, 

Whom thou obeyedft thirty and eight wares, § 
and bewray thy treafons with a blufh ? 

XT -Can Oxford that did euer fence the right. 

Now buckler falfhood with a pedigree ? 

For (hame leaue/*wy,and call Edward king. 

by. Call him my king,by whom mine elder 
Brother the Lord Awbray Ver* was doneto death,. 

And more then fo > my father cuen in the 
Downefall of his mellowed yeares* 

When age dia call him to the doore of death i 
Notvarmckspo, whil’ft hfevpholds this arroe. 

This arme vpholds the houfe of Lancafier, 

War* And I the houfe of Tcrkeo- 

Av? 5**’ M^garcc, Prince Edward, ami 

Oxtota^ouchf^^ avvhita. 
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HU I do talke a word with f Varwicke . 

^ow IP'dSwic rfc<f,euen vpon thy honor tell me truej 
is Edward, lawfull King, or no ? 

For I were loath to linke with hira,that is not lawfull heire. 

(f^ar .Thereon I pawne mine honour and my credtte. 

Lewis.V Vhat.is he gracious in the peoples eyes ? 

W'ar. The more, that Henry is vnfortunate. 

Lewie. What, is his loue to our Sifter "Bona ? 

WV.Such it feemes, 

As may befeeme a Monarch like himfelfe. 

My felfe haue often heard him fay and fweare. 

That this his loue was an eternall plant, 

The roote whereof was fixt in vertues ground. 

The leaues and fruite maintain’d with beauties funnc. 

Exempt from enuy,but not from difdaine, g 

Vnlefle the Lady Bona quit his painc. 

Lew. Then filler let vs heare your firmc refolue, 

#<w 4 .Your grant or denial! lhall be mine. 

But ere this day 1 muft confcflc,when I 
Haue heard your Kings deferts recounted, 

Mine eares haue tempted judgement to defire. 

Lew. Then draw neere Queene C Margaret t and be a witnclTe, 
That Bona fhall be wife to the Englilb King. 

Prince EdwJTo Edward, but not the Englifh King. 

War. Henry now Hues in Scotland at his eafe. 

Where hauing nothing,nothing can he lofc. 

And as for you your felfe,our quondam Queene, 

Y ou haue a father able to maintaine your ftate. 

And better ’t were to trouble him then France. 

Sound for a Pofie within . 

Lewis. Heerc comes fome Pofte tyarwicke, to thee or vs. 
PofteMy Lord ambaflador,this Letter is for you. 

Sent from your brother, Marqueffe Montague. 

This from our King, vnto your Maiefty. 

And thefe to you Madam,from whom I know not. 

Oxf.l like it well, that our fairc Queene and Miftreffe, 
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Tor hand Lancaster. 

Smiles at her newes, when IP'arwicke frets at his. 

P.Ed. And marke how Lewis ftampes as he were nctled. 
Lew. Now C. Margaret 8c Warwicke , what are your newes ? 
Queen. Mine is fuch, as fils my heart with ioy. 

War. Mine, full of forrow and hearts difeontent. 

Lew. What, hath your King married the Lady Gray, 

And now to excufe himfelfe, lends vs a pofte of papers ? 

How dares he prefume to vfe vs thus ? 

Qft. This prooueth Edwards loue, and IFarwickes honefty. 
War. King Lewis, I heere proteft in fight of hcauen. 

And by the hope T haue of heauenly blilfe. 

That I am cleere from this mifdced of Edwards. 

No more my Xing, for he difhonors me. 

And mod himfelfe, if he could lee his fhame. 

Did I forget, that by the houfe of Yorke, 

My father came to an vntimely death ? 

Did I let paffe the abufe done to thy Neece 
Did I impale him with the Regall Crowne ? 

And thruft King Henry from his natiuehome? 

And (moft vngratefull) doth he vfe me thus ? 

My gracious Queene, pardon what is paft. 

And henceforth I am thy true feruitor : 

I will reuenge the wrongs done to Lady Bonay 
And replant Henry in his former ftate. 

Q^_ Yes Warwick,, He quite forget thy former faults. 

If now thou wilt become King Henries friend. 

War. So much his friend, I his vnfained friend, 

That if King Lewis vouchfafc to furnifh vs 
With fome few bands ofehofen foldiers, 

He vndertake to land them on our coaft. 

And force the Tyrant from his feate by warre, 

Tis not his new made bride fhall fuccour him. 

Lew. Then at the laft I firmly am refolu’d 
You fhall haue aide : and Englilh meflenger, returns 
In poft, and tell falfe Edward thy fuppofed King, 

That Lewis of France is fending ouer Maskers, 

To reudl it with him, and his new bride, 

O Bona. 
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’Bonn. Tell him in hope hee’l be a widdower (hortly, 
lie weare the willow garland for his fake, 

Queene. Tell him my mourning weeds be laide afide. 

And I am ready to put armour on,. 

War. Tell him from mc,that he hath done me wrong. 

And therefore lie vncrowne him er’t be long. 

There’s thy reward.be gone. • " Exit Mef. 

Levei-s. But now' tell me Warwic'te, what affurance 
I (hall haue of thy true loyalty ? 

irar. This fhall afliire my conftant loyalty. 

If that our Queene and this young Prince agree, 
lie ioyne mine eldeft daughter and my ioy 
To him forthwith in holy wedlocke bands. 

Queen c.With all.my hart, that match I like full well, 

Loue her fonne Edward-i he is faire and young,. 

And giue thy hand to IP'arwicke for thy loue. 

Lewis. It is cnougb,and now we will prepare, 

Toleuie foldiors for to goe with you. 

And you Lord Boterhon,om high Admirall, 

Shall waft them fafely to the Englifh coaftj 
And chafe proud Edward from his flumbring trance. 

For mocking marriage with the name of France. 

War. 1 came from Edward as Embaffador, 

But I returns his fworne and mortall foe : 

Matter of marriage was the charge he gaue me, 

But dreadfull warre fhall anfwere his demand. 

Had he none elfe to make a llale but me * 

Then none but I (hall tutne his ieft to forrow. 

I was the cheefe that raifde him to the Crowne, 

And lie be checfe to bring him downe againe. 

Not that I pitty Henries mifery, 

But feeke reuenge on Edwards mockery. Exit. 

Enter King [Edward, the Queene, Clarence , Glofttr , OWontague, 
Haftings , and Penbrooke, with foldiors. 



£</»>.Brothers of Clarence, and of Glofler, 
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Torke and Lancaster. 

What thitike you of our marriage with the Lady Grej ? 

(laMy Lord, we thinke as Warwtcke and Lewis 
That are fo flacke in iudgement,that they will take 
No offence at this fudden marriage. 

EdB'.Suppofe they do,thcy arc but Lewis and Warwtcke, 

And I am both your King and Warwicks. 

And will be obeyed, 

Glo. And fhall, becaufe our King, but yet fuch 
Sudden marriages fildomeproueth well. 

Edw. Yea brochcr Richard ,are you againftvs too ? 

G/<?,Not I my Lord,no,God forefend, that I 
Should once gainfay your highnefle pleafure, 

I,and twere pitty to funder them that yoke fo well together. 

£ dw. Setting your skornes and your diflikes afide, 

Shew me fomc reafons why the Lady Grey, 

May not be my Loue, and Englands Qtiecne ? 

Speake freely flare nee, Glocefter, 

A/ontague,and Haftings. 

Cla . My Lord,then this is mine opinion. 

That Warwick being diflionorcd in his EmbalTagCj 
Doth feeke reuenge to quit his iniuries. 

Glo, had Lewis in regard of his fitters wrongs. 

Doth ioyne with Warwtcke to fupplant your ttate. 

fd.Suppo(e that Lewis and Warwickc be appeafde. 

By fuch meanes as I can beft deuife. 

tMont . Bur yet to haue ioynd with France in this 
Alliance,would more haue ftrengthened this our 
Common-wealth, gainft forraine ftormes. 

Then any home-bred marriage. 

Haft . Let England be true within it felfe. 

We need not France, nor any alliance with them. 

Cla . For this one fpcech,Lord Haftings well deferues, 

T o haue the daughter and heyre of the Lord Hungerford. 

Edw. And what then ? it was our will it fhould be fo, 

C4i.I,and for fuch a thing too the Lord Scales 
Did well deferue at your hands, to haue the 
Daughter of the Lord B onfield, and left your 

O 2 Brother 
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Brothers to go feeke elfc-where, but in your madnefle 
you bury brother-hood. 

Edw. Alas poore Clarence, is it for a wife 
That thou art male-content. 

Why man be of good cheere, lie prouide thee one. 

Cla. Nay, you playde the broker fo ill for your felfe. 

That ye fhall giue me leaue to make my choife 
As I thinke good : and to that intent 
I fhortly meane to leaue you . 

Edw. Leaue me,or tarry, I am full refolu’d, 

Edward will not be ty’d to his brothers willes. 

ftftu. My Lords, do me but right. 

And you muft confeffe, before it pleafd his highneffe 
To aduance my ftatc to Title of a Queene, 

That I was not ignoble from my birth. 

Sdw. Forbcare my Loue to fawne vpon their frownes. 

For thee they muft obey, nay fliall obey. 

And if they looke for fauour at my hands. 

Mont. My Lord, here is the Meffcnger return’d from France. 



Enter Meffenger. 

Ed. Now firra,what letters i Or what newes ? 

Mef . No Letters my Lord, 

And fuch Newes, as without your highneffe pardon, 

I darenot relate. 

Ed, We pardon thee, and (as neere as thou canft) tell me. 
What faide Lewis to our Letters ? 

(JUef. At my departure thefe were his very wordes. 

Go tell falfe Edward thy fuppofed King, 

That Lewis ofFrance is fending ouer Maskers, 

To reuell it with him,and his new bride. 

Ed. Is Lewis fobraue e Belike, he thinkesme Henry. 

But what fay de Lady 'Bona to thefe wrongs ? 

CMef. Tell him, quoth fhe, in hopeheelproueawiddower 
Shortly, lie weare a willow Garland for his fake. 

Ed. She had the wrong, 

Indeed fhe could fay little leffe. But what faid Henries Qtjcene, 

For 
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For as I beare, (he was then in place ? 

Mef. Tell him quoth fhe, my mourning weeds be done, 
And I am ready to put armour on, 

Ed. Then belike fhe meanes to play the Amazon. 

But what faide Warwick? to thefe injuries ? — 

Mef. He more incenfed then the reft my Lord, 

Tell him quoth he, that he hath done me wrong, 

And therefore llevncrownehim cr’t be long. 

Ed. Ha, durft the Traitor breath out fuch proud words? 

But I will arme me to preuent the worft. 

But what is Warwick? friends with Margaret ? 

Mef l my good Lord, they are fo linkt in friendfhip. 

That young Prince Edward marries U^arwickes daughter. 

Cla. The elder, belike (flarence fhall hauethe yonger. 

All you that loue me and tE'arwicke follow me. . 

Exit (iarence and Somerfet. 
Sd- Clarence and Somerfet fled to lE'arwick?, 

What fay you brother Bichakd, will you ftand to vs ? 

(flo. I my Lord, in deipightofall that fhall withftandyou. 
For why hath Nature made me halt downe right. 

But that I fhould be valiant and ftand to it : 

For if I would, I cannot runne away, 

Sdw. Penbrooke, goraife an army prefently, 

Pitch vp my Tent; for in the field this night 
I meane to reft, and on the morrow morne, 
lie march to meete proud Warwick?, t re he land 
Thofe ftragling troopcs which he hath got in France. 

But ere I go, Montague and Haftings , 

You aboue all the reft are neere allyed 
In blood to Warwick, e : therefore tell me, 

Ifyou fauour him more then me, or not. 

Speake truly, for fhad rather haue you open enemies. 

Then hollow friends. 

Mont . So God helpe Montague , as he proues true. 

Haft . And Haftin^s, as he fau ours Edwards caufc, 

Edw, It fhall fuffree, Come then let’s march away- 

Exeunt o ernes, 
O3 Enter 
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Snter Warwicke and Oxford mth Soldi or s. 

War , Truftmemy Lords,alI hitherto goes well. 

The common people by numbers fwarme to vs, 

But tee where Somerfet and Clarence comes, 

Speake fuddenly my Lord s,are we all friends ? 

CYrf.Fearenotthacmy Lord. 

War* Then gentle C/rfnwce, welcome vnto Warwicke, 

And welcome Somerfet y \ hold it cowardife, 

T o reft miftruftfull, where a noble heart 
Hath pawnd an open hand in figne of loue, 

Elfc might I thinke that Clarence Edwards brother. 

Were but a fained friend to our proceedings. 

But welcome fweet Clarence, my daughter (hall be thine. 

And now what refts but in nights couerturc. 

Thy brother being carlefly encampt. 

His foldiors lurking in the towne about. 

And but attended by a fimple guard. 

We may furprize and take him at our pleafure. 

Our fcouts haue found the aduenture very eafie. 

Then cry king Henry with refolued mindes. 

And breake we prefently into his Tent. 

Cla.W hy then lets on our way in filentfort. 

For Warwicke and his friends, God and S.George. 

War, This is his tent,and fee where his guard doth Hand, 

Courage my fouldiers, now or neuer, 

But follow me now, and Edward fhall be ours. 

Hli.h Warwicke ,a Warwicke, 

Alarmes,and Cjlofter and Hafiings flies, 

Oa^Who goes there ? 

War. Richard and Raftings , let them go,heereistheDuke. 

Edw.Thc Duke, why Warwicke when we parted 
Laft,thou callcdft me King. 

War, I, but the cafe is altred now. 

When you difgrac’ft me in my Embaflfagc, 

Then I difgrac’ft you from being King, 

And 
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And now am come to create you Duke of Torke, 
Alafle,how Ihould you gouerne any kingdome. 

That knowes not how to vfe Embafladors, * 

Nor how to vfe your brothers brotherly. 

Nor how to Ihroud your felfe from enemies. 

Edw. W ell Warwicke , let fortune do her worft, 

Edward in minde will beare himfelfc a King. 

War . Then for his minde, be Edward Englands King, 
But Henry now (ball weare the Englifh Crowne. 

Go conuay him to our brother Archbifivop of Torke , 
And when I haue fought with penbroke and his followers 
He come and tell thee what the Lady Bona faies, 

And fo for awhile farwell good Duke of Torke, 

Exit fome with Edward, 

£7*. What followes now ? all hitherto goes well. 

But we muft difpatch fome letters into France, 

To tell the Queene of our happy fortune. 

And bid her come with fpeed to ioyne with vs. 

War . I that’s the fii ft thingthat we haue to do, 

And free King Henry from imprifonment. 

And fee him feated in his Regall Throne. 

Come lets hafte away, and hauing paft thefe cares. 

He poftc to Torke find fee how Edward fares. Exeunt 

Enter Glofier,HaJltngs,and Sir William Stanley, 

<jlo . Lord Hafiings find Sir William Stanly, 

Know that the caufe I fent for you is this, 

Hooke my brother with a {lender traine. 

Should come a hunting in chisForreftbeere. 

The Bifhop of Torke befriends him much. 

And lets him vfe his pleafure in the chafe. 

Now I hauepriuily fent him word* 

How I am come with you to refeue him, 
and fee where the huntfman and he doth come.. 

Enter Edward and a Huntfman. 
kduntfi This way my Lord the Dcere is gone. 




The contention of the two famous Houfes , 

Edw. No this way huntfman. 

See where the Keepers (land. Now brother and the reft. 

What, arc you ptouided to depart ? 

Glo. I, i, the horfe (lands at the Parke corner ; N 
Come, to Lin, and fo take (hipping into Flanders : 

Ed. Come then. Haft tugs and Stanley, 

I will requite your loues. By (hop farewell, 

Sheeld thee from ITarwickes frowue. 

And pray that I may repoffeffe the Crowne. 

Now huntfman,what will you do i 

Huntf. Marry my Lord, I thinke I had as good 
Go with you, as tarry hecre to be hangd. 

Edw. Come then lets a way with fpeed. Exeunt mn> t 

Enter the Qn^ecne,and the Lord Ritters. 

Ritters. Tell me good Madame, 

Why is your Grace fo paflionate oflate ? 

Qtt. Why brother Ritters , heare ye not the newes 
Of that fucceffeKing Edward had oflate ? 

Ritters. What i Ioffe of fome pitcht battaile againft JT' trwickj 
Tulh, feare not faire Queene, but caft thofe cares afide. 

King Edwards noble minde, his honours doth difplay ; 

And Warwicke may lofe, though then he got the day. 

Qtt. Ifthat were all,my. greefes were at an end, 

But greater troubles will I feare befall. 

‘R£. What, is he taken prifoner by the foe. 

To the danger of his royall perfon then ? 

Jgueen.l ther’smy grecfe,King Edward is furpriz’d. 

And led away 3 s prifoner vnto Yorke. 

Ritt . The newes is pafling ftrange I muft confeffe ; 

Yet comfort your felfe, for Edwardhath more friends. 

Then Lancafter at this time muft perceyue. 

That fome will fet him in his Throne againe. 

Qu, God grant they may ; but gentle brother come. 

And let me leane vpon thine arme awhile, 

Vntill I come vnto the San&i&ry, 

There to preferue the fruite within my wombe, ^ 






of Yorke and Lancafter. 

King Edwards feed,true heire to Englands crowne. Exit. 

Enter Edward and Richard, and Haflings, with a 
troope of Hollanders. 

Edw . Thus far from Belgia haue we paft the feas. 

And marcht from Raunfpur hauen vnto Yorke : 

But foft the gates are (hut, 1 like not this. 

^/c^.Sound vp the drum, and call them to the wals. 

Enter the Lord Mater of Yorke, vpon the wals . 

Maior. My Lords we had notice of your comming. 

And that’s the caufe we ftand vpon our guard. 

And (hut the gates for to preferue the Towne. 

Henry now is king,and we are fworne to him. 

Edw . Why my Lord Maior,if Henry be your king, 

Edwardl am fare at leaft,is Duke of Yorke. 

Maior . T ruth my Lord, we know you for no leffe. 

Edw . I ctaue nothing but my Dukedomc. 

* Rich . But when the Foxe hath gotten in his head, 

Hee’l quickly make the body follow after. 

HaJi.Why my Lord Maior,what ftand you vpon points ? 
Open the gates,we are king Henries friends. 

Maior . Say you fo,then lie open them prefently. 

Exit Maior. 

Rich . By my faith, a wife flout captaine,andfooncperfwaded 

The {JMaisr opens the doore,and brings the kgies in his hand, 
Edw . So my Lord Maior,thefe gates muft not be (hut. 

But in the time of warre,giue me the keyes : 

What,feare not man,for Edward will defend 
The towne and you, defpight of all your foes. 

Enter Sir / ohn Montgomery, with drum and foldtors. 

How now Richard , who is this ? 

2J/c‘i&.Brother,thi$ is Sir I ohn Montgommery , 

A truftie friend,vnleffe I be deceiude, 

£^.Welcome Sir Wherefore come you in arrnes i 

P Sir 
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Sir lohn.Jo helpc King Edward in this time of ftormes. 

As euery loyall fuoieit ought to do. 

fdtv.Thankes braue Montgomery, 

But I onely claimemy Dukedome, 

Vntill it pleafe God to fend the reft. 

Sir Iobn, Then fare you well. Drum ftrike vp and let vs 
March a way,I came to ferue a King, and not a Duke, 

SdwiNay ftay I\\Iohn,wA let vs fivft debate, 

With what fecurity we may do this thing. 

Sir Iohn, What ftand you on debating,to bebriefe. 

Except you prefently proclaimeyour fclfeour King, 

lie hence againe,and keepe them backe 

That come to fuccour you,why fhould we fight. 

When you pretend no title ? 

Rich.Y'ie orother,ftand you vpon tcarmes ? 

Refoluc your felfe,and let vs claime the crowne.. 

Edw.I am refolude once mote to claimc the crowne, 

And win it too,or elfe to lol'e my life. 

Sir John. I, now my Soueraigne fpcaketh himfelfe. 

And now will I be Edwards Champion. 

Sound Trumpets/or Edward!. hall be proclaimd. 

Edward the fourth, by the grace of God, king of England and 
France, and Lord of Ireland ; and whofoeuer gainfaies King 
Edwards right,by this I challenge him to fingle fight. Long 
liuc Edward the fourth. 
sill. Long liue Edward the fourth. 

Edw.We thanke you all. Lord Maior leadc on the way. 

For this night wee’l harbour here in Torkg, 

And then as early as the morning funne, 

Lifts vp his beanies abouc this horifom 
Wee’l march to London, to mecte with Warwicks, 

And pull falfe Henry from the Rcgall throne. 

Exeunt omnes. 

+ * 

Enter Warwicks and Clarence with the Crowne , and then 
King Henry , Oxford, Somerset, and the 
jetfHg Earle of Richmond, 

King, 
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.Og.Thus from the prifon to this princely feate. 

By Gods great mercies am I brought againe. 

Clarence and Warwicks, do you keepe the croWnc, 

And gouerne and prote&my Realmein peace. 

And I will fpend the remnant ofmy daies. 

To finnes rebuke, and my Creators praife. 

War. What anfweres Clarence to his Soueraignes will i 

C/a.Clarence agrees to w'hat king Henry likes. 

King . My Lord of Somerfct.what pretty boy 
Is that you feeme to beTo carefull of r 

Som . If it pleafe your grace, ip is young Henry, 

Earle of Richmond. 

King.Henry of Richmond, Come hither pretty Lad. 

If heauenly powers do aime aright 
To my diuining thoughts,thou pretty boy, 

Shalt proue this Countries bliffc. 

Thy head is made to weare a princely crowne,* 

Thy lookes are all repleate with Maiefty, 

Make much of him my Lords, 

For this is he fhall hclpeyou more. 

Then you are hurt by me. 

Enter one with a Letter to Warwicks * 

® r <??\What counfell Lords, Edward from Belgia, 

With haftie Germanes and blunt Hollanders, 

Is paft in fafety through the narrow feas. 

And with his troopes do march amaine towards London, 
And many giddy headed people follow him. 

Oxf . Tis beft tolooketo this betimes, 

For if this fire do kindle any further. 

It will be hard for vs to quench it out. 

War An Warwicklhire I haue true hearted friends. 

Not mutinous in peace,yetbold in warre. 

Them will I muftervp,and thou fonnefT drence, 

Shalt in Eflex,Suffolke,Norfolke,and in Kent, 

Stir vp the knights and gentlemen to come with thee. 

P 2 





fiira/Hia/ 




The contention of the two famous HoUfef 

And thou brother Montague ,in Leifterfhire, 

Buckingham and Northamptonfliire fhalt finde. 

Men well inclindc to do what thou commands, 

And thou braue Oxford , wondrous well belou’d, 

Shalt in thy Countries mufter vp thy friends. 

My Soueraigne with his louing Cittizens, 

Shall reft in London till we come to him. 

Faire Lords take leaue.and ftand not to reply. 

Farewell my Soueraigne. 

Far well my Heel or, my Troies true hope. 
war.Farwel fwect Lords, lets meetc at Couentry. 

All. Agreed. Exeunt omnes. 

- Enter Edward and his tratne. 

Edw.Scizc on the fhamefac’ft Henry , 

And once againe conuey him to the Tower, 

Away with him, I will not heare him fpeakc. 

And now towards Couentry let vs bend ourcourfe. 

To meete with Wanviche 3nd his confederates. 

Exeunt omnes, . 

Enter Warwicke on the reals. 

War. Where is the pofte that came from valiant Oxford ? 
How farre hence is thy Lord,my honeft fellow ? 

Oxf.pofie.By this at Daintry marching hitherward. 

War. Where is our brother Montague ? 

Where is the Pofte that came from Montague ? 

Pofie.\ left him at Don/wore with his troopes, 

W ar . Say S. ummerfield , w here is my louing fonne ? 

And by thy guefle,how farre is Clarence hence ? 

Summer. A t Southam my Lord I left him W ith 
His force, and do expert him two houres hence. 

War . Then Oxford is at hand,I heare his Drum. 

Enter Edward and his power . 

Glo . See brother, where the furlie Warwicke mans the wall. 
War. O vnbid lpight,is (potfull Edward come t 
Where flept our fcouts,or how are they feduc’d. 

That 
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That we could haue no newes of their repaire ? 

Edw.Now Warwicke, WAt thou be forry for thy faults ' 

And call Edward king,and he will pardon thee. * 

War.Nzy rather wilt thou draw thy forces backe 

Confefle who fet thee vp and puld thee downe * 

Call Warwicke Patron, and be penitent ? 

And thou lhalt ftillremaine the Duke of Yorke. 

gio.l had thought at leaft he would haue faid’the king 
Or did he make the icaft againft his will. 

^• ’Twas Warwicke gaue the kingdome to thy brother. 
Edw. Why then tis mine, if but by Warwicks oif t . 

W*r.I,but thou art no ^ ttlas forfo a great a weight 
And vte&YmgyWarwicke takes his gift againe, * 

Henry is my king .Warwicke his fubiccft. 

Edw.l pretnee gallant Warwicke tell me this 
. What is the body when the head is off ? 

GYi?.Alafrc,that warwicke had no more forefieht. 

But whilft he lought to ftealc the fingle ten, 

The king was finely fingred from the decke. 

You left poore Henry in the Bifhops pallace. 

And ten to one you’l meete him in the Tower. 

Sdw.T is eucn fo,and yet you are old Warwicke ftill. 

War.Q chcerefull colours, fee where Oxford comes. 

Enter Oxford, with drum and fouldiors. 

Ox, Oxford., Oxford , for Lancaster. Exit . 

<fisLThe gates are open,fee,they enter in. 

Lets follow them,and bid them battaile in the ftreetes. 

Gl i - No ' > f ° : fomc °ther might fee vpon our backes 
W ee 1 ftay till all be entered, and then follow them. " 

. - Enter Somerfet .with T>rum and foldiors. 

Eom.Somerfet } Somerfetfot Lancafier. 

JP y, *» 

fh.Jwo of thy name,both Dukes of Somerfet; 

Haue foldc their liuesvnto the houfeof Yorke. 

And thou /halt be the third, ifmy fword hold, 

^ 3 Enters 
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The . * *tton of the two famous Houfes, 

Enter Montague, with Drum and Soldi*, r. 

Mont .Mont ague, Mont ague Sot Lane after. Exit* 

£^jf.Traiterous Montague, thou and chy brother 
Shall dcercly abide this rebellious a£te. 

Enter Clarence with Drum and Soldiers . * 

War. And loc where George of Clarence fweepcs along, 

Ofpowei* enough to bid his brother battaile. 
fla. Clarence, Clarence Sot Lane after. 

. Edw. St tu r Brute,\H\\t thou ftab Cafar too ? 

A parlie firra,to George of Clarence # 

Sound a parlie, and Richard and Clarence whiff ers together , and then 
flarence takes his red Rofe out of his Hat,& throwes it At Warwick^ 

■ 

^r.Come^r^r^come^thou wilt if Warwick? call. 

C£«.Father of Warwicke.know you what this mcancs? 

I throw mine infamy at thee, 

I will not ruinate my fathers houfe, 

(Who gaue his blood to lime the ftones together) 

And fet vp Lancaftcr. Thkikeft thou. 

That Clarence is fo harfii vnnaturall, 

T o life his fword againft his brothers life. 

And fo proud hearted Warwicke I defie thee, 

And to my brothers turne my bluftiing cheekes. 

Pardon me Edward, for I haue done amiffe. 

And Richard do not frowne vpon me. 

For henceforth I will proue no more vneonftant, 

Edw. Welcome Clarence, vnd ten times more welcome* 

Then if thou neuer hadft deferu’d our hate* 

C/<?.Welcome good Clarence,this is brotherly. 

War.Oh pafting traitor,periur’d and vniuft. 

5W»«.Now Warveicke,vt\h thou leaue 
The towne and fight ? or /hall we beate the 
Stones about thine eares ? 

War. Why I am not coopt vp hecre for defence, 

I will away to £<«wrprcfently, 



, fTorke and Lanea, Ber. 

A ”^^ thcc ^ tta,lc /^ if thou dar*ft # 

Edw.Y's Wtnvicke he dares, and leades the wav 
lords to the field,Saint George and victory. ** 

Sxeunt omttts, 

ter S!* r ”?*?”* theH enter Warwick? wounded. 

a T'n ^* W l° * S nie ? ^ ome to me friend or foe 
And tell me who is viftor,^ or Warwicke ? ’ 

Why aske I that ? my mangled body Ihewes, 

That I muftyeeld my body to the earth. 

And by my fall the conqueft to my foes 
Thus yeclds the Cedar to the axes edge/ 

Whofe armes gaue {belter to the princely Eagle 
Vnder whofe (hade the rampant Lyon flept, * 

Whole top branch ouer-peerd hues fpreading tree. 

The wnnckles mmy browesnow fild withbloud, 

Were likened oft to kingly fepulchers. 

For who hu d king,but I could dig his grauc? 

And who durft fmile,when Warwick? bent his brow* 

Loe now my glory frocard in duft and blood. 

My parkes,my walkes.my mannors that 1 had 
tuen now forfake me,and of all my Lands, * 

Is nothing left me but my bodies length* 

* Cuter Oxford and Somerfet. 

Oxf. Ah Warwick?, Warwick?, checre vp thy felfe and Hue. 
For yet there s hope enough to win the day. 

Our warlike Oueene with troopes is come from Trance, 

And at South-hampton landed all her traine, 

Andmightft thouliue,then would we neuer flie* 

0*r.Why then I would not flic, nor haue I now* 

But Hercules himfeife muftyeeld roods 

For many wounds receiu’d.and many more repaide* 

Hath robd my ffrong knit finewes of their ftrength/ * 

And fpne of fpites needs muft I yeeld to death. 

S«w.Thy brother Montague hath breath’d hisiaft,. 
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And at the pangs of death I heard him cry 
And fay. Commend me to my valiant brother : 

And more he would haue fpoke, and more he faide. 

Which founded like a clamour in a vault. 

That could not'bc diftinguifht for the found. 

And fo the valiant Montague gaue vp the ghoft. 

tVar. What is pompe, rule, reigne, but earth andduft? 
And liue we how we can, yet dye we muft. 

Sweet reft his foule, flye Lords, and faue your felucs. 

For Warwick^ bids you all farewell to meete in heauen. 

He dyes. 

Oxf. Come Noble Somerfet, let’s take our horfe, 

And caufe rctreate be founded through the Campe, 

That all our friends that yet remaine aliue, 

May be forewarn'd, and faue themfelues by flight. 

That done, with them wecllpofte vnto the Quccnc, 

And once more try our fortune in the field. 

Exit ambo. 

Enter Edward, Clarence, and Glofler, with 

Soldiers. 

Edw. Thus ftill our fortune giues vs vidtorie. 

And girt our temples with triumphant ioyes. 

The big-bon’d traitor Warwicke hath breath’d his iaft. 

And heauen this day hath fmil'd vpon vs all. 

But in this clcare and brightfome day, 

I iee a blacke fufpitious clowd appeare. 

That will encounter with our glorious SJ$|he, ’ 

Before he gaine his eafefull wefterne beames 
I meane thofepow'rs which the Quecne hath got in France 
Are lauded, and meane once more to menace vs. 

Glo. Oxford and Somerfet are fled to her. 

And’tis likely, if fhe haue time to breath, 

Her fa&ion will be full as ftrong as ours. % 

Edw, We arc aduertifde by our louing friends, v. 
That they do hold their courfe towardes Tewksbury ;V-+. 
Thither will we, for wiliingneffe rids way ; 
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And 



of Yorke and tone after. 

And in euery Country as we paffe along, * 

Our ftrengths fhall be augmented. 

Comelets go, for if we flacke this bright fummers day, 

Sharpe winters ftio wers will marre our hope for haie. 

SxeHnttmnes. 

Enter the Queene, Prince Edward , Oxford and Somerfet, 
with Drum and Soldiers . 

Queene . Welcome to England,my louing friends of France, 
And welcome Somerfet , and Oxford too. 

Once more haue we fpread our failes abroad, 
and though our tackling be almoft confumde, 
and warwicke as our maine Maft ouerthrowne, 

Yet warlike Lords raife you that fturdie pofte,' 

That beares the failes to bring vs vnto reft, 
and Ned and I as willing Pilots fhould. 

For once with carefull mindes guide on the fterne. 

To bcare vs through that dangerous gulfe 
That heeretofore hath fwallowed vp our friends. 

Prince. And if there be (as God forbid there ftiould) 
amongft vs a timerous orfearefull man. 

Let him depart before the battailes ioyne, 

Leaft he in time of need entice another, 
and fo withdraw the foldiours hearts from vs, 

Iwillnotftand aloofeandbid you fight. 

But with my fword preafe in the thickeft throngs, 
and Angle Edward from his ftrongeft guard, 
and hand to hand enforce him for to yepld. 

Or leaue my body as witnefle of my thoughts, 

Oxf . Women and children of fo high refolue, 

And warriors faint, why twere perpetuall fhame. 

Oh braue young Prince, thy noble grandfather 
Doth liue againe in thee. 

Long maift thou liue to bearehis image. 

And to renew his glories. 

Som. And he that turnes and flies when fuch do fight. 

Let him to bcd,and like the Owle by day 

CL_ Be 
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The contention of the two fmoiu Houfes, 

Behift, and wondered at if he arife. 

£ ntcr a AEeflbtger. 

Mejf. My Lords, Duke Edward with a mighty power 
Is marching hitherwards to fight with you. 

Oxf, I thought it was his policy to take ys vnprouided. 

But here will we ftand and fight it to the death. 

Enter K . Edward ,(flarence,Glofter ,Haftings , and fouldiers. 

Edw. See brothers, yonder ftands the thorny wood. 

Which by Gods affiftance, and your proweffe. 

Shall with our fwords ere night be deane cut downe. 

Queen, Lords, Knights, and Gentlemen, what I fhouldfay 
My teares gainfay. For as you fee, I drinke 
The water of mine eyes. Then no more but this : 

Henry our King is prifoner in the Tower, 

His land, and all our friends, are quite diftreft. 

And yonder ftands the Wolfe that makes all this ; 

Then on Gods name Lords together cry. Saint George. 
tSlll. Saint George for Lancafter. 

Alarmes to the hat tell, Yorke flies, then the chambers be dtfeharged . . 

Then enter the King , Clarence, Glofler, and the reft, making a great, 
jhout, and cry, for Yorke, for Yorke , and then the Queens, Prince , 
Oxford, andSomerfet are taken, and then found and enter all a- 

gaine, 

Edw. Lo here a period of tumultuous broyles,, 

Away with Oxford to Hatties Caftlc ftraight. 

For Somerfet, oft’ witW$-guilty head. 

Away, I will not hearcTOem fpeake. 

Oxf; For my part lie hot trouble thee with words. Exit Oxf, 
Som, Nor I , but ftoop with patience to my death. Exit Sunt . 
Edw. Now Edward, what fatisfa&ion canft thou make. 

For ftirringvp my fubietfts to rebellion ? 

Prin. Speakelikcafubietft proud ambitious Yorke; 

Suppofe that I am now my fathers mouth, 

Refigne thy chaire.and where I ftand, kneele thou, 

Whilft I propofe the feifefame words to thee. 

Which 
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of Yorke and Lancafter. 

Which Traitor thou wouldft haue me anfwer to. 

<2«.Oh that thy father had bene fo refolud. 

Glo. That you might ftill haue kept your peticote. 

And nere haue ftolne the breech from Lancafter. 

Prin. Let *s£fop fable in a winters night. 

His currilh Riddles forts not with this place. 

Glo. By heauen brat,ile plague you for that word. 

Qu. I, thou waft borne to be a plague to men. 

Glo . For Gods fake take away this captiue fcold. 

Prin. Nay take away this fcolding Cvookc*backc rather. 
Edw. Peace wilfull boy, or I will tame your tongue. 

Cla. Vntutor’d Lad, thou art too malapart. 

Prin. I know my duty, you are all vndutifull. 

Lafciuious Edward, and thou periur’d George, 

And thou mifhapen Dicke, I tell you all 
I am your better. Traitors as you be. 

Edw. Take that, thou likeneffc of this railer here. Stabs ftim e 
j£#.Oh kill me too. 

Clo. Marry and (hall. 

Ed. Hold Richard hold, for we haue done too much alreadic* 
Glo. Why fhould fhe liue to fill the world with words# 

Ed, What doth fhe fwound ? 

Make meanesfor her recouery. 

Glo, Clarence, excufe me to the King my brother, 

I muft to London on a ferious matter. 

Ere you come there, you (hall heare more newes. 

Cla. About what, prethee tell me ? 

Glo. The Tower man, the Tower : He toote them out. 

Exit Glofler* 



Qu. Ah Ned, fpeake to thy Mother boy i 
Ah, thou canft not fpeake. 

Traitors, Tyrants, bloody Homicides, 

They that ftab’d Caftir fhed no blood at all. 

For he was a man ; this, in refpe& a childe. 

And men nere fpend their fury on a childe. 
What’s worfe then T yrant thatlmay not name ? 
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Y ou haue no children diucls,if you had, 

The thought of them would then haue ftopt your rage* 

But if you euer hope to haue a fonne, 

Looke in his youth to haue him fo cut off. 

As traitors you haue done this fweet young Prince. 

Edw. A way, and beare her hence. 

Queene . Nay nerc beare me hence, difpacch 
Meheere, heere flieathethy fword, 
lie pardon thee my death. Wilt thou not f 
Then Clarence,Ao thou do it. 

£7<*.By heauen I would not do thee fo much eafe. 

Queent r.Good Clarence do, fweet Clarence kill me too. 

Cla . Didft thou not heare mefweare I would not do it ? 

Queen, J,but thou vfeft to forfwcare thy felfe, 

Twas finne before, but now tis charity.. 

Where’s the diucls butcher, bard-fauoured Richard, 

Richard where art thou ? Heis not here. 

Murder is his almes-deed, 

Petitioners for blood, hee’l nereput backe. 

Edee, Away I fay, and take her hence perforce. 

££u . So come to you and yours,as to this Prince. Exit. 

E^w.Clarcnce, whether is Gloftcr gone ? 

C/<«.Marry my Lord to London, and as I guefle. 

To make a bloody fupper in the Tower. 

Edrv.Ue is fudden if a thing come in his head. 

W e!f,difcharge the common foldiors with pay 
and thanks,and now lets toward London, 

T o fee our gentle Queene how fhe doth fare. 

For by this I hope fhe hath a fonne for vs. Exeunt omntu 





Enter Glofler to King Henry in the Tower* 

Glo.QooA day my Lord. What at your booke fo hard ? 

Hen A my good Lord. Lord I (houid fay rather, 

Tis finne to flatter, good was little better. 

Good Glofter,and good Diuell,were all alike. 

What fcene of death hath Rofius now to a&e i 
6/tf.Sufpition alwaies haunts a guilty minde, 

Hen, 
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of YorkeandtancaHer, 

Hen,Aht bird once limde,doth feare the fatall bufh. 
And I the haplcfle maile to one poore bird, 

Haue now the fatall obieft in mine eie. 

Where my poore young was limdc,was caught and kild. 

(?/<?. Why, what a foole was that of Creetel 
That taught his fonne the office of a bird. 

And yet for all that the poore Fowle was drownd. 

Hen A Dedalus, my poore fonne Icarus , 



Oh better can my breaft abide thy daggers point. 

Then can mine cares that tragicke hiftory. 

Glo. Why doft thou thinke l am an executioner ? 

Hen.h perfecutor l am furcthou art. 

And if murdering innocents be executions. 

Then 1 know thou art an executioner. 

< 7 / 0 . Thy fonne I kild for hisprefumption. 

//d?#.Had{l thou binkifd when firft thou didft prefume. 
Thou hadft not liude to kill a fonne of mine, 

And thus ^prophefie of thee. 

That many a widow for her husbands death. 

And many an infants water ftariding eie, 

Widowes for their husbands,children fot their fathers, 
Shall curfe the time tha t euer thou wert borne. 

TheOwle fhrikt at thy birth,an euill figne, 

The night Crow cride,aboding lucklefle tune. 

Dogs howld, and hideous tcm'pefts ftiooke downc trees, 
The Rauen rookt her on the Chimnies top. 

And chattering Pies in difmall difcord fung. 

Thy mother felt more then a mothers paine. 

And yet brought forth leffe then a mothers hope. 

To wit : an vndigeft created lumpe. 

Not like the fruite of fuch a goodly tree, 

Teeth hadft thou in thy head when thou waft borne, 

Tcr fignifie thou cam’ft to bite the world, 

And if the reftbe true that I haue heard, 



Thy father Minos that denide our courfe. 

Thy brother Edward, the funne that fearde his wings, 
And thou the enuieft gulfe that fvvallowed him. 
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Thou cam ft into the world J St h It- 

gio, . Die prophet in thy fpeeclyle heare no more, * ' * 

tor this amongft the reft was I ordain’d. 

Hen T, and for much more (laughter after this. 

0 God forgiuc my fumes, and pardon thee. r/, Jv 

G/o. Whac ? will the afpiring blood ofLancafter ^ 

Smke into the ground ? 1 had thought it would haue mounted' 
See how my fword weepes tor the poore Kings death. 

Now may fuch purple tearcs alwayes be Hied 
‘" or as ieeke the downfall of our houfe. Stab Uim art™ 
Downe, downe to hell, and fay I fent thee thither ; g 

I, that haue neither pitty, louc, nor feare. 

Indeede twas true that Henry told me of. 

For 1 haue often heard my mother fay, 

1 came into the world with my legges forward. 

And had I not rcafon thinke you to make haft * 

And feeke their ruines that vfurp’d our rights ? 

The women weeping, and the Midwife crying, 

0 lefus blcffe v s, he is borne with teeth : 

A nd fo I was indeede. Which plainly fignified/ 

That I fhould fnarlc and bite, and play the Do*o e . 

Then, fince heauen hath made my body fo, 

Let hell make crook d my minde to anfwer it. 

1 had no Father, I amiike no Father ; ■ 

I haue no brothers, I am like no brothers ; 

And this word Lone, which gray-beards termeDiuine 
Be refident in men like one another, * 

And not in me, I am my felfe alone. 

Clarence beware, thoukeptft me from the light. 

But I will fort a pitchy day for thee; 

For I will buz abroad fuch Prophefies, 

Vnder pretence of outward feeming ill. 

As Edward (lull be fearefull ofhis life. 

And then to purge his feare, lie be thy death. 

King Henry , and the Prince his (onne arc gone. 

And Clarence thou art next inufl follow them/ 

So by one and one difpatching all the reft, 

Couu- 
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of Torke And Lamatter, 

Counting my felfe but bad,till I be beft. 
lie drag thy body in another roome. 

And triumph Henry in thy day of doome. Exit, 

Enter King Edward,' Queene Elizabeth, andaNnrfewith theyomg 
Prince ,and flarencefjlofter, Battings ,and others ♦ 

idw . Once more we fit inEnglands throne, 

Repurchaft with the blood of enemies. 

What valiant foemen like to Autumnes corne, 

Haue we mow’d downe in tops of all their pride ? 

Three Dukes of Somerfet.chree-fold renownd 
F or hardy and vndoubted Champions. 

Two Cliffords, as the father and the fonne. 

And two Northumberlands,two brauer men 
Nere fpurd their Courfers at the trumpets found. 

With them the two rou gh Beares, Warwicke and UWoKtague, 
That in their chaiiies fettered the Kingly Lion, 

And made the Forreft tremble when they roard, 

Thus haue we fwept fufpition from our feat. 

And mack our footftoole of fecurity. 

Come hilaer Hejfeflnd letmekiffe my boy, 

Young Ned , for thee,thine Vncklcs and my felfe, 

Haue in our armours watcht the winters night, 

Marcht all afoot,in fummers fealding hcate. 

That thou mightft rcpoflcffe the crowne in peace. 

And of our labours thou (halt reape the gaine. 

Glo . He blaft his harueftpf your head were laid, 

For yet I am not lookt on in the world. 

This (Boulder was ordaind fo thicke to heaue. 

And heaue it (hall fome weight, or breake my backe, 

Worke thou the way, and thou (halt execute. 

Edw. Brothers of Clarence and of Gloftcr, 
Praylouemylouely Queene, 

And kiffe your Princely Nephew, both. 

C/d.The duty that I owe vntoyour Maiefty, 

I fealc vpon the rofiate lips of this fweete Babe. 

Queem*. 
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0«<?m?.Thankes noble Clarence j worthy, brother thankes, 
Glo . And that I loue the fruite from whence thou fpraneft 
Witnefle the louing ki0e I giue the childe. 

To fay the truth, fo Itidai kitt his matter. 

And fo he cride all haile, and meant all harme. 

Adm.Now am I feated as my foule delights, 

C /rf.What will your grace haue done with GMargaretH 
Reynard her father, to the King of France 
Hath pawnd the Cicels and lernfalem. 

And hither haue they fent it for a r’anfome. 

Edw.hw&y with hcr,and waft her hence to France, 

And now what refh,but that we fpcnd the time. 

With ftately triumphs and mirthfull comicke fliewes. 

Such as befits the pleafures of the Court. 

Sound Drums and Trumpets,farwell to fowrc annoy,' 

For heere I hope begins our lafting ioy. 

Extant omnes. 

■ ■ * k : • 
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Enter Richard Duke ofGloctfler , folds. 

N Ovv is the winter of ilifsoRt-ent, 

Made glorious fommct by this fonne ofYorke: 
And all the cloudes chat lowrd vpon our houfir* 
fti the decpe boforoc of the Ocean buried, 

Now are our browes bound with vi&orious wreathes, 
Our brufed armes hung vp for monuments, 

Our fterne alarums changd to merric meetings, 

Our dreadful! marches to dclightfull gleafurcs. 
Grim-vilagdc warre,hath fmoothde his wringled front. 
And now in (lead of mounting barbed (feeds, 

To fright the foules of fearefull aduerfarics, 

He capersnimbly in a Ladies chamber, 

To the lafciuious pleafing of a loue. 

But I thatam not (frarpji or fportiue trices, 

Nor made to court an amorous looking glafle, 

I that am rudely (lampt,and want loucs maiaftie 
To ftrut before a wanton ambling Nymph- 
I that am curtaild of this fairc proportion. 

Cheated of feature by dilTembling nature, 

Dcformd, vnfiniflit, fent before my time 
Into this breathing ^ j orld halfc-t nadevp. 

And that fo lanacly and vnfafh ionable, 1 

That dogs barkc at me as /halt by them: 
r^hy I in this weake piping time of peace 
Haue no delight to pane away the time, 

VnlelTc to fpic my fliadow in the Sunne, 

And defcanton mineowne deformitie: 

% And therefore fince I cannot proue a louer 
To cntertainc thefe faire well fpo^en dates, 

I am determined to proue a villaine, . 

And hate the idle pleafures ofthefedaies 
• Plots haue l laid , inductions dangerous, 
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The Tragedie 

By drunken prophefks, libels and drc&mes,. 

To let my brother Clarenceand the £jng, 

In deadly hate the one again ft the other. 

And if<fing Edward bcastrueand iuft 
As lam fubtilCjfaifeand trccherous; 

This day ftiould.Clarcnce dofely be mewdvp, 

About adrohefie which faics that G. 

Of Edwards hetres the murtherer fliallbce. 

Dine thoughts,downc to my foule, EzterClartr>ce rsuk 
Here Clarence comes, a&uardojmn, 

Brother, good dayes, what mcans this armed guard 
That wattes vpon your grace ? 

Cla. His maieftic tendering my perfons fafetic hath ap. 
This condudl to cor.uey me to the Tower.. ( pointed 

Glo. V pon what caufc i 
Cla. BecaufeVny naifie is George.. 

Glo. /flack my Lord,that fruit is none of yours, 

Ele ftiould for that.commityour good fathers,* 

0 belike his maic ftie hath fome intent 
That you llial! benewchriftncdin the Tower, 

But whatis the matter Clarence may I know ? 

Cla. Yea Richard when I know 
As yet / do not^but as l can lcarnc. 

He harkens^ fter-prophecicsand'drcames, 

And from the crofte-riowe p.'uckcs the letter Gts 
And fries a wizard told him that by G, 

His ilfue difinhcrited Ihould be, 

/#nd.for.my name of George begin with G, 

Itfcllowes in his thoughtthatTahTJfep* 

Thefeas /learnc,and (uch lika.toycsasthefc, 

Hauc moued his highnctlc to commit me now 
Glo. why this it is when men arc rulde by womcn, 

Tisrsotthe ^mgthatfendsyou to the Tower, 

My Lady Gray his wife, Clarence tis fhee 
That tempts him tolhis cxtermitic: 

Was it not (he and that good man , of vrorlhip 
Anthony wooduilc her brother there, 

That made him fend Lord Haftings to the tower. 

From whence this prefent day he is deliucrcd h 
Wc arenet fa fe Clarence, .w |^rc opt fafe. 
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of Richard the third* 

Cla. By heauen / thinke there is no man fccHrdc 
ButtheQueencs kindred^nd night-walkig Heralds, 

That trudge betwixt the king and MiftrelTe Shoare ? 

Heard ye not what an humble fuppliant 
Lord Haftings was to her for his deliucrie? 

Glo. Humble complaining to her deitic, 

Gotmy Lord Chamberlainc hi&libcrtic, 
lie tell you ivfiat, I thinke it is ooir way, 

If we will keepe infrucur with the King^ 

To be her men, and wearc her liucry, 

The jealous orewosne widow and her felfe, 

Since that our brother uubd them gentlewomen, 

Arc mightie goffips in this monarchy. 

Bro. I befcech your graces both to pardon me ? 

His maieflie hath ftraightly giuen in charge, 

That no man fliall hauepriuatc conference, 

Of what degree (oeucr with his brother. 

Glo , Euen lo & pleafeyour worfbip Broken bury, . 

You may partake of any thing wc fay : 

We fpea^e no treafon man, we fay the king 
Is wilcand vertuous ,and hisnoble Queene 
jy c II ftroo^e in ycarcs, fa ire, and not icalous,' 

We fry that Shores wife hath a pretic foote, 

A cherry lip, a bonny eye, a pafling pleafing tongue: 

^nd that the|Quecnes kindred arc made gentle folkes: 

How fay.you fir, can you deny all this ? 

Bro. With this ( my Lord) my felfe baue naught to do. 

G/o.<Naught t 0 do with Mifttelfe Shore I tell thee fellow, 

He tkat doth naught with her, excepting one,. 

Were beft he do it fccrctly alone. 

Bro. Whatonc my Lord ? 

Glo. Her husband £naue, would ft thou Betray npe ? 

Bro. 1 befcech your Graec to pardon me, und with all for- 
Yo ur conference with the noble Duke. ( beater: 

Cla ♦ Wc know thy charge Brokenbury,and will obey. 

Glo. Wc arc the Quc cncs Abietfts and moil obey, , 
brother farewell, Iwill vnto the King, 

And whatfoeucr you will imploy me in, 
jfrcrcitto call King Edwarda widow filler, 

A 3 /Wills 
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■ I will pet forme if to in franc hife you, 

Meane time this deepedifgrace in brotherhood 
T ouches me deeper then you can imagine. ? 

CU.l know it pleafcth neither of vs well. 

Glo. Well,ycur imprifon ment fliall not be Jong, 

I will defiuer you, cr lie for you, 

Meanetime haup patience. 

. Cla. I muff preforce, farewell. Exit, CU 

Glo. Go tread the path, that thou (halt nere returrie 
Simple plaine Clarence, I do loue thee fo, * * 

7*hat I will fhortly fend thy fouleto heauen, 

Ifheauen will take the prefentatour hands: 

Butwho come3 here, the new deliuered Haftings/ 

Enter Lo r d Haft mgr. 

Baft. Good rime of day vnto my gracious Lord. 

Glo. As much vnto my good -Lord Chambcrlaide: 

Well are you welcome to tfris ppen aire, 

How hath your LordOiip brooktimprifonment ? 

Haft. With patience ( noble Lord ) as prifoners muff; 

But I ftiall liuc my Lord togiuc tbejn thankes, 

That were the caufc of my imprifonsnenr, 

Glo. No doubt, no doubt, and fo flail Clarence foo, 

F or thay that were your enemies are his, 

And hauepreuaildas much on frimasyou. 

Haft. More pittie that the E4glc fliould be mewed, 

While itTites and Buzars preyatlibertie. 

Glo. What newes abroad l 

Haft, No newes fo bad abroad, asthisathomc: 

The King is fickly, wcakearid melancholy, 

And his Phifitians feare him mightily. 

Glo Now by Saint Paul this newes is bad indeed, 

Oh he hath kept an euij diet long, 

And oucrmuch confirmed his royall perfon, 

Ti s very grecusus to be thought vpon, 

What, is bein hi 3 bcd. ? 

Haft. He is. 

Glo. Goe you before, and f will follow you, Exit Half 
He cannot liue l hope, and muff not die 
rd! George be pack t with pollhorfcvp to heauen, 
lie into vrge his hatred more to Clarence* 
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With lyes well ffeeld with weigheie arguments, 

And if I fafle not in n.y deepe intent, 

Clarence hath not another day to hue 5 
Which done, God take King Edward to his mercy, 

And leaue the world for me tobulfell in ; 

For then He marry Warwicks youageft-daughrer. 

What though I kiid her husband and h;r father, 

The readieft way to make the wench amends, 

Is to become her husband and her father : 

The which will I, not all fo much for loue, 

As foranothcr fecrct clofc intent, 

By marrying her which I muff reach vnto. 

ButyctI run before my borfc to market : 

Clarence ftill breathes, Edward (fill liuers andraigdes, 

When they are gone, then muff f count my games, Exi\ 
Enter Lady Anne, with 1 hfhearft of Harry the 6. 

Lady Ame. jet d owne. Jf ydownc your honourable Lord, 
if honour may be fhrowded in a hearfe 
Whilcft I a while obfequioufly lament 
The vntimely fall ofvertuous Lancaster. 

Poore kei-cold figure ofa holy King, 

Pale alhes of the heufe of Lancaff er, 

Thou bloodies remnant of that royall blood, 

Beit lawfull that l inuocatc thy ghoff, 

To hearc the lamentations ofpoore Anne, 

Wffe to thy Ed ward, to thy flaughtred fonne, 

Stabd by the felfefame hands that made thefe holes ? 

Loc,inthofe windowesthat let foorth thy life, 

I powrethe hclpclclfc blame of my poore eyes, 

Curft be the hand that made tjg^fatall holes, 

Cur ft be the heart that had the heart to do it, 

More direful 1 hap betide that hated wretch, 

That makes vs wretched by the death of thee s 

Then I can wifh to adders, fpiders, toads, 

Or any creeping venomdc thing thu hues. 

If eucrhc hauc child, abortiuc be it, 

Prodigiousand vntimely brought to light 1 

Whole vgly and vnnaturallafpcft 

May. fright the hopefull mother at the view. 
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If eucr he hauewife,lether be made 
As mifcrablcby the death of him, 

As I am made by my poorc Lord and thee. 

Come now towards Chcrtfcy with your holy load 
Taken from Paulcs to be interred there t 
And ftil! as you arc a wcaric o fthc waight. 

Reft you whiles I lament King Lfenrics coarfe. 

Enter Glofler. 

GIo. Stay you that bearer he coarfc, and fetat downe, 

E*. W^hat blacke magitian coniurcs vp this fiend 
To ftop denoted charicabjrdecds ? 

Git. Villaioe/ct downcthccoarfe,orby Saint Paul, 

He make a coarfc of him that difobe)/c*. 

Gen. My Lord ftand backeand let theeoffin patfe. 

Git. V nmanerd dog, (land thou when I command, 

Adumcc thy Halbert higher then my bed}* 

Or by Saint Paul lie ftrikcthcc to my foote, 

And fpurnc vpon thee begger boIdricC 

La. What do you tremble, arc you aliafraidc f i 

Alas,Iblameyounotforyouarc mortal!, i 

And morrall eyes cannot endure the diucll. ' 

Auant thou dreadful] mimftcr ofhcfl, 

Thou hadft but power oucr his mortal! bodie, 

His foule thoucanft not haue, therefore be gone. ■ 

Git. Sweet Saint for charitie,be not fo ~urft. 

L*. Foulc diuel,for Gods fake hence and trouble vs not, 

For thou haft made the happie carththy hell : 

Fild it with curling crica,ind deepccxclaitncs, 
if thou delight to viewthy hainous deeds, 

Behold this patterneof thy butcheries. 

Oh Gentlemen fee, (cc dead Haines wounds, 

* Open their congcald mouths and bleed afrefh. 

Blufh, blufhj thou lumpcoffoalcdcformitic, 

For tis thy prcfcncc that exhales this blood 
From cold and emptic vey nes where no blood dwels. 

Tay deed inhumane and vnnaturali, 

Prouokcs this deludgc moll vnnaturali. • 

Oh God, which this blood madft, rcuengc his death: 

Oh earth which this blood d(inkft,rcuenge$ hif death: 
fiither heatten with lightning ftrickcthc imirthcrcr death 
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of Richard the third. 

Orearth gape open wide, and eate him quicke, 
^sthoudoeftfwallowe vp this good kings blood, 
tynich hiS.Hel-gouerndarme hath butchered. 

Git. Ladie,you know no rules ofeharitie, 

Which renders good for bad,blefTingsfor curfes, 
La. Tillannephou £nowft no law of God nor man 
No beaft fo fierce, but knowes fome touch ofpittie. 
Git. But I know none, and therefore am nobeaft. 
La . Oh wonderfull when dcuilsrell the truth. 1 ' 
Sit. More wonderfull when Angels ar£ib angry, 
Vouchfafediumc perfeftion ofa woman, 

Ofthcfc fuppofed cuils to giue me leaue, 

By circucn fiance but to acquitc roy felfe. 

La. Kouchfafcdefufed infection of a man, 

For thtfe knownceuils,buttogiuc meieaue, 

By circumftance to curie thy curfed felfe. 



Git. Fairer then tongue can name thee, let me haue 
Some patient leifurc to excufe my felfe. 

La. Fouler then heart can thinkc t hee, thou can ft make 
No excufc currant, but to hang thy felfe. 

Glo. By fuch difpare I fhould accufe my felfe. 

La.'Aad by difparing (houldfl thou ftand txcufde, 

For doing worthy vengeance on thy felfe, 

Which didcftvnworthy flaughtcr vpon ^h^rs. 

Glo. Say that I flew them not. 

La. Why then they are not dead: 

But dead they are, anddiuelifli flaueby thee. 

Glo. I did not £ill your husband. 

La. Why then he uiality. 

' Glo. Nay, he is dead and ilaine by Edwards hand. 

La. In thy foule throat thou lycft. Queenc Margret faw 
Thv bloodly faulchion fmoking in his blood, 

The which thou once did ft bend again ft her breft, 

But that thy brother beat afide the poynt. 



Glo. I was prouo^cd by her Aandcrous to ngue 
jrh ich laid their guilt vpon my guiltlelfe (boulders. 

La. Thou waft prouo^ed by thy bloodie minde, 
Which neuer dreamt on ought:but butchcryes. 

Didft thou not kill this king? Glo. I grant yee. 
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£4. Doc ft graunt me hedgehog, then God grant me too 
Thou maicft be damned for that wicked deed. 

Oh he was geo tlc,milde,and vertuous. 

<7/0. The fitter for the king of heauen that hath him. 

La. He is in heauen, where thou (halt neucr come. 

Glo. Let him thankemethatholpetofendhimthithcrj 
For he was fitter for that place then earth. 

La. And thou vnfiefor any place but hell. 

Glo. Ycsonc placcelfe,ifyewill heare me name it. 

La. Some dungArn. * " Glo. Your bed chamber. 

La. Ill reft betide thechamber where thoulicfl, . 

Glo. So will it Madame, till /lie with you. 

La. I hope fo. • 

Glo. I know fo, but gentle Ladie Anne, 

To leaue this k ind incounter ofour wits. 

And fall fomewhat into a flower methode: 

Isnotthecaufer ofthetime-lelle deaths 
Gfthefc Plantagenets,Henry and Edward, 

As blamefull as the executioner? 

La. Thou art the caufe,and rnoft accurft efferfl. 

Glo. Your bcautie was the caufe of that effedl. 

Tour beautic which did haunt me in my fleepe, 
Tovndertakcthedeathof all the world, 

So /might reft t.hadpoure in your fweet bofbme. 

La. if I thought mat, /tell thee homicide, 

Thcfc nailes fliouid rend that beautiefrom my cheekes. 

Glo. Thefc cies could neucr endure Tweet beauties wrack, 

You (liquid not blemifli them if I flood by : 

Asall the world is chearcd by theSunne, 

So / by that, it is my day, my life;.*" 

La. Btac/t. night ouerfliade thy day, and death thy life, 

Glo. Curfe not thy felfe fa ire creature, thou art both. 

La. I would / were to be reuengde on thee.. 

Glo. /c is a quarrel. mod vnnaturall^ 

To be reuengde on him that loueth you. 

La. It is a quarrel I iuftand reafonable, 

To be reuengd on him that flew my husband. . 

Glo. He that bereft thee Lady of thy husband, 

Did it tohclpe thee to 3 better husband. 
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La. His better doth not breath vgon the earth. 

Glo. Go too, he liues that loues you better then he could. 

La. Name him. Glo . Plantagenec. 

La. Why what w as hee ? 

Glo. The feife h-ne name, but one of better nature. 

L t. //'here is hee ? 

Glo. Hccre. Sb<e(pittcth at him. 

Why doefl thou (pit at mee? 

La. Would it were mortal! fake. 

Glo Neuer came poyfon from fo ! w e e t e ] a c e , 

L i. Neuer hung poyfon on a fovvlcrtoadc, 

Out of my fight, thou doeft infeftmyeyes. 

Glo. Thine eyes facet Lady haue infected mine. 
Xa./f'ouidthcy were Bafiliskes to flrike thee dead. 

Glo. I would they were, that I might dye at once, 

For now thy kill mee with a liuing death: 

Thole eyes of thine, from mine haue drawne fait tcarcs, 

Shamed their afpeft with flore ofchildifh drops, 

I neuer fued to friend norenernie, * 

My tougue could neucr learne fweete foothing words . * 

But now thy beaucieispropofde my fee: ; 

My proud heart fues.and prompts my tongue to jpea^e, ' 
Teach not thy lips fuch fcotne/or they were made 
for Rifling Lady, not for fuch contempt. 

If thy rcucngefull heart cannot forgiue, 

Loc here 1 lend thee this flurpe pointed (word, 
ty hich if thou pleafe to hide in this true bofome, 

And let the foide forth that adoreth thee: 

I laic it naked to the deadly ftro£e: 

And humbly tegthc death vponmy 
Nay, do not pawfe, tvvas / that ^ild your husoand, 

But twas thy beautie that prouo^ed mee: 

Nay now difpatch,twas I that kild king Henry, 

But twas thy heauen ly face that fet me on : Hete fields fall 

Take vp the [word againc,or take vp me. jjoejwtrd. 

La. Arifa d 1 (Temblcr, though I wifli thy death, 

I will not bethe executioner. 

Glo. Then bid me kill my felfe, and I will doe it. 

La. I haue alreadie. , 





TheTragedie 

Glo . Tufli, that was in the rage? 

Speakc it againe,and cuenwith the word, 

That hand which for thy Loue did kill thy loue, 

Shall for thy loue kill a farretruer loue, 

To both their deaths thou (halt be accelfarie. 

La. I would / knew thy heart. 

Glo. Tis figured in my tongue. 

La. I fcare] me both are falfe. 

Glo. Then neuer mamvastrue. 

La. Well, well, |SRpyourfword. 

Glo. Say then my peace is made. 

Z<*.That (hall you know hereafter. 

Glo. /?ut 1 (hall Hue in hope. 

La. All men /hope iiuefo, 

Glo. Vouchsafe to weare this ring. 

La. To take is not to giue, 

Glo. Look how this ring incompaiferh thy finger? 
Euen fo thy breaft inclofeth me poorc heart. 

Werg both of them, for both'ofthcm are thinc- 

And ifthy poorc fuppliant may 

But begone fauour fat thy gracious hand, 

Thou doeft confirmc his happincife foreuer : 

La. What is it ? 

Glo. That it would pleafe thee lcauethefe lad defignes 
7*o him that hath more caule to be a mourner? 

And prcfcntly repaire to Crosbie place, 

Where after / haue folemncly enterred 
At Chertfie Monafterie this noble Ting, 

And wet his graue with my repentant tcares, 

I will withallcxpedientdutiefee you: 

Fordiuers vn^nowne reafons,I bcfecch you 
Graunt me this boonc, 

La.fEit hall my heart,& much itioyesme I 
To fee you arc become fo penitent: 

Treffiiland Bard v .goc along with me. 

Glo. Bid me farewell. 

La. Tis more then youdderue: 

B at fincc you'teach me ho w to flatter you 
Imagine I haue find farewell alrcadie. Exit, 
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of Richard the third. 

Glo. Sirs,take vp the corfc. 

Ser. Towards Chertfie noble Lord ? 

Glo. No: to White Fryers: there attend my comming. 
Waseucr woman in this humor woed ! Exeunt . Manet Glo. 
jTas eucr woman in this humour wonne ? 

He haue her, but I will not keepe her long. 
jr hat I that kild her husband and licr father, 

To take her in her hearts extreamefl hcate : 

With curfcs in her mouth, teares in her eyes. 

The bleeding witnelfe ofher hatred by : 

Hauing God,herconfcience,and thefe barresagainft me, 

And I nothing to backe my flute withall 

But theplaine Diuell and dillembling jookes, 

And yet to win her all the world to nothing.Hah t 
Hath (he forgot alreadic that braue Prince 
Edward, her Lord, whom I fame three months unce 
Stabd in my angry moodatTcwxbury ? 

A Tweeter and a louelier gentleman, 

Framd in the prodigalitic of nature : 

Yong, valiant, wife, and no doubt right royall, 

The fpacious world cannot againc attoord. 

And will foe yet debafe her eyes on me, 

That cropt the golden prime of this fwcetc Pr > 

And made her widdow to a w ofull bed . 

On mc,whofcalI not equals Edwards moity, 

Onmethathalt,andarnvnfoapcntnus. ... , 

My dukedome tqbc^beggerly demer, 

I do miflakc mypcrlon all this while. 

Vpon my life foe finds, although I cannot 

My felfe,to be a maruailou?. proper naan. 

lie be at charges for a Looking-gulle, 

And entemine Come fcore or two of tailors 
To ftudiefafoions to adorjmy bodie. 

Since /am creptin fauour with my lclte, 

I will maintaine it with^littlc coif. 

But firft He turne you fellow in his graue, 

And then returne lamenting to my loue. 

Shtacoutfaire funne?ill I haue bought aglaiut.^ 

That I may fee my lhadow as I paffe, 

n . ? 
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Venter Queene, Lord Rivers and Gray. 

Ri ITauc patience Madame, thers no doubt his niaicftic, 
Will foone recouer his accuftomcd health. 

Gray. In that you brocke it ill, it makes him worfe, 
Therefore for Gods fake entcrtainc good comfort-. 

And cheare his grace with quickc and merry words. 

( Cy. if he were dcjd.v uij| t would betide of me? 

Ri. No other harme but loife of iuch a Lord. 

£)je. The lofts of fuch a Lordinciudesall harme. 

Gray. The heauens haue bleQ you with a goodly tonne, - 
To be your comforter when he is gone. 

gu. Oh he is yong,and his minoritic 
Is put vnto thccrufl of Rich.Gloceftcr, 

A man that loues not me, nor none of you. 

Ri. Is it concluded he thall be Protedor? 

^u. It is determined, not concluded yet, 

But fo it mud be if the king mifcarric. Eater Buck. Darby. 

Gr. Here comes the Lordsof Buckingham and Darby. 
Buc. Good time of day vnto your royall grace. 

Dar. Godmakeyourmaieflieioyfullas you haue bene. 

The Countefte Richmond good my Lord of Darby 
To your good praiers will Icarceiy fay, Amen : 

Yet Darby, notwith landing dices ycur wife, 

And loues not me,be you good Lord allured 
I hate not you for her proud arrogande. 

Par I beteech you either not bdcetie 
The enuious (launders of heraccufcrs. 

Or if the beaccufde in true report, 

Beare with her weakendle, which I thinke proceeds 
From wayward fickndle,and no grounded malice. 

Ri S' a v you the king to day my Lord of Darbfe ? 

Par. But now the Duke of Buckingham ard I, 

Came fromvilking his maieftic. ^ 

£ly. What likelihood of his amendment Lords ? 
iists. Madame, good hop.e, his grace fpeakes chcarfully. 
£$#• God graunc him health, did you confer with him'? 
Bite. Madame wedid: Heddircs tomakeattonenaent 
Betwixt the Duke of Gloceftcr and your brothers, 

And betwixt them and my Lord Chamberiainc, 




omictiardUie third. 

And fent to warnethem to his royall prcfencc. 

£lu. Would all were well, but that will neuer be. 1 
Ifearcour happinefte is at the higheft. Enter Glocefer. 

Glo. They doe me wrong, and I will not indurc it. 

Who arc they that complaines vnto the king ? 

That I forlboth am fierne 3nd loue them not : 

By holy Paul they loue his grace but ljghtly 
That fill his cares with fuch tMouious rumors: 

Becaufc I cannot flatter and /pcakc faire, 

Smile in mens faces, fmoothjdcceiue, and cog, 

Ducke with French nods, and apifl; couttefie, 

I mull be held a rankerous enemic. 

Cannota plaine man liueand thinke no harme, 

But thu s in f imple truth muft beabufdc 
By filken flie inlinuating Iackes ? 

Ri To whom in all this prelcnce fpeakes your grace? 

Glo. To thee, that haft nor honcftie nor grace. 

When haue I iniured thee, when done thee wrong, 
Orthee,ortnec,oranyofyour fadion? 
Aplagucvponyouall.Hrsroyall perfon 
(Whom God preferuc better then you would with) 

Cannot be quiet fcarce a breathing while-, 

Blit you mull trouble him with lewd complaints. 

£)u. Brother ofGIocefter,you miftake the matter: 

The king of his owne royall difpofijjpn, 

And not prouokt by any finer elfe, 

Ay ming belike at your interiour hatred, 

Which in your outward adions thewes it felfe, 

Againfl my kinred, brother, and my felfe: 

Makes him to fend, that thereby he may gather . 

The ground of your ill will, and to remeuc it. 

Glo. 1 cannot tell, the world isgrownetobad, 

That Wrens jn ^y prey where Eagles dare not pcarcb, 

Since cuery Iacke became a gentleman 
There’s many a gentle perfon made a Iacke. 

ght. Come, come, we know your meaning brother Glo. 
You enuie mincaduancement and my friends, 

God grant we neuer ma/Tiaue need of you. 

Glo . Mean? time, God grant that we haue need of you, 

Oik 





WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE Richard III { STC 22318) LONDON, 1612 THE BODLEIAN LIBRARY (Arch. G d-39[5]) OctaVO 



me irageaie 
Our brother is imprifonedbyyour meanes, 

My fclfc difgraced,and the Nobiiitic 

Held in contempt, whilft many fairepromotions 

Are daily giuen to enoble thofc, 

Thatfcarcc fome two dales fince were worth a noble. 

go. By him that raifde me tothiscarefull height, 
From that contented hap which I enioyed, 

I neuer did incenfe his J^laicftie . 

Again ft the Duke of Clarence, but haue becnc 
Anearneft aduocattopleade for him. 

My Lord, you do mefiiamfull iniurie, 

Falfely to draw me in thefc vilcfufpcdls. 

Glo. You may denie that you were not the caufe, 
Ofmy Lord Haftingslate imprifonment. „ 

Rett. She may my Lord. 

Glo. She may,L.Riuers,w-hy who knowes not foJ 
She may doc more fir then denying that : 

She may help you to many faire preferments. 

And then denie her ayding hand therein, 

And lay thofe honours on your high deferts. 

What my (he not? file may, yea marrie may fhe. 

Ren. What marry may flic ? 

Glo. Whatmarrymay fire? marry with a King 
A batchelcr,a handfome ftripling too. 

I wis your Grandam had^orfer match. 

^ My L. of Gioce(fer,lhaue too long borne 
Yourblunt vpbraidings^nd your bitter fcofFes, 

By heauen I will acquaint his Maieftie, 

With thofe grorte taunts I oftenhauc endured. 

I had rather be a countrey feruant mayd, 

Then a great Queene with this condition, 

To be thus taunted, feorned, and bajted at Enter Jjjh. 

Sma! ioy haue I in being Englands Queene. Maxoret. 

J^Jl'far. And lefned be that fmall,God I be fecch thee. 
Thy honour, ftate, and featc is due to me. 

Glo. What ? chrcatyou me wi th telling ofth c King ? 
Tell him and fpare not, looke what I fayd, 

I will auouch in prcfencc of the Kir,^ 1 : 

T is time tofpeake,my paines arc quite forgot. 



3f tdl 1 " 



of Richard the third. 

£lt<. Mar. Out diuel , /rememberthem too weft, 

Thou fieweft my husband Henry in the Tower, 

And Edward my poore fonne at Teuxburie. 

Glo. Ere you were qu eene, y a or your husband king, 

1 was a pack-horfe in his great affaires. 

A weeder out of his proud aduerlaires, 

A liberal! rewarder of his friends: 

To royalize his blood I fpdt mine owne. 

Mar. Tea, and much better blood, then his or thine. 
Glo. In all which time, you and your husband Gray, 

Were fa&ious for the jjoufe ot Lancarter: 

And Riuers,fo were you. Was not your husband 
/n Margarets battale at Saint Albons flame : 

Let me put in your minde ri iQ/ours forget 
What,you haue bene ere now, and what you are; 

Wit hall, what / haue bene, and what I am. 

SOu. Mar. A murtherousvillaine,and fo ftill thouart. 

Glo. Poore Clarence did forfake his'father Warwick, 

Yea and forfworc him(elfe( which 7efu pardon.) , . 

Q». Mar. J^hich God reuenge. 

Glo . To fight on Edwards.parti e f or t he crowne. 

And for his meede ( poorc Lord )neis mewed vp: 
l would to God my heart were flint like Edwards, 

Or Edwards foft and pittifull like mine, 

T am too childifi* foolilh for this world. 

Oh. Mar. Hie thee to hell for (hame,and leaue the world, 
Thou Cacodemon, there thy kingdome is. 

Ri. My Lord ©f Gloccftcr in thofe bulie dales, 

Which here you vrge to proue vs enemies, 

/^cfollowedthen our Lord, our lawfull King, 

So fboUld wc you,ifyou (bould bcour £ing. 

Glo. If /fhould be ? I had rather bea pedicr, 

Farre be it from ray heart the thought of it. 

£ht. Nar. As little ioy ( my Lard) as you fuppofc 
Ton (houid enioy, were you this countries king. 

As little ioy may you'funpofe in me. 

That l enioy being the Qiiecn^thereof^ 

Mar. A litle ioy enfoyes the Queene thereof, 

For t I am flic, and altogether ioyldTe. 

\ G lean 
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The Tragedic ] 

T can no longer hold me patient. 

Hcarc me you wrangling Pyrites that fall out, 

In fharing ; out that which you hauepild from roc : 

J^Tiich of you trembles not that l oqkc on me? 

If nof,that 1 being Quecne, you bow like fubied:*. 

Yet that by you dcpof3e,you quake like rebels: 

O gentle villaine,do not turncaway. 

4 Glo. Foule wrinkled witch,whar ma£ft thou in my fight \ 

Qtt. M. But repetition of what thou haft mard, 

That will l make, before I kttheegoc: 

A husband and a fonne thou oweft to me. 

And thou a /^ingdoroe, allofyoualleagcance? 

The forrowthat/haue, by right is yours. 

And all the plcafures you vfurpe ^s mine. 

Glo. The curfe my noble father laid on thee, 

When thoudidft crownc his warlike browes with paper, 

And with thy fcornc drew ft riuersfroro his eyes, 

And then to drie thcm,gau’ft the Duke a clour, 

Stecpt in the blood o f prcttic Rutland : 

His curfcs then from bitternelle of foule. 

Denounc'd againft thce ,are fallen v pon thee, 

And God, not we, hath plaguaetny bloodic deed. 

Qt*. So iuft is God to right the innocent. 

H«fi. Q twas thefouleft deed to flay that babe, 

And the moll mcrcildlc thatcucr was heard of. 

Ri. Tyrants themfducs wept when it was reported. 

Dorf. No man but prophecied reuenge for it. 

B «c. Northumberland then prefent,wept to fee it. 

What /were you fnrarling *11 before /came,, 

Rcadic to cateh each other by die throat, 

And fume you now your hatred all on me ? 

Did Yorkts dread curfe prcisaiiefo much withheaucj 
That Henries deatb,my louely Edwardsdeath, 

Their kingdomes-loflc^my wofull baniftiment. 

Could all but anfwere for that pecuiflt brat f 
Can curfes pierce the c!oudcs,and enter heauen ? 

W hy then giue way dull cloudes to nvy quicke curfes : 

If not by ivarre,by furfet dieyour^ing ? 

As our by murder, to make him a^ing. 

7* AitrarA 



of Richard the third.’ 

Edward thy fonne, -which now is Prince of Wales, 

For Edward my fon, which was Prince cf /Tales, 

Die in hisyouth,by like vntfmely violence, 

Th y fcl fc a Quecne, for me that was a Queene, 

Out liuc thy glorie,likc my wretched felfc.* 

Long mai ft thou liuc to waile thy childrens loiTe, 

And fee another, as /fee thee now, 

Deckt in thyglorie,as thou art ftaldinmine: 

Long die'thy happie daies before thy death. 

And after many lengthened houres ofgreefe. 

Die neither mother, wife, nor Englands Queene* 

Riuers and Dorfet,you were danders by?* * 

And fo was thou Lo. Haftings,whcn my fonn'e 
Was ftabd with bloody daggers, God I pray him, 

That none ofyoumayliueyournaturallage, 
Butbyfomevnlookt accident cut off. 

Glo. Haue doncthy charme thou hatcfull withered hag. 

Sh>. M. And Icaue out thee? ftay dog, for thou flialt hear me. 
It heauen haue any greeuous plagucin ftorc, 

Exceeding thofc that I can with vpon thee : 

O let them keepe it till thy finnesbe ripe, 

And then hurlc downc their indignation 
On thee the troublcr of the poorc worlds peace.* 

The wormc ofconfcicnce ftill’bcgnawthy foule. 

Thy friends fufped for tray tors while thou liueft, 

And take deepe traytors for thy dcafeft friends, 

No fleepe clofc vp that deadly eye of thine, 

V nleflc it be whileft fome tormenting dreame. 

Affrights thee, with a hell ofvgly diuels. 

Thou eluifh markt, abortiue rooting bog* 

Thou that waft feald in thy natiuitie 
The flaac of nature, and the fonne of hell, 

Tnou flaundcrof thy mothers beauie wombe, 

Tbcu loathed ilTuc of thy fathers loynes, 

Thou rag of honour, thoudetefted, ike. 

I Glo. Margaret. 

I Qm /a. Richard. Glo. Ha. 

? Q;'- Ma. I call thee not. 

t Glo. 7licn I ciie thee mcrcic: for I had thought 
! C a Thou 
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The Tragedie 

Thou hadftcald meall thefe bitter names. 

■Qx. Mar. Why fo I did, but loo% for no reply; 

O let me make the period to my curfe. 

<570. 7“isdoncby me andendsin Margaret, (felfe, 

-££u. Thus haue you breathed your curfe againft your 
Sft*,. M Poore painted Queenc,vaine flounfli of my for. 
^oy ftrewft thou fuger on that botlcd fpider, (tune: 

Whofe deadly web mfnareth thccabopt? 

Foole, foole, rhou whetfl a knife to kill thy felfe, " 

The time will come when thou (halt wilh for me, 

To helpe thee curfe that peifoned bunchbackr roade, 

Haft . F aife boatTilf^ woman, end thy frantike curfe, 

Lea ft to thy harfbe thoumoue our patience. 

£$3- M. Foule fhame vnon you, you haue oil mou’d mine* 
Rt. Wereyouivcll feru’d you would be taught your duty. 
M. To feme me well, you all (hould do medutie. 
Teach me to be your > Quecnc,andyou my fubeidts; 

Oifcrue me we! hand teach your fclues that dude. 

Dor(. Difpute not with her, (he islunadque. 
jQy- M. Peacemaker Marquefte, you are malapert, 

Your fire-new ftampe of honour is fcarcc currant; 

O that your young nobilitie eould iudge, 

Wh&t t’werc to loofc it and be mifcrablc? 

They thatftand high, haue many blafts to lhake them, 

Ac\d if they fallthcy dafhtherafeluesto pecces. 

Glo. Good coumcll marry, learne it, learnc it Marques. 
Dorft fttouchethyou( my Lord) as much as me. 

Glo. Yea, and much more, but I was borne fo high, 

Our aicry bflildeth in the Cedars top. 

And dallies with the wmde,and feernes the funne. 

£>u. M. Andturnes the funne to fliade, alas, alas, 

Witnes my funne, now in the fhade of death, 

Whofe bright outlhining beamcs,thy cloudie wrath. 

Hath in eternall darknelfc foulded vp : 

Your aierie buildeth in our airies neaft.. 

G God that fee ft it, do notfuffer it : 

As it was wonne with bioud, loft beitfo. 

Bucki, Haue done for fliame if not for charitie. 

V rge neither charitie nor fhame to me, 
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of Richard thetfarfdL 

Vncharifably with me haue you dealt. 

And fhamcfully bv.you my hopes arc butcher d, 

My charitie is outrage,iife roy flume, 

And in my flume ftill liue my forrowes rage. 

Burl’. Haue done. 

O princely Buckingham,! will kiffe thy hand. 

In figne ofleague and amitie with thee ; r 

Now fa ire befall thee, and thy princely houfc, 

Thy garments arc not fpotred with our bioud, 

Nor thou within thecompaffe ofmy curfe. 

Buck. Nor no one here, f or curfes neuer gaflk 
Thelips ofthofe that breath them in thc jyrfr 0 
M. He not beleeue but they afeendthe skie. 

And there awake Gods gentle fleeping peace. 

O Buckingham beware ofyondcr dog, * • - , ' 

Lookc when he fawnes,hc bites, and when he bites. 

His venome tooth will rankle thee to death, 

Haue not to do with him, beware of him: 

Sinne, death, and hell haue fet their marfees on him, 

And all their mini fters attend on him. 

Glo. What doth fhe fay my Lord of Buckinghatn^ 

Buck. Nothing that I refpedt my gracious Lord. " 

£KMar. What doe ft thou fcornc me for my gentle coun- 
And foothetbcdiuell that I warne thee from? (fell,. 

O but remember this another day, 

When he (hall fp 1 it thy very heart with ferrow. 

And fay poorc Margaret was a prophetefie : 

Liue each of you the fubie&s of his hate, 

And he to you,a nd all of you to Gods. Exit. 

Haft. My baire doth ftand on end to heare her curfes. 

. Riu. And f odo. th mine, I wonder llieesatlibcrtie. 

Glo. I cannot blame her by Gods holy mother. 

She hath had to© much wrong, and I repent 
My part thereof that I haue done. 

£ht. I neuer did her any to my knowledge. 

Glo. But you.haue all the vantage of this wrong, 

Iwas too hot to dofome body good, 

That is toocoldein thinking ofitnow: 

Marry as for Clarence, he is well repaid, 

C. y H:e 
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the Tragedle **1 

He is frankt vp to fatting for his paines, 

God pardon them that arc the caufc of if. 

Rtu. Avertuoss andaChriftianlike conclufion. 

To pray for them that hauc done fcathe to vs. 

Glo. So do I ciier being well aduifde, 

For had I curd, now I had cur ft my fclfe. 

Cat/. Madatne his maiertic doth call for you. 

And for your noble Grace : and you my nobl eLord^ 

£>tu Catsby,we come, Lords will you go with vs. 

Rt. Madame, we will attend your Grace. Exeunt ma. Clo. 

Glo. I do^jec wrong, and fir ft began to braulc, 

The fecrct mTicnicfc that 1 fetabroach, 

I lay vnto ttie grieuous charge of others. 

Clarence, whom I indeed hauc laid in darkeneile: 

I do beweepc to many fimplc guls : 

Namely to Haftings, Darby, Buckingham, 

And fay it is the Quccnc,and her allies 
That ftirre thc-K.againft the Duke my brother. 

Now they belceue me, and withall whet me 
To be rcuengd on Riuers,Vanghan,Gray. 

But then figh,and with a piece of feripture, 

Tell the® that God bids vs ro do good for euill 
And thusl cloath my naked villanie 
With old odends,ftolne out ofholy writ, • 

And fcemeTSaintjwhcn mod I play the Diucll. 

But foft here comes my cxccutioners.£»/er Executioners. 

How now,my hardy ftoutreibiued mates, 

Ar e y e n ow going to difpatch this deed ? 

Exe. Wc are my Lord,and come to hauc the warrant, 
That we may beadmitted where he is. t i 

Glo. It was well thought vpon, I hauc it hearc about me.; j 
When you haue donc,rcpaire to Crosbie place : 

But firs, be fudden in the execution : 

Withall,obdurate:donothearehimpleadc, ^ 

For Clarence is well fpoken, and perhaps ^ ] 

May rooue your hearts to pittie ifyou mark him, 

Ext. Tu(h,feare not, my Lord we will not ftand to prate. 
Talkers are nogood doers beailurcd : 

Wc come to vfc our hands and not our tongues. 
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©f Richard the third. 

eld. Youreie* drop milftoncs, when foole* eics drop tears, 

I likeyou Lads, about your bufinciTe. Exeunt, 

Enter Clarence } Brekettbury. 

Bro. (Vhy lookes your Grace fo heauily to day i 
£la. Oh,IhaucpaftamifcrabIcnight, 

So full ofvgly fights, ofgaftly dreames, 

That as I am a Chriftian faithfull man, 

I would not fpend another fuch a night, 

Theugh t'were to buy a world of happic dayes, 
Sofullofdifmallterrorwasthctime. 

Bro. rrhat was your dreame f I long to heare you tell it. 

Cla. Me thought I was imbarkt for Burgundic, 

And in my company ray brother Gloccfter, 

Who from my cabbin tempted me to walke 
Vpon the hatches,thence we lookt toward England, 

And cited vp a thoufand fearefull times, 

During thewsrresofYorkc and Lancaster, 

That had befallen v* : as wcpaftalong, 

Vpon the giddy footing of the Hatches, 

Me thought that Gloftcr {tumbled, and in (tumbling 
Strookc me (that thought to ftay him) ouer-boord 
Into the tumbling billowes ofthe maine. 
lord, Lord, me thought what painc it was todrowne, 

Whit dreadfull noyfc of waters in mine cares,. 

What vgly fights of death within mine eyes: 

Me thought I faw a thoufand fearefull wracks, 

Ten thoufand men that fifties gnawed vpon, 

Wedges ofgold,greatAnchors,heapesofpcarIc, 

Ineftimable (tones, vnvalucd iewels, 

Some lay in dead mens fculs,and in thofc holes 
Where ey es d i d on cc i n h a bi te, there were crept. 

Astwerc in (come ofeyes, reflecting gems, 

Which wade the flimic bottom of the deepe, 

Andmockt the dead bones thatlay feattered by. 

Bro. Had you ('uch Icifure in the time of death. 

To gaze vpon the fccrctsofthedeepe ? 

Cla. Me thought I had : for (til the enuious flood 
Kept in my foule,and would not let it foorth, 

Tokcepcthccmptie vaftand wandring ay re, 

But 
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Th Tifgcdic 

But (mothered it within my panting bulke, 

Which aim oft nurd: to belch it in the lea. 

Brokj Awakt you not with this foreagonie ? 

CUr . O no,mydreamewasIengthnedaftcrIifie, 

0 then began the temped to my foulc, 

Who pad (me thought) the melancholy floud, 

Witn thar grim ferriman which Poets wr te of, 

Vnto the kingdome ofperpetuall night : 

The firft that there did greere my (hanger foulc. 

Was my great father in law,renowmcd Warwick, 

Who cricdaloud, what fcourge for periurie 
Can thisdarke monarchieafford fade Clarence ? 

And fo he vaniflit : then came wandring by, 
Afhadowlikean Angeil jn bright haire, 

Dabled in bloud,and he (queakt our aloud, 

Clarence is come, fade, fleering, pcriurd Clarence, 

That dabd me in the field by Tcuxburie : 

Seazc on him furies, rake hi m to your torments, 

With that me thought a legion of fcule fiends 
Enuironed me about, and howled in mincearcs, 

Such hidious cries, that with the very noife, 

1 trembling, wakt, and fora feafon after, 

Could not belccuebutthatl was in hell, 

Such terrible impreflion made thedrearne, 

Bro. No maruell (my Lo.) though it affrighted you, 
Ipromife you, I am afraid to hearcyou tell it. 

Cla. O Broken buric,I haue done thofe things. 

Which now bcareeuidence againfl my foule, 

For Edwards fake, and fee how he requites me. 

I pray thee gentle keeper ftay by me. 

My foule is heauic,and I faine would (leepe. 

Brok- I will (my Lord) God giue your Grace good reft, 
Sorrow brcakesfcafons,and repofinghowers 
Makes the night morning, and the noonetide night. 
Princes haucb ttheir titlesfor theirglories, 

An outward honour for an inward toyle : 

And for vnfclt imagination. 

They often fccle a world of reflldfc cares : 

So that betw ixt your titles, and Jo we names. 






There’s 



of Richard the third. 

There’s nothing differs but the outward fame. 

The mttrtki revs enter. 

In Gods name what arc yoi^an^how came you hither? 

Exe. I would Ipcafjc wite Cfarcnce,and I came hither on mjr 
Bro. Yea, are ye fo briefe / ( ^ e S s - 

z. Exe. O (ir,itis better be briefe then tedious, 

Shew him our commiffion tal<e no more. Herettdethit. 

Bro. /am in this commanded codcliuer 
The noble Du£c of Clarence to your hands, 

/will not reafon what is meant thereby 
Bccaufc I will beguiltlelfcofthe meaning: 

Heere are the £eyes, there fits the Daks a Aeepc 5 
lie to his Maieftie and ccrtific his Grace, 

That thus / haue refignd my place to you, 

Exe. Do fo, it is a poy fit of/Tifcdome. 

2. /That (hall we ftab him as hefleepes? 

1. No, then he will fay twas done cowardly 
f/Tien he wakes. 

2, /Then he waives, 

Why foolc he Hull ncuer mk? till the iudgement day. 

1. Why then he will fay we ftabd him (leeping, 

2. 7 'hc'vrging of that word iudgement, hath bred 
A£inde ofrcmorfe in me. 

I. /^hat, art thou afraid/ . 

z r Not to ^5 b.im hauing a warrant for it, but to be damn* 
Forf-illing him, from which no warrant can defend vs. 

J. Backto the Dakc of Qloftc r,teH him fo. 

2 . 1 pray thee flay a while,/ hope my holy humour will - 
Change, twas wont to hold me but while one would tel. «. 

1 . How doeft thou fcele thy fclfe now/ J™' 

2 Faith fome certainc dregs of confidence are y ct wrthan 

1. Remember our reward when the deed is done. 

2. Zounds hr dies, I had forgot the reward. 

1 . Where is <hy confidence now / 

2. In the Duke ofGloftcrs purfie. 

1, So when he opens his purfie to giuc vs our reward, 

Thy confidence flies out. 

2. Let it goe,thcr’s fewe or none will cntcrainc it. 
i . How if it come to thee againe ^ 
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* . Tic not meddle with it, it is a dangerous thing. 

It makes a man a coward. A man cannot ftcale, 

But it accufejh him, he cannot fl ealc but it checks him t 
He cannot lye w:*th his neighbours wifebut itdetefts 
Hiirij.it is a blufhing fhamfaft fpirit that mutinies 
In a mans bofome : it fils one full ofobftacles^ 

It snademconcereftorea -aiece of gold that I found. 

It beggers any man that kcepcs it : it is turnd out of all 
Townes and Cities for a dangerous thmg,and euery 
Man that meancsto hue well,endcuours to trull 
To himfcife,atid to iiue without it. 

1 Zounds, it is euen nowat my elbow perfwading me 
Notto kill the Duke. 

2 Take the deujdl in thy minde,and belecue him not, 

He would infinuate with thee to make thee figh. 

1 Tut, lam ftr-ng in fraud, he cannot preuaile with me, 

1 warrant thee. 

2 Stood Jikea tall fellow that refpefts his reputation, 

Come (hall we to this gcare? 

x Take him oner the coftard with the hilts of my fword. 
And then we wil chop him in the Malmfey butin the next 

2 Oh, excellent dcuice,make aloppeofhim. ( roomc: 

1 Harke,he ftirs, fhalil ftrrke? 

2 No, firft lets reafon with him* Cla. awaketb. 

Cla. rfiiereart thou Keeper,giue me a cup of wine. 

1 7ou (hall haue wine enough, my Lo. anon. 

C la. In Gods name, what art tht^u I 

2 A man, as you are. 

C/a « But not as I am, royal!, 
i Noryouas we ar e, loyal!. 

C la. Thy voyce is thunder, but thy lockes are humble. 

2 My v oyee i s now the ki ngs, my looses mmeownc. 

Cla. How darkdy and how deadly dooft thou fpeake ? 

Tell me who are you ! wherefore comeyou hither i 
A ». T o, to, to. 

Cla. To murther me l j m /_ 

Cla. You fcarfely haue the heartsto tell me fo 
An d therefore cannot haue the hear s ro do it, * 

Wherein my friends haue /offended you ? 

i. Offend 

AA /JJt? J?\BY in 
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— Richard the third. 

1 Offended vs you haue not , but the Xing. 

Cla. /Iha.ll bereconcild tohimagaine. 

2 Neuer my Lo. therefore prepare to die. 

Cla. Are you caid forth from out a world of men 
To flay the innocent? what is my offence? 
jrbete are the guidencc toacculemc? 

What lawful! queft haue giueh tiicir verdirft vp 
Vntotbe frowning iudgc,or who pronounc’d 
The bitter fentcnce of poore Clarence d^atb. 

Before / be conuitft by courfc of law? 

To thereaten me with death is mod vnlawfull: 
/charge you as you hope to haue redemption, 

By Chrifts dcarc blood flied for our greeuous fins 
That you depart and lay no hands on me, 

The deede you vndertake is damnable. 

1 What we will do, we do vpon command* 

2 And he that hath commanded is the king. 

Cla. Erronious vaffaile,the great King of Kings, 

Hath in his T ables of his Law commanded, 

That thou fhakdoeno murther, and wilt thou then 

Spume at his cdicl,and fulfill a mans? 

Take heedc/or he holdcs vengeance in his hands, 
To hurle vpon their heads that breakc his Law. 

i And that fame vengeance doth he throw on thcc s 
Forfalit forfwcaringand for murder too ? 

Thou didft receiuerhe holy Sacrament 
To fight ir quarrell of tbehcufe ofLancafter, 

1 And fisc a traitor to the name of God, 

Did It breakethat vow, and with thy trcchcroys blade 
Vnripft the bowels of thy foueraignes fonne. 

2 Whom thou wert fwort e to cherifliand defend. 

i How eanft thou vrge Gods dreadfull law to vs, 

yyhen thou haft broke it in fo ikare degree ? 

CL. Alas, for w trefe lake did /that ill deed ? 

For E i ward, ‘or my brother, for his lake t 

}V ; »y firs, he fends ye nor to .n r 4 er me fos this, 

For r ■ thisfin'ffr be IS jsdecr : as r 
I' God will bt r- engr d h’-S -Scale? 
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He needs no indirect nor law full courfe, 

To cut offthofe that hauc offended him. 

i. Whomadethee then a bloody miniftcr, 

When gallant fpring , braue Plantagcnef, 

That Princely Nouice was ftrooke dead byrhee / 1 
Cla. My brothers loue^t heDeuill^ and my rage, 
i . Thy brothers Joue,thc deuil!,and thy fault, 

Haue brought vs hither now to murther thee. 

Cla. Oh,i f you louciirother, hate not me, 

I am his brother,and fioue him well : 

It you be birdefor need, go backcagaine, 

And / will fend you to my brother Glcccfter, 

Who will reward you better for my life. 

Then Edward will fortydmgsofmy death. 

2 You are dcceiu d, vour brother Gloccfter hatesyou. 
Cla. Oh no, he loues me and he holds me deare, 

Go you to him from me. 

Am. I, fo we will. 

C/a. Tell him, when that our Princely father Yorke 
Blefl: his three fonnes with hie vidonousartr.c : ’ 

And chargd vs from his ioule to louc each other 
He little thought of this diuidcd freindfhip. 

Bid Gloccfler thinke of this and he will wrepe. 

Am. I, milflones,as he If (fond vs to uei oe.* 

Cla. O, do not dander him for lie is kinde, 
i. Right.as (now in harm ft, thou deceiufl thy fclfe 
Tishethat lent vs hither now to murder thee, 

Cla. It cannot be; for when 1 parted with him. 

He hudg me in hisarme 3 , and fwore with fobs, 

That he would labour my deliucrie. 

2„Why lo he doth,nowhcdc!iuersthee 
From this> worlds thraldome : to the ioyes of heauen. 
r . Make peace with God, for you mufl die my Lord 
Cla. Haft thou that holy feeiling in thy Ioule, 

To counfell me to make ray peace with God 
And art thouyettorhyownefoulc fo blind/ 

That tnou wilt war with God for murdering tae > 

Ah firs confider he that fetybuon 

To do this deedc,w/l hafeyou for this deede, 

2. irhzt 
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of Richard tbethrid. 

itrbatflnW we do? 

C/a. Relent and faue your foules. 

1 Relent, tis cowardly and womanifli. 

C/a. Not to relent, is bcaftly ; fauagc, and diuclifli 
My friend, /(pie Lome pittic in thy lookes : 

Oh /( thy eye be not a flatterer, 

Conic thou on my fide and entreate for me : 

A begging Prioce,whatbcggerprrtic» not? 

1 I thus, and thus: if this will not ferue, Heftabshim. 

lie chop thee in the malmcfey But in thenext roornc. 

2 A bloodie dcede,and defperarely performd, 

How faine like Pilate would I wafii my hand, 
Ofthismoftgricuousguiltiemurdcr done. 

r Why doeil thou not helps me? 
fiy heauen s the Duke Hull knowhow flacke thou art. 

2 I would he knew that I had faued his brother, 

Take thou thefee, and tell him what I fay, N ; 

For I repent me that the Duke is flame. Exit. 

1 So do not I, goe coward as thou art : 

Now mufti hide his body info me hole, 

Vntil! the Duke take order for hisbuuafl: 

And when Ihauemy meedl muftaway, 

For this wil out, and hert I muft not flay, "Exeunt. 

Enter King, fthiet ne, Haftings 7 &iuers y &c. 

-Kb*. So.nowlhaucdoneagooddayesworke, 

You (iccrescont nuethis vnited league, - . 

I eucry day cxpe&an Embaflage 

From mv Redeemer, to redeeme me hence: 

And now in peace roy foule (ball pan to h eauen. 

Since I naue (et my friends at peace on earth : 

Riuers ard Haftings/akc each others hand, 

Diflcmhlc not your hatred, fwcare youi loue. 

Rt. By heauen my heart is purgdtrom grudging hate, 

Ard v ith my hard I (cale my true hearts loue. 

Haft. Sothnue las I fwcare the like. 

Kmg. Take heed you dally not before yourKing, ‘ 

Leaft he that is the fupreme KmgofKijJgs, 

Confound your Hidden fal(hood,and award 
Either of you to be the others end. 

D } Haft 
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Haft. So prcfper /,as T fwecse pcrfcciloue. 

Rix. And /,as/louc Hillings wichmy heart. 

Kfn. Midam,yourfelfe are not exempt in this, 

Nor your Sonne Dorfet, Buckingham, nor you, 

^ ou haue beenc factious oneagaihft the other: 
fe,!oueJLoroi Ha Bings, let hun kdje your hand, 

Ann what you do, do itvnfainedly : 

J2%. HcfeHaftmgs, 1 will ncuer more remember 
Our former hatred, fo thriue I and mine. 

Dor. Thus interchange of loue,[ here proteft, 

Vpon my part (hall bevnusolable. 

ID. Andfofweatcl my Lord. 

Kin. Now princely Buckingham feale thou this league 
With thy embracements to my wiues al ! ies, 

And make me happie in your vnitie. 

Buc. When eucr Buckingham doth turne his hate 

On you,ory©urs,but with all dutiousloue 
Doth cherilhyou and yours, God punifh me 
Withhate,in thole where I experfimoft loue, 

When I haue mod neede to imploy a friend. 

And rooflalTurcd that be isa friend, 
Deepe,hollow } trechcrous,and full of guile 
Be he vntome.Thisdo I beggeof God, 

When I am cold in zcalc to you or yours. 

Kin. A pleating cordiall princely Buckingham, 

7s this thy vowc vnro my fickly heart : 

There wanieth new our brntberGJotierhere, 

To make the perfedt period of this peace. 

Enter Glocefier. 

Buc. And in good time here comes the noble Duke. 

Glo. Good morrow to my foueraigne king and ejucene. 
And princely peercs,3 happie time of day. 

Km. Happie indeed^s we haue fpent the day : 

Brother, we haue done deedesefeharitie : 

Made peace ofenmitie,faire loue of hate, 

Betwecne thefe /welling wrong incenled I J ceres. 

Go. A blelled labour mof ucraigne liege, 

Atnongft this punccly n£apc,ifany here 
By raife intelligence, or wrong furmife, 
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of Richard the third. 

Hold me a foe,ifI vnwittingly or in my rage, 

Haue oughtcommittedthat is hardly borne 
By any in this prefence, I defire 
To reconcile me to his friendly peace, 

Tis death to meto beatenmitie. 

7 hate it, and defire all good mens loue. 

Firft Madame,! inrrcauieace ofyou, 

Which I will purchafe with my dutious feruice. 

Ofyou my noble coufen Buckingham, 

7f eucr any grudge wcrelod'gd betweerevs. 

Ofyou my Lord Ritiers ; and Lord Gray of you, 

That all without defert hmefrownden me, 
Dukes.Earles, Lords, Gentlemen, in deed of all : 

1 do not know that Engl 111 man aliue, 

With whom my fouleis any iotteatoddes* 

More then the infant that is borne to night : 

7thanke my God for my humilitie. 

J£ff. A holy day (hall this be kept hereafter, 

I wouldto God all tirifes were well compounded, 

My foueraigne liege I do befeechyour Maieftic 
To take ou' brother Clarence to your grace. 

Glo. Why Madame, haue I oflved loue for this. 

To bcthuslcordc in this royall prefence ? 

Wno knowes not thatthenoblc Dukeis dead fr 
You do him imurictofcorrehiscoarfe. 

Ri. Whoknowe9notiieis dead i who knowes he b ? 

All (eeing heau n,whaf a worid is this ? 

Bnc. Lookel io pale Lore D'stfeft asthcreft? 

Dor. I n»y good Lord, & no or e in rhis prcfcncc, 

But his red colour hath forfeoke bischcekcs. 

Km. Is Clarence deadline order was reuerft. 

Glo. But he (pooref iule) byyour tirti order didc> 
And that a winged Mercury did bearc, 

Some tardie cripple bore the countermaund. 

That came too I agge to fee him buried: 

God grsuht that fomelelfe noble and iclTe loyall, 
Ncerer in bloody tboughts,but not-in blood : 

Dcferuc nut worfethen wretched Clarence did, 

And yet goc currant from lufpitioa. • Enter Barbie 







S 

LiucA b KiS— »i (It vi>rr, Lc. j?j ve-rs 
xS 



33 



TheTragedie 

Dar. A bopnc^my foucraignc) for my fcrufcc done? 

Kin. I pray thcc peace, my foule is full of forrow. 

Dar, I will not rife vnlcfle your highndlcgraunt. 

Km. Thenfpeake at once, what is it thou demaundft? 

Dar, The forfeit (foucraignc) pf myTeruants life, 

Who flew to day a fyotous gentleman. 

Lately attendant on the Duke of Norjfolke* 

Km. Haue / a tongue to doomc my brothers death. 
And Ihall the fame giue pardon to a flauc* 

My brother flew no man,hisfault was thought, 
Andycthispuniflunent was cruel! death. 

Who fued to me for him i who in my rage, 

Knecld at my feeteand bad me be aduifuc ? 

Who fpake of brother-hood i who of loue ? 

Who told me how the poore loulc did forfake 
The mightie warwicke,and did fight for me? 

Who told me in the field by Tcuxburie, 

PFhetr Oxford had me downe,hc relcued me, 

And faid,deare brother, liuc and be a KingJ 
Who told me when we both lay in the field, 

Frozen almort fodeath ; howhcdid lappe me, 

Euen in hisowne garments, and gau~ himfelfc 
All thin and naked to the numb cold n’ghr 2 
Alt this from my remembrance brutifli wrath 
Sinfully pluckr, and nota man of you 
Had fo much grace to putitin my minde. 

But when your carfers,or your waighting vaflailes 
Haue done a drunken fljughter,and defac'd 
The precious I mage of our deare Redeemer, 

You rtraightarc on your knees for pardon, pardon, 

And 1 vniuftly too,muftgraunt ityou 
But for my brother, not a malt would fpcake, 

Nor I (vngracious) (peake vnto my fc Ife, 

For hi m, poore foule : The proudeft ofvouaH 
Haue bene beholden to him in his life, 

Yet none ofyou would once plead for his life: 
OhGod,Ifeare thy iuflice will take holdc 
On me, and you, and mine, and yours for this. (Exit, 

ComeHaftings,heIpe me to my clofet,oh poore Clarence 
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of Richard the third. 



GVtf.This is the fruiteofrawncs :marktyounot 
How that the guiltie kindred of the Quecne, 

Loo% pale when they did heare ofCIarence death. 

Oh, they did vrgcitJfcll vnto the King, 

God will reuengent. Butcomeletsin 

To comfort Edward with our company. Exeunt. 

Enter Dutches of Torke rvtth Clarence children. 

Boy. Tell me good , Granam,is our father dead ? 

Dut. N© boy. ( breaft ? 

Boy. Why do you wring your hands and beat your 
jfnd crie, Oh Clarence my vnhappy fonne ? 

Gir/e. Why do you lookc on vs and (hake your head i 
And call vs wretches , Orphanes,caftawayes, 

Zf that our noble father be al iuc ? 

Dut. My prettic Cofens, you mifla^c me much, 

I do lament the fickneflc of the King : 

As loth to loofc him,notyour fathers death: 

It were loftlabour to weepc for one that’s loft. 

Boy. Then Granam you conclude that he is dead, 

The King my Vnclcis too blame for this . 

God will reuenge it, whom / will importune 
With dayly prayers all to that effect. 

Dut. Peace children peace, the King doth loue you well, 
Incapableand (hallow innocents, 

7ou cannot gefle who caufde your fathers death. 

Boy. Granam, we can; for my good ^nclc Gloccftcr 
Told me, the /Ting prouoked by the Quecne, 

Deuif'd impeachments to imprifon him: 

And when he told me lo he wept, 

And hugd me in his armc, and £jndly kj ft my chceke, 
Andbad mcrclie on him as on my father, 

And he would loue me dearely ashischilde. 

Dut. Oh that deceit fliould ftcale fuch gentle lhapes, 

And with a vereuous vizard hide foule guile, 

He is my fonne, yea and therein my (hame: 

2ct from my dugs he drew not this deceit. 

Z?<y.Tbinfjcyoumy /facie did diflemblc, Granam? 

Z>«r.IBoy. . 

Boy, 1 cannot thinkc it, har-kc, what noile is this ? 

E 
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The Tragedie 

Enter the ueene. 

J3*. Who dull hinder me to waiJc andweepe, 
io chide rny fortune, and torment my felfc ? 

He ioyue with blacke difpaircagainft ijjy felfe, 

And to my lelfe become an enemie.. . ' . 

Dut. What meanes chisfceane ofrude impatience?' 
To make an ad of tragickc violence, 

Edward, my Lord, your fonne dur king is dead. 

Why grow the branches, now tberootc is withred? 
Why wither not the leaues, the lap being gone? 

If you will line, lament .-if die, be briefe : 

That our fwifc winged foules may catch the kings^ 

Or like obedient fubieds , follow him 
To his new ^ingdromeof perpetuallrert. 

Dut. Ah fo much intertft hauc I in thylorrcw* 

As /had tide in thy noble husband: 

I haue bewept a worthy husbands death* 

^/ndliu’d by loo^jng on his images. 

But now two mirrors of his princely femblance, 

Arc cracktin peeces by roalignantdeath, 

And /for comfort haue butonefalfe glaile, 

Which greeues me when I fee my fliame in him*. 
Thou arta widow^yet thou art a mother, 

And hall the comfort of thy children left thee: 

But death hath fnatchtmy children fi o. mine armes, 
And pluckt two crutches from my feeble limmes, 
Edward and Clarence, Oh whatcaufc haue I 
Then, being but moiticofmy griefe, 

To cuergo thy plaints and drowne the cries? 

Boy. Good Aunt, you wept not for our fathers death, 
How can we aide you with our kindreds t da res? 

Girl. Our fatherleile difficile ivas left vfimoand, 
Tour widowes dolours likewile bcvnwcpf, 

Giae me no helpe in lamentation/. 

Xam not barren to bring forth laments, 

Ali fprings reduce their currents tominceies. 

That I being gouernd by the watry rooane, , 

May fend forth plenteous tearcs to drowne tbcworJck 
Oh for; my husband, ior my heire Lo. Edward, 
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of Richard the third. 

Amho. Oh for our father, for our deare Lo. Clarence.. 

Duty Alas for both, both mine Edward and Clarence* 
gu. What (hie. had I but Edward, and he is gone: 

*Am. rvhit /Tale had we but Clarence, and he is gone.? 

Dut, WlutTlaies had 1 bur they, and they are gone? 

Qu Was ncuer widow, had fo dearea lcifc. 

Arn. tFascuerOphantshad a dearer lode? 

Dut. Wi$ euer mother had a deal cr loifc, 

Alas, I am the mother of thefe moanes, 

Their woes are parceld mine are generall: 

She for Edward weepes, and fo do / : 

1 for a Clarence wcepe, fo doth not Pne.* 

Thefe babes for Clarence weepe, and fo do I : 

I for an Edward weejje, and fo do they, 

Alas, you three on roe threefold diftred. 

Powre all your teares,/am your forrowes nurfe, 

And /will pamper it with lamentations. Enter Glofter, 

" Glo. Madam haue confort, ali of vs haue caufe mtbotberf. 
To waile the dimminjg ofour (hining (larre: 

But nonecancurc their harmes by wailing them. 

Madame my mother,! do cry you mercie, 

I did not fee your grace, humbly on my knee 
/craueyour bleffing. 

Dut. God blclfe thfce,and put meeknes m thy minde* 

Loue,charitie, obedience, and true dutie. 

Glo. Amen, and make me die a good old man. 

Thats the butf'end of a y mothers bleffing: 

I maruell why her grac t did leauc it out ? 

Buck: 7©u cloudy ppnces,and hartforrowing pcefes, 

7*hat bearcthis mutual! heauicload of moane, 

Now chearc each othci^ineach others loue : 

Though ive hauc fpent bur haruefl forthij King, 

Wc are to reape the harped of his fonne : 

The broken rancour of tour high fwolne hearts, 

But lately fplintedAniMpd ioynd together. 

Mud greatly be prefer u’d.c her ilht, an c. .^ept. 

Me feemeth good that wt^hfome little trairc. 

Forthwith from Ludlow the yong prince be fetcht 
Hitherto London,tobecrowndour King. 
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Thef ragfdie 

G!o, Then be it (o : and go we to dctcrtn inc 
V/ho they lhall be that ftraight (hall port to Ludlow, 
Madame, and you my mother, will you go, 

To giue your ccnfuresinthiswaighriebufinedc.* 

A »f- ^ith ail our hearts- Exeunt. maZZVlo. Back* 

Buck. My Lord, who cueriourncyes to the Princ< ) 

F or Gods fake Iefnot vs two be behinde:- 
For by the way fie fort occafion, 

As index to the ftorie we lately ral^toff^ 

To parr the Qaecnes proude kindred from the ATing. 

Glo. My other fejfe, my counfcls confiftorie, 

My Oracle, my Prophet, my deare Cofen: 

/like a clnlde will go by thy direction : 

Towards Ludlow then, for we will not (lay behindc. Exit. 

Enter two Citizens. 

1 Cit. Neighbour we!! met, whither away fo faft i 

2 Cit. / promife you, /fcarcely know my felfe. 

1 Heare you the newes abroad ? 

2 1 that the King is dead. 

i Bad newes birlady, fcldome comes the better, 

I feare,/feare, twiil prooue a troublefomc world. Enter ane* 
i Cit. Good morrow neighbours. then Cit. 

Doth this newes hold of good Kings Edwards death? 
i It doth. j.Thcn maiflers Iooke to lee a troublous world 
i No, no, by Gods grace his (onne fhall raigne. 

3 Wo to that land thats gouernd by a childc. 

* In him there is a hope of gouernment. 

That in his nonage, counfcll vndcr him. 

And in his fulland ripened yeeres himlelfe, 

No doubt (hail then, and till then gouernc well. 

1 So flood the flate when Harry the fixt 
Was crown d at Paris.but at nine moneths olde. 

3 Stood the flare fo.?no good my friend not fb? 

For then this land was famoufly enricht 
With politike graue counfell : then the King 
Had vertuous Vnck s to protetfl his Grace. 

2 So hath this, both by the father and mother* 

3 Better it were they all came by the father, 

Or by the father there were none atalh 

For 
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of Richard the third ' 

T or emulation now, who lhall be nearefl, 
r^hich touch vsall tooneate ifGod preuentnot. 

Oh full ofdangcristhc DukcofGlocefler, 

And theQueenes kindred hautieand proude, 

And were they to-be rulde,and noMo rule, 

This fickly land might folacc as before. 

2 Come, come, we feare the woorfl,all fhall be well. 

3 When clouds appeare, wife men put on their cloakes. . 
When great leaues fall, the winter is at hand : 

Whan the fun fees, who doth notlooke for night? 
Vntimely (lormcs make men expert a dearth i 
All may be well : but if God fort it fo, 

Tis morethen we defcrue,or I expe< 5 h 

1 Trucly thefoulcsof men are full of d j readt 
Yccannotalmoft reafon witha man 

That lookes not heaudy and full of feare. 

3 Before the times ofchangc,ftiil isitfo: 
Byadiuineinftintftmens mindcs miftruft 
Enfuing dangers, as by proofs we fee, 

The waters fwcl I beforea bo) flrousflorme : 

But leauc it all to God : whither away ? 

2 We are lent for to the I uftice. 

3 Andfowasl,Ilebeareyoucompanie. Exeunt. 

Enter Caretinall, Dutches ofTorbe, ^u.yongTorke. 

• Car. Laftnigh t I heard they lay at Northhampton, 

At S ton i ftratf ord w i 1 1 they be to night. 

To morrow or next day they will be here. 

But. I long with all my heart to fee the Prince, 

I hope he is much growne fince la fl I faw him. 

£)j 4 . Bu\ I heare no,they fay my fonneofYorlse 
Hath almoftouertane him in his growth. 

Tar. I mother, but I would not haue it fo. 

But. Why my yong Coufin it is good to grow. 

Tor. Granam,one night as we did fit at fupper, 

My VncleRiuers talkt how l did grow 
More then my brother. I quoth my V nclc Clo. 

Small hearbs haue grace, great weeds grow apace : 

And fince me thinkes I would not grow fo raft, 

Becaufc fwcctc flowers are flow, and weeues make haftc. 
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TheTragcdic 

Dut. Good fa;<th,good faith : theiaying did not hold, 

In him that didobietftthcfatnctothec: 

He was the wretchedft thing when he was yong, 

So long a growing and Co leifurcly, 

That irthis werearule,he(hou!d begracious. 

Car. Why Madame, fo no doubt he is. 

Dut. I hope fo too, but yet let mothers doubt. 

Tor. Now by my troth if I had beene remembred 
I could haue giuen my Vncles Grace a flout, (mine. 

That fliould haue necrer teucht his growth then he did 

Dut. How my prettie Yorke ? I praj thee let me hearc it. 

Tor. Marry they fay, that my Vncle grew fo fall, 

That he could gnawa cruft at two houres hold : 

Twasfull twoyeer§,ere I could geta tooth. 

Granam this would haue beene a prettie ieft. 

Dut. I pray thee prettie Yorke, who told thee Coi 

Tor. Granam, his Nurfe. 

Dut. Why, (he was dead ere thou wert borne. 

Tor. Iftwere not ihe,I cannot tell who told me. 

J£u. A perilous boy : go too .-you are too ftmfwd. 

Car. Good Madame be not angry with thechiid. 

JIh. Pitchers haue eares. - ' Enter Dorfet. 

Car. Here comes your fonne,L"rd Marques Dorfet, 
What newes Lord Marques ? 

Dor. Such newes, my Lord, as grieuc&nie to vnfold. 

£lu. How fares the Prince i 

Dor. Well, Madame, and in health. 

Dut. What is thenewesthen ? 

Dor, Lord Riuers,and Lord Gray, are fent to Pomfrct, 
With them, Sir Thomas Vaughan, prifoners. 

Dut. Who bath committed them ? 

Dor. T he mightie Dukes, Gloceftcr and Buckingham. 

Car. For what offence ? 

Dor. Thefummeofall Ican,lhauedifclofed: 

Why, or for whatthefe Nobles were committed. 

Is all vnknowne to me, my gracious Lady. 

Slu Ay me, I fee the downefall of our lioufe, 
TheTygernowhathceazdthegentleHinde,* 

.Infulting tyrannie begins to iet. 
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of Richard the third. 

Vpon the innocent and lawlefle throane : 

Welcome dcftrmftion, death and maffaerft 
I fce?s in a Mappe the end of all. 

Em. Accurfed and vnquietwranglingdaies, 

How many ofyou haue mineeyes beheld J 
My husband loft his li fc^p get the ctowne, 

And often vpand downe my fonnes were toft, 

For me to toy and weepe their gaineand iofle, 

And being featcd,and domcfticke broyles 
Cleane ouerblown,themfclucs the conquerours, 

Make war vpon themfelues, blood againft blood 

Selfeagainft felfe,0 prepofterous 

And franticke outrage, end thy damned fplccne, 

Or let me die to looke on death no more. 

Come, come, my boy, we will to Sanftuarfc. 

Dut. Ilegoalongwithyou. 
fj)u. You hauenacaufe. 

Car. My Gracious Ladie,go. 

And thither bearc your treafureand your goods. 

For my parr, He reiigne vnto your Grace, 

The Seale I kecpe,and fo betide to met, 

As well I tender you, and all ofyours: 

Gome, lie conduct you to*the fanftuarie. Exeunt. 

TbeTrumpets found. Enter yong Prince, the Dukes of 
Gloceftcr, and Buckingham , Cardinall,&c. 

Sue. Welcome fweete Prince to London to your c 
Glo. Welcome deare Cofen my thoughts foucratgne. 
The wearie way hath made youmclancholie. 

Prin . No V ncle,but our erodes on the way, 

Haue made it tedious,wearifome,and heauie : 

I want more V ncles here to welcome me. 

Glo. Sweet Prince, the vntainted vertue of your yeercs. 
Hath not yet diued into the worlds deceit ; 

Nor more can you diftinguifh of a man, 

Then of his outward fliew, which God he knowes, 
Seldome or neucr iumpeth with the heart, 

Thofe Vncles which you want, were dangerous, 

Your Grace attended to their fugred words, 

Bat lookt not on the poy (bn of their hearts : 






The Tragedre ’ ^ 

God kcepe ycu from them, and from fuch falfc friends 
PrtH.Gqd keepe me from falid friends, but they were none 
CloMy Lord, the Maiorof London comes to greeteyou * 
Enter Lord Maior. 

Zt.MGod blefle your Grace, with health and happy dates 
Prtn. Ithankeyou good rrty L. «nd.thankc you all; ’ 

I thought my mother and my brother Yorke 
Would long ere this haue met vs on the way : 

Fie, what a flyg is Haftings that he comes not* 

To tel vs whetherthey will come or no. Enter L, Ha 

Buck. And in good time heere comes the Seating Lord 

Pnn Weicomc my Lord,what,wilI our mother come? ' 
v n wharoccafionGodhcknowcsnotl; 

TheQuecne your mother, and your brother Yorke 
Hauc taken Sandxiarie: The tender Prince 
Would faine come with me to m«te your Grace. 

But by his mother was perforce withheld 
Sue. -Fie, what an indirect and pceuiihctjurfe 
Is ehisofhcrs ! Lord Cardinal], will your Grace 
Pcrfwadc the Queene they fend the Duke of Yorke 
v nto his princely brother prcfently i 
If ihe denic,Lord Haftings go with them, 

And from her iealousarmes pluckc hirnperforce. 

Car. My L. of Buckingham, ifmy weake oratorio 
Can from his mother winne the Duke ofYorkc 
Anon exped him heere : but if flic be obdurate * 

To milde entreaties, God forbid 
^e lhouW infringe the holy priuiledge 

2, • , , Sanduaric ; not all this land. 

Would I be guiltieof fo great a fi nne. 

Buck. You are too fcnceleltc obftinate my Lord 
T oo ceremonious and traditional]. 

Weigh it but with the grofcncireofthis age. 

You breake not Sandhjaric in ieazing him : 

T 4 ic ber^fitthcreofis al waies gran ted 
To thofe whofc dealings haue deferued the place. 

And thofe who haue the wit to claime the place. 

This Prince hath neither claimed if, nor deferued if. 

And therefore in mine opinion cannot haue it. 
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Then taking him from thence that is not there, 

You b r eake no priuiledge nor charter there: 

Oft haue l heard of Sandluarie men, 

But Sandluarie children neucr till now. <. 

Car. My Lord,you Ihall oucrrulc my mindc for ottce : 
Come on Lord Ha&mgs , will you go with mV? 

* Haft. I go nay Lord. Exit. Car &Hcft. 

P>i. Good Lords make all the fpeedie haft you 
Say Vncle Glocefter,ifour brother come, ( may. 

Wh#re fhall wefoiourne till our Coronation? 

G/ff. Where it thinkft beft vnto your roysll fclfc: 

If I may counfe! you fomc day ot two, 

Your highnelfc (hall repoleyou at the Tower : 

Then where you pleafe & flialbe thought moll fit 
Forycurbeft health and recreation. 

Pri. I do not like rbc Tower of any placet 
Did Iulius Cxfer build that place my Lord? 

Buck, He did, my gracious L. begin that place. 
Which fince fuccedingagcs haue reedified. 

Prin. Is itvpon record, or els reported 
Suceffiucly from age to age he built it? 

Buck.. Vpon record my gracious Lord. 

Prin. But fay my Lord it were not regiflred, 

Me thinkes the truth fliould liuc from age to age, 

As twete retailed to all poftcritie, 

Euen to the generall ending day. 

Clo. So wifc,fo yong.they fay doneuer liue long; 

Prin. What fay you Vncle ? 

Glo. I fay, without Characters fame Hues long; 

Thus like the formal] vice, iniquitie, 

I moralize two meanings in oawword. 

Prin. That Iulius Cacfar was a famous man, 

With what his valour did enrich his wit, 

His witfetdowne to make his valour liuc ; 

Death makes no ccnqucft of his conquerour, 

For now he Hues in famc,though not in life : 
lie tell you what my Coufen Buckingham. 

Buck. What my gratious Lord ?• 

Prin. And if I liue vntill 1 be a man, 
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ThcTragcdie 

He win our auncient right in France againc. 

Or dye a (ouldier as I Jiu’d * king. 

Glo. Short Tom mers lightly haue a forward fpring. 

Enter yang York*, Ha flings. Cardinal. 

Bnc. Novvin good time, here comes the Duke of Yorke, 
Print Rich, of Yorke,how farts our nobl e brother l 
Tor. Well my dearc Lords fo mull I calfyou now. 

Prin. I brotherto our gnefc as it is yours : 

Too late he dide that might haue kept that title. 

Which by his death hath loft much mateftie. 

Glo. How fares our coufen noble L.of Yorke? 

Tor. I thanke you gentle vnclcs O my Lord, 

You faid that Idle weeds arc faftin growth i 
The Prince my brother hath out grownc me farre. 

Glo. He hath my Lord. 

Tor. And therefore is he idle ? 

Glo. Oh my faire coufen,! muft not fay fo. 

Tor. Then he is more beholding to you then f. 

Glo. He may command meas myfbucraignc, 

Butyou haue power in me as in a kinftnan. 

Tor I pray you vnclc giuc me this dagger. 

Glo. My dagger lit tie coufcn, with all my heart. 

Pnn. A begger brother? 

Tor. Of my kind vncle that [ know will giue. 

And be ing but a toy>which is no griefe to giue. 

Glo. A greater gift then that,Ilegiuc my cofen. 

Tor. A greater gift > Othatsthcfword too it. 

Glo. I gentle ccfcn, were itlightenough. 

Tor. Othan 1 feeyou will part but with light gifts, 

In weightierthingsyoule fay a begger nav/ 

Glo. It is too weightie for your grace to weare. 

Tor. F weigh it lightly were it hcauier. 

Glo. What would you haue my weapon Iitlc Lord ? 

Tor. I would that 1 might thanke you asyou call me, 

Glo. How ? Tor. Litlc. 

Prin. My Lo: of Yorke will ftillbccrolTeintalkc: 

Vncle your grace knowes how tobeare with him. 

Tor. Y ou meant to beare ir.e,not ro beare with me t 
Vnclc, my brother mockes both you and me, 

Because 
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of Richard the third; » 

Becaufethatl amlitlelikcan Ape. 

Hcthinkcs that you fliould beare me on your (boulders. 

Bnc. With whatafliarpcprouidcd wit hereafons, , 

To mittigate the fcornc he erne. his vncle, < If. 

Heprctcly and aptly taunts nunlclfe: 

So cunning 3nd fo youg is wondeifull. 

GloMy Lo: wilt plcafe you palfcalong? 

My fdfe and my good coufen Buckingham, 

Will to your mother, to entreat of her 
TomeetyouattheTowcr,and welcome you. 

Tor. What will you goc vnto the tower my Lord? 

Prin. My Lord Protedor will haue it fo. 

Tor. I (ball not fleepe in quiet at the Tower. 

Glo. Why , what Ibould you feare? 

Tor. Mary my vnclc Clarence angry ghoft: 

My Granam toldc me he was murdred there, 

Prin. I fcarc no vnclcs dead. 

Glo. Nor none that iiue, I hope. 

Prin. Andjfthcy hue, I hope I need not feare. 

But come my L. with a hcauie heart 
Thinking on thcm,goe I vnto the Tower. 

Exeunt Prtn. Tor. Haft. Dorfmanet. Bicb. Buc. 

Buc. Thinkcyou my Lo : this litlc prating Yorke, 

Was not inccnfcd by hisfubtile mother. 

To taunt and (corne you thus opprobrioufly ? 

Glo. No doubt, no doubt, Oh tis a perilous boy, 

Bold, quickc,invcnious, forward, capable. 

He is all the mothers, from the top to toe. 

Buc. Well let them reft: Come hither Catcsby, 

Thou art fwornc as deeply to effetft what we intend. 

As tlolely toconccalc what we impart . 

Thou kneweft our reafons vrgdc vpon the way s 
What thinkeft thou, is it not an calie matter 
To make William L. Haftingsofourminde, 

For the inftalmcnt of this noble T uke. 

In the fcatc royall of this famous He? 

Cntej. He for his fathers fake fo loues the Prince, 

That iic will not be wonnctocught agau-it him, 

Buc. What thinkeft thou then of Stanley, whac will he? 

F 1 Cat 
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Cat. He will do all in all as Ballings doth. 

Buck. Well, then no more but this: 

Go gentle Catcsby,and as it were a farre off, 

Sound Lord Hallings how he hands affefted 
Vnto daSr pHrpofc,Ifhe bevvillflfff 
Encourage him, and (hew him all our rcafons: 

If he be leaden, Icic, cold, vnwilling, 

Be thou lo too:and fobreakeoffyourtalke, 

And giue vs notice of his inclination, 

For vve to morrow hold diuided counfcls, 

Whpreinthy felfefhait highly be employed. 

Glo. Commend me to Lord Wiliam, tell him Catcsby, 
Hisancient knot ofdangerousaduerlaries 
To morrow are let blood at PomfrctCaftJe, 

And bid my friend for ioy of this good newes, 

Giue gentle Mifirdle Shore,onegcntlckirtc themore. 

Buck: Good Catesbyeffed this bufineiTefoundly. 

Cat. My good Lords bothswith all the heed I may. 

Glo. Shall we hcare from you Catcsby ere we fleepc? 

Cat. You hull my Lord. Exu Catesbj. 

Glo. At Crosby place ,thcre (hall you find vs both. 

Buck; Now my Lord , what (hall we do,ifwe percciuc 
William Lord Hallingswill not yeeld toourcompfots? 

Glo. Chop offhis head man, feme what we will do, 

And looke when I am King claimethou of me 
The Earledomeof Hcrford and themooucabfcs, 
WhcreoftheKing my brother flood ported. 

Buc, lie claimethat promife at your Graces hands. 

Glo. And looke to haue ityeelded with willingnelle. 

Come let vs fup betimes, that afterwards 
We may digeft our complots in fome forme. Exeunt. 

Ent er a melfenoer to Lord Hadinaj. 

A/eJf. What ho my Lord. 

Haft. Who knocks at the doore? 

Me/. A meflcnger from the L. Stanley. Enter L. Ha/, 

Haft. Whats a clockc? 

Mef. V pon the flrokc of foure. 

Had. Cannot. thy maifler (Iccpethcteditousnights? 

MeJ. So itlhould feeme by thatl hauc to (ay: 
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of Richard tfrethirdr * - ',- 

fir ft hecommends himtoyour noble Lordfliip. 

Haft. And then. Mef. And then he fends you word, 

He dreamt to night the Bearc had cade his helmc : 

Belides he fayes, there are two cqun ccls held, 

And that may be determind at th« one, 

Which may make you and him torew at the other, 

Therefore lie fends to know your Lor fhids pleafurc 
Ifprefently you will take horfc with him, 

And with all fpced poft into the North, 

To (bun the danger that hisfoulediuines. 

Haft. Good fellow go,returnc vnto thy Lord: 

Bid hi m not fcare the leparated councels; 

His Honour and my felfc arc at the one* 

And at the other is my feruant Catcsby: 

Where nothing can proceed that toucheth vs, 

WhercofI (bail not haue intelligence. 

Tell him hisfearesarc (hallow, wanting inftancic. 

And for hisdreames,! wonder he is fo fond, 

Totruft the mockeric o( vnqtiiec (lumbers. 

To flye the Boare before the B oare put fuc vs, 

Were to inccnfc the Boare to follow vs, 

And make purfuite where he did mcane no chafe. 

Go, bid thy matter rife and come to me, 

And we will both together to the Tower, 

Where he (bill fee the Boare will vfe vs kindly. 

MtJ. My gracious Lord, lie tell him whatyoufay* Exrt. 

Enter Catcsby to L. Haftin^s. 

Cat. Many good morrow cs to my noble Lord. 

Hafl. Good morrow Catesby:you are early flirting, 

What newesy what ncwcs,in this our tottering ftate? 

Cat. It is a reeling world indeed my Lord, 

And Zbelecuc twill ncuer ftandvpright 
Till Richard wcare the Garland of the Realme. 

Had. Whofw earethc Garlandfdo eft thou mcane the 
Cat. I my good Lord. f rowne? 

Haft. lie haue this crowncofmine, cut from my moulders 
Ercl will feethe Crowne fofoulc mifpiafte: 

But canftthou gcflethathedothaymcatitJ 

Cat. Vpon my life my L. and hopes to findc you forward 
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Vson his party for the gaine thereof, 

And tijerevpon he fends you this good newes : 

That this tame very day, your enemies, 

The kindred of theQueene mu(l dicat Pomfret. 

Haft. Indeed lam no mourner for that newes, 

Becaule they bans becne ftillmineencmies: 

But that lie giue my voy cc on Richards fide, 

To barre my maifters heires in true difeent, ' 

God knowes [ will not do it to the death. 

Cat. God keepe your Lordihip in thatgracious minde. 
/£(/?. But I (liill laugh at this a tweluemonth hence, 

That they who brought rne in my Maiftcrs hate, 

I liue to iooke vpon their tragedie : 

I tell the Catcsby. fat. What mv Lord? 

Heft. Erea fortnight make me cider, 

I8e fend fome packing, that yetthinke noton it. 

Cat . Tisa vilcthing todie my gracious Lord 
When men arevnprcpard,and Jooke not for ir. 

Haft, O monftrous,monllrous,and lb fals it out 
With Riuers, Taughan,Gray:and fo twill doo 
With fome men eh, who thiakc thcmfeliies aslafc 
As thou, and I, who as thou kno wft are deare 
To princely Richard, and to Buckingham. 

Cat. The Princes both make high account ofyoUj 

F or they account h ; s head vpon the bridge. 

Haft, I know they do, and I haue well deferued i. 

Enter Lord Stanley. 

Wnat my L. whcreisyoui Boare-fpearcman/ 

Fcarc you the Boaxc and goc fo vnprouided/ 

Stan. My L. good morrow .-good morrow Catcsby; 

Y ou may left on, but by the holy Roodc, 

I do not like thefc fcucralf councels 1. 

Haft. My L. I hold my Ideas deare as you do yours. 

And ncucr m my life I do proteft. 

Was if mere precious to me then it is now, 

Thinke you but thatlknorwourftate iecure, 

I would befo iryumphant as /am? T 

WcfcioS!!ri'°.l’? t Po “ frt y vhc ? tht yr°de from London 
yv ere iocuu d , and fuppo idc their ftates was fure, 

And 







of Richard the thri<K " ‘ » 

Andindeed had no caufc to miftruft : 

Bnvy ctyoxx fee how foonc the day orccaft, 

This fudden fcab of rancor 1 miftloubt, 

Pray God, / fay , / proue a necdlelfe coward, 
jgut come my L. Ihall we to the Tower? 

Ha.. I go: but (Uy,heare you not the newes? 

This day thofc men you falkc of, arc beheaded. 

Sta. They for their trutn might better weare their heads, 

Then fome that haueaecufde them weare their hat: 

2,’ur come my L let vs away. Exit L Stawdlej , & Cat. 

Ha. Go you beforc,Ile follow prefently. 

Enter Haftinys a Purfiuant . 

Haft.tVc II met Haflings,how goes the world with thee? 

Pur. The better that it pleafe your good Lordih ptoask. 
Haft. I tell thee fellow, tis better with me now, 

Then when / met thee lall where now we mcctce 
Then was / going prifoncr to the Tower,. 

By rhcfuggcllion of the Qucenes allies; 

Bur now I tell thee ( keepe ittothvfelfe); 

This day thofc enemies are put to death, 

And I in better ftatethen cuerlwas. 

Pur. God hold it to your Honours good content. 

Haft. Gramercy Ballings, hold fpend thou that. 

He gates bint bis pu r fe. 

Pur. God faue your Lordfhip. Ex\t. Pur. Enter a Prieft. 

Haft. What fir /ohn,? cu are well met: 
lam beholding to you for your lall dayrs execife: 

Come the next Sabboth.and 1 will concent you. He whtfperrs 
Enter Buckingham. ( ln his eare. 

Buc. How now Lord Chamberlaine, what talking with a 
Yourfriendsat Pomfretthey do need the Pncfl. (priclll 

Your Honour hath no (b illing worke in hand. 

H-ft. Good faith, and when I met this holy man, 

Thole men you talltc of, came into my minde. 

What.goyou to the Tower my Lord? 

Buc. /do, but long 1 ball not Bay, 

/(hall rcturne before your Lordfhip thence. 

Haft. Tis like enough, for / flay dinner there. 

And Cupper too, although thou knowft it not : 
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TheTragcdic 

Co me /hall we goe along? 

Enter Sir Richard Rathfe , -with the Lord Riuers, 

Gray , and b'augbanfrijemers. 

R*a Come bring forth the pnfo'nels. 

Rif/, Sir Richard RatIifFc,let me tell thee this* 

Today /-halt thou behold a fubied: die, 

1 or truth, for dutie,and for loy al tic ^ 

Gray. God keepe the prince from all the pack ofyou: 

A knot you are of damned blood fuckers. 

Ru*. O Pom fret, Pbmfrct.Oh thou bloudic prifon. 

Fatall and ominious to noble Peeres : 

Within the guiltie clofure of thy walks 
Richard the fecond here was hackt to death: 

And for more (launder to thy diTmall foule. 

We giue thee vp our goiltldfc blouds to drinke. 

Gray. Now Margarets curfe is falncvpon ©ur heads, 

For (landing by, when Richard (labd her fonne. 

Ri. Then cutfl Ihc Ha flings, then curft flic Buckingham, 
Then curll fhc Richard. Oh remember God, 

To heare her prayers for them as now for vs, 

And for my fi(ler,and her princely fonne : 

Befatisficd deare God with our truebloudf, 

Which asthouknoweflvniuflly mull be fpilt. 

Rat, Come, come, difpatch, the limit ofyour Iiues isouf. 
Rit*. Come Gray, come Vaughan, let vs all imbracc 
And take our leaue,vn till we mecte in heauen, Exeunt, 

Enter the Lords to counfell. - 
Haf. My Lords at once, the caufc why wc are met, 

Is to determine of the coronation. 

In Gods name fay ,when is this royal! day ? 

Buc. Are all things fitting for that royall time ? 

Dar. It is, and let but nomination. 

BiJfj. To morrowthen , I guelfc a happie time. 

Rue. Who knowes the Lord Protestors mindc herein? 
Who is moll inward with the noble Duke ? ( his mind, 

Rt Why you my Lo : me thinks you fliould foonedknow 
Rue. Who I my Lord ? wc know each others faces: 

But for our hearts, he knowes no more of mine, 

Then I ofyours :nor I no more of his, then you ofmine, 

Lord 
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of Richard tfiethricu 

Lo?d Haflings.yru and hcatenearein loue. 

/&/?./ thanJce his grace,/ know hcIoucsmcweH: 

But for ijts pcrrolc m the coronation 
/hauenctlvunded hrn^nor he dcliuercd 
His gra cc $ p! adore* any wav therein ; 

But> on n v L. may name the time, 

A'-iq in t S*c Dukes bchalfc ilrgiue my voice, 

Which / prcfurre-herwiU take in gei tic part. 

B Now tn good lime here comes the Duke him felfc. 

Enter Gl (ler. 

Gio . My noble L and coufens all good morrow, 

/hauc bene long a flee pcr>but now /hope 
My abfcnce doth ncglt d no great defignes, 

Which by my prefence might hauc bene concluded* 

Buc. Had not you come vpon your kew my Lord^|^|: 
Wiliam L. Haflmgs had now pronoun ft your par 
/ meane your voice for crowning of the king. 

Glo. Then my L.Haftings, no man might be bolder, 

His L otdflnp knowes me well, and loues me well. 

Haft /thankcyourgrace. 

Glo . M ; Lord of Elie. 

Bijb . My Lord. 

Glo . rrhen / was la ft inHolborne, 

/fa we good (Ira wherries in your garden there, 

/do btfecch you fend for fomc of them, 

Bi/h*Jgpc my Lord. 

(//<;. Ccufcn Buckingham, a word with you: 

Catcsby hathfourded Mattings in ourbufineflfc* 

And fiudcsfhcceflv gentleman fo bote, 

Ashewillloolc his head are giueconfcnt, 

H s maitters(onneasv*oi!h<pfuIlherermcsif, 

Snail loofe rhe royalticof Englandsthroane. 

Bhc withdraw you hence my L. /le follow you. Ex- Glo* 

Dar Wz hauc nor yet fet downe this day of triumph, 

To morrow m mir e opinion is toofooncs 
Fcr [ my lelfe am a not fc well prouideeb 
Aselic/ would be were the day prolonged. 

Enter the Bijbop ofEltf, ( berric $. 

Bi % wh ere is my L. Pi otedor ,/hauelent for thefe flraw- 

G H*&. 
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. . fragedie. 

Hajl. His Grace lookcs cheerfully and fmoothto day 
Thcrcs (ome conceit or other likes him well, * 

When he doth bid good morrow with fuch a fpirir 
/thinke there is ncucraman inChriftendomc, 

That can lelTcr hide his lone or hate then he: 

For by hss face draight /hall you know his heart 

Dar. What ofhis heart preceiue vou in his face. 

By any likelihood he lliewed to day > 

Haft. Mary , that with no man here he is offended, 

For if licwere, he would hauefliewen it in his face. 

Dar\[ Pray God he be not , / fay. 

Enter G left cr. 

Gh. 7 pray you all, what do they deferue 
That do confpirc my death with diuellifh plots 
0> damned witchcraft , and that hauc preuaild * 
rpon nay bodic with their hellifh charnrcs .? 

Haft. The tender louc I bcare your Grice my Lord. 

Makes memod forward in this noble pre/ence 
To doome the offenders whatfoeuerthey be • * 

I /ay my Lord they hauedeferued death. 

Glo. Then beyourcyes the witne/Ic ofthis ill. 

See how I am bcwitcht , behold mine armc 
7 s like a blaflcd fapling withered vp. 

Z'nis is that Edwards wife, that monftrous witch, 

Conforted with that harlot (trumpet Shore, 

That by their witchcrafts thus hauc marked me. 

Hi(l. It they haue done this thing my gratious Lord. 

Glo. It jthou protedor ofthis damned ftrunipet* 

Tcjdrhou me ofiffes /tbouart a traitor. 

OfF.with his head. Now by Saint Paul, 

7 will not dine to day /dveare, 

Tiitill 7 fee the lame , fome fee it done • 

rhercfVthatIoueme,comeandfollowme. Exeunt ,manet 

Hy Wo , wo i for England , not a whit for me : Ca.wuh Haft. 
For /too fond might hauc preuentedthis: 

Stanley did dreame the boare did race his he/ine 
But / difdaind it , and did fcorneto die. 

Three times to day my footecloth horfc did dutiable 
And flanlcd when he lookt vpon the Tower, * 
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of Richard the third. 

A s loth to beare me to the daughter- houfe. 

Oh, now I want the Pried rhatfpake to me, 

1*60$ repent I told the Pur/luant, 

As twerc triumphing at mine enemies, 

How they at Pomfret bloodily were burcherd, 

And I my felfc ft cure in graccand fanour : 

Oh Margaret, Margaret : now thy heauic curfe 
Is lighted on poorc Hidings wretched head. 

Cur. Difpatch my LordjthcDukcwouldbeatdinner: 
Make a ffiort (hriff,hc longs to fee ycur head. 

Haft O momentary date of worldly men, 

Which wc more hunt for, then fiSrhc grace of heauen : 

Who builds his hopes in aire of your faire lookes, 

Liucs like a drunken Saylcr on a mad, 

Ready with euery nod to tumble downe 
Into the fa tail bowels ofthedeepe. 

Come leadc me to the blocke, beare him my head, 

They fmilc at me, that fhortly /hall be dead. Exeunt. 

Enter Duke ofGlofter and Buckingham in armour. 

Glo. Come cofen, canft thou quake & change thy colour ? 
Murther thy breath in middle of a word, 

And then begin againe and ftop awine, 

Asifthou wert didraught and mw with terror. 

Sue. Tutfearenotme. 

I can counterfeit the deepe Tragedian, 

Speake,and lookc backe,and prie on euery fide s 
Intending deepe fufpition,gadly lookcs 
Arc at my feruicc like inforced /miles, 

And both are readie in their offices 

To grace ray dratagems. Enter Maior . 

Glo. Here comes the Maior. 

Buc. Let rae alone to enterrainc him. LordMaio* 

Glo. Locke to the drawbridge there. 

Buc. The rcafon we haue fent for you. 

Glo. Catesbyouerlookethewallcs. 

Buc. IIarke,I hearca drumme. 

Glo. Looke backc, defend thee, here are enemies, 

Buc. God and our innocencic defend v,s. 

Glo . O, O, be quiet, it is Catesby. 

G 2 Enter 




TheTragedie. 

Enter Catesbymth Haftingtheak 
Cat. Here is the head of that ignoble traitor. 

The dangerous and vnfufpCiftedHaftings. 

Glo. So dearc l loud the man, that /muft wcepe 
1 tookc him for the plaineft harmclcllc man, 

That breathed vpon this earth a Chnftian; 

Looke ye my Lord Majors 
I made him my booke wherein my foulerecorded 
The Hittoric ofall her fccrct thoughts : 

So fmooth he daub’d his vice with fhew of vertue 
That his apparant open guilt omitted : 

1 meane his conucriation wit]£Shores wife. 

He laid from all attainder of fufpeeft. (traitor 

Back^ W'cil, well, he wasthecou rtft ilteltrcd 
That cucr liu’d ,would you haue imagined. 

Or almoft beleeue, wert nor by great preferuation 
Wc iiuc to teli it you ? The lubtile traitor 
Had this day plotted in the counlell houfc, 

To murder me, and my good Lord of Gloceftcr. 
Mayor. What , had he Co? 

G o. What thinke ye weareTurks or Infidels, 
Orthat we would againrt theepurfeof Law, 
Proceed thus tallily to the vilfaines death, 

Bur that theextreame peril! ofthecafe, 

Tnc peaccof England ,and ouc perfons fafetic 
Inford vs to this execution/’ 

Ma. Now faire befall yotghc deferued his death, 
And you my good L. both, haue well proceeded, 

To warncfalfc tra tors from the like attempts : 

I neucr lookt lor better at h is hands, 

After he once fell in with Mill relic Shore. 

C!o. Ter had not we determined he fhouiddie, 
rnrill your Lordlhipcame to fee his death, 

Which now the longing balleof thcfc our friends 
Some what again ft our meaning haueperuented, 
Bccaufc my Lord , wee would haue had you heard 
Tue rrairor fprake, and timeroufly confclle 
Tile manner, and the purpofe of his treafon, 
Tiutyou minght well haue fignified the lame 
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of Richard the third. 

Vnto the Cittizens,who happily may 
Mifconller vs in him, and wayle his death. 

Ma. My good L. your Graces word (hallfcrue, 

As well as I had fccne or heard him fpcake: 

And doubt yo i not right noble Princes both, 

But lie acquaint your dutious Citizens 
With all your iuft proceedings in this caufe. 

Glo. And to that end we wilhtyourLordfliip 
To auoid the carping fenluresofthe world, (here, 

Buc. But fine? youxa^e too late of our intents, 

Yet witnrtle what wedffintend.and fo my Lord adue. 

G ’o. After, after, Coufen Buckingham. Exit Maior. 
The M imrfowards Guild-hall hies him in all port, 

Thereat your mcctlUJuantageofthetimc, -* . 

I rerrethe bafierdy ot Edwards children': 

Tell them how Edward put to dearh a Citizen, 

Onely for faying he wowd nuke his lonne 
Heire to the Crow nc, meaning (*ndecd) his houfe, 

Which by the ligne thereof was tearmedfo. 
Mofcoucr,vrcehis hatefuil luxurie, 

And be ilia! 1 ppetite in change of lull. 

Which thctchcd to their let uants, daughters, wiues, 

Eucn where his lull! till eye,cr fautgc heart, 

Without control! liiled to make his prey : 

Nav lot a need thus farrccomc ncerc my perfon, 

Tell them, when that my mother went with child 
Qf that vnfatiare Edward, noble Totke, 

My Erincely father t' en had warresin France, 

And by mil computation of the time. 

Found, that (he i flue was not his begot, 

Which v < 1! appeared in his lineaments. 

Being nothing like the noble Duke myGther : 

But touch this (paringly flsitwrrc farreoft, 

Becaol : you know my Lord, my brother lines. 

Bar. Feare not, my Lord, He piay the Orator, 

As ifrhc golden fecfoi which 1 pleadc 
Were for my feifc. 

Gl*. If you r in i ue wH), bring them to BaynardsCanlc, 

Where you lhallfiudc tnc weM accomp-nicd ^ 
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W'ith reuerend fathers and well learned Bifliops. 

Buc. About three or fourea clockc looke to hcare 
fl'hit newes Guild hailaffordeth and fo my Lord farweji. 

Glo. Now will I in to take fume priuic order (£.v. Buc. 
To draw the Brats of Clarence out of light, 

And to giue notice that no manner of perfon 
At any rime hauc recourfc vnto the Princes. 

Enter a Scriuthtr with ft paper in his hand. - 
This is the Indnffmcnc of tht good Lord Mailings, 

Which in a fet hand fairely if engrolfd. 

That it may be this day read ouer ifPpflms : 

And markc how well the fcquell hangs together, 

Eleuen houres 1 fpent to write it ouer. 

Forycflcrnightby Catcsby u as it brought me, 

The prefident was full as long a dooing, 

And yet within thefe fiue houres iiued Lord Haftings, 
Vntaintcd,vnexamined : freest libertie : 

Here's a good world the while, ^hy who's fogrofle 
That fees not this palpable deuicef 
Yet who fo blind but fayes he fees it not ? 

Bad is the world, and all will come to nought, 

^'hen fuch bad dealing mutt be feene in thought. Exit, 
Enter Glocefier at one doore, Buckingham at another, 

Glo . How now my Lord what fay tlfc Citizens? 

Bnc. Now by the holy mother of our Lord, 

The Citizencs arc mummc,and fpeake nota word. 

Glo. Touchtyouthc Baflardy ofEdwardschildreti? 

Buc. I did:vvith the infatiategreedinefleofhis delircs, 

His tyranny for trifles: hi so wnebaflardy, 

As being got, your father then in France : 

TF'ithalll didinferreyourlienaments, 

Being the right Idea of your father, 

Both in pry forme and noblcncfleoftninde : 

Layd open all your victories in Scotland .• 

Your Difciplinc in warrtJWfflWome in peace: 

Your bountic, venue, fairc humilitic : 

Indeed left nothing fitting for the purpofe 
Vntouch'tjorfiieghtly handled in difcourle i 
And when my Oratoriegrew to end, 

< I bad 
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of Richard the third- 

I bad them that loues their Countries good. 

Cry, God fane Richard, Englandsroyall King. 

Glo. A, and did they fo? 

Bnc. NofoGodhelpcmc, 

Butlike dumbe flatuesorbreathlcfle flones, 

Gazde each on other and lookt deadly pale: 

Which whenlfaw,! reprehended them : (lence J 
And askt the Mayor what meant this wilfull fi- 
HisanfwercwaSjthc people werenotwont 
To be fpoketoo,but b y th^Rccordcr. 

Then he was vrgde to ten my talc agaiae : 

Thus faith the Duke, thus hath the Duke inferd : 

But nothing fpake in warrant from hirnfclfe : 

Jf'hen he had done,fomc followers ofmincownc 
At the lower end oft Ire hall, hurled vp their caps, 

And fomctcnvoyccscrycdjGodfaue King Richard: 

Thankes louing Citizens and friends quothl, 
Thisgencrallapplaufe and louing fljoute, 

Argues your wifedome and your loues to Richard : 

And fo brake offand came away. 

Glo. fV hat tonguclclfc blocks were they, would they not 
Buc. No by my troth my Lord. (fpeake? 

Glo. wi\\ not the Mayor thcn,and his brethren come l 
Buc. The Major is ^eere: and intend fornc fcare. 

Be notfpoken withall, but with mightie futc : 

And looke you get a prayer booke in your hand. 

And (hand betwixt two Church-men good my Lord, , 

For on that ground lie build a holy defcant : 

Be not cafic wonne to our requeft : 

Play the maydcs part, fay no, but fake it. 

Glo. Fcare not me, ifthoucanflpleade3S well for them. 

As I can fay nay to thee for my (clfc, 

No doubt wecle bring it to a happy ilTue. 

Buc. You lhal fee what I can do, get you vpto the lead s.F.x, 
Now my Lord Mayor,! dance attendance here, 

I thinkethc Duke will not be fpoken withall. Enter Ca>esbj. 
Here comes his feruan t : how now Catesby,wbat fayes he ? 

Cat. My Lord he doth entreat your Grace 
To vilkhim to morrow, or nextday.: . 

fit: 
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The Tragedie 

He is within with two rcuercnd Fathers, 

Diuincly bent to meditation, 

And in no worldly futc would he be mou’d, 

To draw him from his holy ex-frofe. 

Buc. Returne good ^afesby to thy Lord again, 

Tell him my fclfe,the Mrior and Citizens, 

In deepc defignes and nutters of g'cat moment, 

No lelfeimportingthen outgeneral! good, 

Are come to hauefome corerencc with his grace. 

Cat. lie tell him what you fay my Lord. Exit. 

Buc. A ha my Lord.this princcts not an Edward: 

He is not lulling on a leaud day bed, 

But on his knees at meditation : 

Not dallying withabraceofCurtizans, 

But meditating with two deepe Duioes : 
Notflecpingtomgtollt his idle body, 

But praying to inrich his watchful 1 foule. 

Happy were England, would this gracious prince 
Take on himfelfe the foncraigntic thereon, 

But furc I fcare we (hall ncuer'winne him to it. 

Adai. Marry God forbid h s grace fhould lay vs nay. 

Enter Catesby. 

Buc. I fcare he will, how now Catesby, 

What fayes your Lord i 

Cat. My Lord he wonders to what end you hauc aflembled 
Such troupes of Citizens to fpeake with him, 

His grace not being warnd thereof before: 

My Lord, he ft res you meaneno good to him, 

Buc. Sory I am my noble coufen fliould 
Sufpcdt me that I meane no good to him. 

By heauen I come in perfeft loue to him, 

And fo once more rcturneand tell his grace: Exit Catesby, 

/Tiien holy and deuout religious men, 

Arc at their beads,tis hard to draw them hence. 

So fweet is zealous contemplation. 

Enter Hich.and trvo Bifbops aloft. 

AE tor. Seewhrrchr ftaifds hetweene two Clergimcn, 

Buc. Two props ofvemie for a Chri Ilian Prince: 

To (lay him from the faii of vanitie, 

'Famous 
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of Richard the third. 

Famous PIantagenet,raoft gracious igEincg, 

Lend fauourablc earcs to my rcquclt^ 

And pardon vs the interruption ** 

Ofthy deuotion and right Chriflian zeale. 

Clo. My Lord,there needs no fuch apologie, 

I rather do bcfeech you pardon me, 

Whoearneft inthcferuiceof my God, 

Neglcd the vifitation of my friends : 

But leauing this, what is your Graces pleafure? 

Buc. Euen that 1 hope which pleafeth God aboue, 

And all good men of this vngoucrnd lie. 

Gh. I do iufpedt , l hauc donefome offence, 

That feeme difgracious in the Cities eyes, 

And that you come to reprehend roy ignorance. 

Buc. You haue my Lor<^: wou ! d itpleale your Grace 
At our entreaties to amend that fault. 

Glo. Elfe wherforc breath I in a Chriflian land? 

Buc. Then know it isyourfaultthatyou reflgne 
The fupreame Seate,thc Throne maiefticall, 

The Sceptred office of your Aunceftors, 

Thclincall glory ofyourroyallHoufe, 

To the corruption of a bleroiflit ftocke: 

While ft in the mildeneflcofyourflccpic thoughts. 

Which here we waken to your Countries good: 

This noble lie doth want Fnspropcr limbes. 

Her face dcfac’t with fears oTinfamie, 

And almofl Ihouldrcdtn this fwallowinggulphy* 

. Of blind forgctfulnelfi: and darkc obliuion: 

Which to recure we heartily folicite 

Your Gracious felfc to take on you the foueraigntiethcreof* 
Not as Proteftor , Stwcward , Subftitute, 

Nor lowly Fa&orforan othersgainc ? 

But as fucceffiuely from blood to blood? 

Your right of birth , your E no per ic, your ewne : 

For this conferred with the Citizens, 

Y our worlbipfull and very louing freinds, 

And by their vehement inftigation. 

In this luft fute come I to mouc your Grace. 

H 
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Git- 1 know not whi ther eto depart in filence, 

Or bitterly to fpeake in your reproofe, 

Bert ntteth my degree or yPfur condition: 

Your lone deferues my thankcA,but my defert 
Vnmei (table fliunnes your high requeft, 

Firft if all obftades were cut away, 

And that my path were eucn to the crownc, 

As my right reuenew and due by birth, 

Yet fo much is my pouertic of fpiric, 

So mightie and fo many my dcfe&s, 

As 1 had rather hide me from my grcatnefle, 

Being a Barketobrooke no mightie fea, 

Then in my greutneire couet to be hid, 

And in the vapour of my glory fmothered: 

But God be thanked theres no need for me. 

And much I need tohdpcyou if need were, 

The royall tree hath left vs royall frurtc. 

Which mellowed by the lkaling houresoftime. 

Will well become thefeate of maie(lie ; 

And make no doubt vs happie by his raigne, 

On him I lay what you would lay on me : 

The right and fortune of his happie ftarres, 

Which God defend that Ifliould wring from him. 1 
Bnc. My Lord, this argues confci cnc, i i your grree, 

But the refpc&s thereofare nice aocf fr iuiali, 

- Ail circumfhnces well confidered/*^ 

You fa> that Edward is your brothers lonne. 

So fay we too , but not by Edwards wife .- 
For firft he was contradl to Lady Lucy , 

Your mothcrl!ues,a witneife to that vow, 

And afterward by fubllitute betrothed 
To Btna , fitter to the king of France, 

Thefe both put by a poore petitioner, 

A care-craz 1 mocherof manychildtcn, 

A bcauty-wai n ing and d; ft reded wido we, 

Euen in the afternoon? of her bed dayes, 

Made prife and purchafeof his luflfull eye, 

Scduc tthe pitch and height of all his thoughts, 

To 
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of Richard thethrid. 

To bate declcnfion and loathdbigamie, 

By her in his vnlawfull bed he got, 

This Edward, whom our maners terme the prince ; 
More bitterly could I expodulate!^ 

S aue that for reucrence to fome aliue 
I gme a fparing limit to my tongue : 

• Then good ny Lord , take to your royall felfc, 

This proffered benefit ofdignitie? 

If not to bleifc vsand the land withal!, 

Yet to draw outyour royal! flocke, 

From the corruption of abiding time, 

Vntoa lineall true deriued courfe, 

Mai, Do good my Lord, your citizens entreat you. 

£at. O make them ioy full , grant their lawfull futc. 

G/a.Alas, whywould you heape thofc cares on me, 

I am vnfitfor dateanddignitie: 

1 do btfeech you take it not amide, 

I cannot , nor I will not y eeld to you. 

Buc, Ifyourefufeitas in ioueand zealc, 

Loth todepofc the childeyour brothers fonne, 

As well we know your tendernedc of heart, 

And gentle kind effeminate remorfe, 

Which we hane noted in you toyour kin, 

Andegally indeed toalieflates, 

Yet whether you acceptour futc or no, 

Your brothersjfonne iliall neuer raigne our king, 

But we will plant fome other in the throne, 

To the difgrace and "downfall ofyour heufe : 

And in this refolution here we leauc you, 

Come Citizens, zounds lie intreat no more. 

Glo. O do not fivcarc my Lord of Buckingham. 

Cat. Call them again, my L. andaccept their lute. 

Ano. Do, good my Lord, lead all the land do rew it. 

Glo. Would you enforce me to a world of care. ? 
Well, call them again, I am not made of (tones, 

But penetrable to your kind intreats, 

Albeit againft my confidence and my foulc, 

Cofcn of Buckingham, and you fage grauemen, 
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Since you will buckle fortune on my backc, 

To bearethc burthen whether l will or no, 

I mull hauc pacience to endure theloade, 

But if blackc fcandale or Jf^foule fac't reproach 
Attend thefcquellofyour impofition. 

Your mccre inforcemcnt Iliall acquittance me 
From all the impure blots and ftaincs thereof. 

For God he knowes , and you may partly fee, 

How farre I am from the defire thereof. 

May. God blellc your Grace, we fee it, and will fay it. 

Glo. In fayingfoyou fliall but fay the truth. 

Buc. Then I faluteyou with this kingly Title ; 

Longliue King /teW(/,Eng!andsroyaIl King. 

May. Amen. 

Bhc. To morrow will it pleafc*you to be crown'd ? 

Glo. Euen when you wiil,finccyou will haueitfo. 

Bhc. To morrow then we will attend your Grace. 

Glo. Come, let vs to our holy taske againe : 

Farewell good Coufen , farewell gentle freinds. Exeunt. 

Enter gueene mother , Dutchejfe ofTor^MarqUes 
£) orfet at one door e , Dutchefe ofGloceJler 

at another door e. > 

T>ftt. Who meets vs hecre,my Necce Plantagenct ? 

Sifter well met, whither away fo fa ft? 

Dm. Glo No farther then the Tower, and as I guefte, 

Vpon the like deuotionasyourfelucs, 

■To gratulatc the tender Princes there. 

Kind lifter thanks , weele enter all togithcr. 

Enter the Lieutenant of the Tower. 

And in good time here the Lieutenant comes. 

M. Lieu tenant, pray you by your Icaue, 

How fares the Prince? 

Lieu. Weil Madam, and in healthsbutbyyourleaue, 

I may not fuffer you to vifit him, 

The King hath ftraightly charged the contrary. 

fly. The King? why, who's that? 

Lieu. I cry you mercie,/meane the Lord Prote&or. 

£fu. The Lord proteft him from thatKingly title: 

Hath he fet bounds betwixt their louc and me 

/am 
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ggp ; of Richard the third. 1 

Jam their mother, who Ihould keepe me from them ? 

I am their father, mother, and will (eethe^p , ' 

Dut.Glo. Their Aunt /am in la w,in louc their mother : 
Then fcarc nottho u./ld jcarcthy blame, 

And take thy office from thee on my pcrill. 

Lieu, /do bcfecch your Graces all to pardon me t 
/am bound by oath, /may not do it. 

Enter LordStandly . 

Stan. Let me but meetc you Ladieg$ an hourc hence, 
And Uefaluteyour Grace ofYorke, as mother: 

And reuerent looker on, of two faire Qucenes. 

Come Madam, you muft go with me to Wcftminfter, 
There to be crowned Richards royall Quccnc. 

O cut my lace in funder, that my pent heart 
Mavhaue fome fcope to bc£j | g^lf^]£cund 
With this dead liking newes. 

Dor. Madame, haue comfort, how fares your Grace ? 
<fht. o Dorfet,fpeake not to me, get thee hence, 

Death and deftrudion doggethee attheheeles. 

Thy mothers name is ominious to children, 

If thou wil toutftrip death, goc crolfe the feas, 

<And line with Richmond, from the reach of hell, 

Goc hie thcc,hiethee,from this fkoghter heufe, 

Leaft thou inercafe the number of the dead, 

And make me die the thrall of Margarets curfe, 

Nor mother, wife, nor Engfands counted Quecnc. 

Stan. Full ofwile care isthisyourcounffiHM^iam,, 
Take all the fwiftauuat tage of the time, 

You Iliall haue U ttersfrbni me to my fonne, 

Tomcere yc u on the way, and wclcomeyou, 

. Be not taken tardle,by vnwife*dclay., 

Dut.Tor. 0.11 difpearfingwinde.ofmuerie, 

0 my accurfcd wombe,the bed of death, 

A Cocatrice haft thou hatcht to the world, 

Whofc vnauoyded eye is murtherous. 

Stan. Come Madam, I in all haftc was lent for* 

Duch. And /in all vnwillingnt ife will goe, 

1 would to God that the idciufiue verge 

Of golden mcttall that muft round my browc, 
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Were red horte fleele to feare me to the braine, 

Annoyntcd let mcjflth dcaftjy poyfon, 

And die, ere men can fay,God faue the Queene. •*> 

Alas poorefoule,! enuie notthvoJory, 

Tofeedemy humor, wifti thy iclf’enOTTarme. 

Dut.Glo. No, when he that is my husband now, 

Came to roe as 1 followed Henries courfe, 

When fcarce the blood was well walht from his hands 
Which iftued from nfljpthcr angel husband’. 

And that dead faint.wnich then I weeping followed 
O, when I fay, I iodic on Richards face, 

This was my wifh,be thou quoth I accurft, 

For making mcfoyong,fo old a widow. 

And when thou wedft,kt for row haunt thy bed, 

And be thy wife, if any be fo hadxje 

As miferablc by the dellffi onreej* 1 

As thou haft made me by my dearc Lordsdeath, * 

Loe,euen I can repeatetbis curfc againc, 

Euen in fo fhort a fpace,my womans heart 
Crofly grewcaptiueto his hony words, 

And prodd thefubicdls of my ownefoulcscurfe, 

Which cucr fmeejiath kept my cyesfrom fteepe, 

For neuer yet, one houre in his bed, 

Hauel enioyed thegoldendeawoffteepe, 

But hauc bene waked by his timerous dreames, 

Befidcs,hchatC8 mefor my father Warwicke, 

And will fliortly be rid of me. 

Qu, Alas poore foulc, I pittie thy complaints. 

Dut.Glo. No more the from my Coble I mourne for yours. 

Jgu. Farewell, thou wofull welcomer of glorie. 

Dut.Glo. A due poore foulc, thou rakft thy ieaueofit. 

Du Tor. Go thou toRichmod,&good fortune guide thee, 

Go thou to Richard, and good Angels guard thee, 

Go thou tofan&uarie,good thoughts poddfe thee, 

I to my graue where -peace and reft Jie with me, 

Eightie olde y cares of forrow haue I feene, 

And each houresioy wrackt with a wcekeofteene. 
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'TheTrumpc-ts found. Enter Richard crowned, Bucking- 
ham, C atesby ,with other Nobles, 

King. Stand all a part; Cofcn of Buckingham, 

Giuc me thy hand : Here he afeendeth his 

Thus high by thy aduice - ^ throne. 

And thy aftirtance is King Richard feated : 

But (hail we wearethefc honours for a day? 

Or fhall they laft,and we reioycein them ? 

Buc. Stili line they, and for euer may they laft. 

Kin.Ri. O Buckingham, now I do play the touch. 

To trie if thou be currant gold indeed : 

Yong Edward liues : thinfee now whaf l would fay. 

Buc. Say on my grariousfoueraigne. 

King, tvhy Buckingham, I fay I would be King. 

Buc. Why fo you arc my thricerenowmed liege. 

King. Ha : am I King ? tis fo,but Edward liues. 

Buc, True noble Prince. 

King. O bitter confcqucnce, 

That Edward ftili lliould liuctrue noble Prince! 
Cofcn,thouwertnotwontto befo dull : 

Shall I bepUine?Iwiflithebaftardsdcad, 

And I would haue itfuddenly performde. 

Whatfaift thou ? fpeakefuddenly,be bricfc. 

Buc. YourGracemay doyourpleafure. 

King. Tut,tut,thouartallyce,thykindhelTe freezeth. 

Say, hauc I thy confent that they fhall di^ 

Buc. Giuemefomebrcathjfomeiit^paufemy Lord, 
Before I pofitiuely fpeake herein : 

I will refolue your Grace i mmediatl^ 

Cat. The King is angry, fee, he bites the lip; 

King. I will conuerfe with iron witted foolcs, 

And vmrcfpctftiue boyes,none are for me 
That looke into me with con liderate eyes: 

Boy, high reaching Buckingham growes circumfpe<fh 
.Lord. 

KinC Know ft thou not any whom corrupting gold 

Would 
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TheTragedie 

Would temptvntoa clofc exploit of death. 

Boy. My Lord, l know a difeontented Gentleman, 

Whofe humble meancs match not his haughtic minde, 

Gold were as good as twcntic Orators, 

And willnodoubttcmpthimtoany thing. 

King. What is his name ? 

Boy. HisnamemyLprd,isTirrelI. 

King- Goecall him hither prefently. 

Thedeepe reuoluing wittie Buckingham, ' 

No more (hall be the neighbour to my counfell, 

Hath hefo long held out with me vntirde, 

And (lops he now for breath ? 

Ente ■ Darby. 

How now, what newes wifif you ? 

Bar. My Lord, I hearethe Marquette Dorfet 
Is fled to Richmond, in chofe parts beyond the Teas where 
hcabiucs. 

King. Cates by. Cat. My Lord. 

King. Rumor it abroad 
That Anne my wife is fitke and like to die, 

I will take order for her keeping clofe : 

Enquire me out fomc meane borne Gentleman, 

Whom I will marry ftraight to Clarence daughter, 

The boy is foolifh,and I fearenothim s 
Lookc how thou dream ft : I fay againc,giucout 
That Anne my wife is ficke and like to die. 

About it, for it ftands me much vpon. 

To flop all hopes whole growth may damage me, 

I mull be married to my brothers daughter, 

Orelfc my kingdom? on brittle glaife, 

Murther her brothers, anathen marry her, 

Vncertiineway ofgaine,butI am in 
So farre in blood, that fin plucke on fin, 

Tcarc falling pitdedweU not in this eye, w 

EnterTirrel. 

Istby nameTirrell? 

Tin. lames Tirrel,and your mod obedient fubicct.^ 

King. Art thou indeed? 
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of Richard the third. 

T/V.Proue me my gracious faueraigne. 

King. Darft thoureiolueto kill a friend ofminc? 

Ttr. I my Lord, but I had rather kill two'deepc enemies. 

Ktng. fKhy there thou haft it, two deepe enemies, 

Foesto myreft,and royfwecte fleepesdifturbs, 

Are they that 1 would haue thee dealc vpon: 

Tirrel, /meane thofe baftards in the Tower. 

T ir, Let me haue open meanes to come to thein, 

And foone /lc rid you from the feare of them. 

Cing. Thou fingft fweete muficke. Come hither Tirrill. 

Go by that token, rife and lend thine care. He whijpers inhii 

Tisnomorcbutfo,fay itj^done (eare. 

And I will lone thee, and prefere thee too. 

Ttr. Tis done my gracious Lord. 

King. Shall we hearc from thee Tirrel , ere we flee per 
Enter Buckingham. 

Tir. Ye (hall my Lord. 

Buc. My Lord, /haue con fidcred in my mind. 

The late demaund that you did found mein. 

King. Well, let that Patte , Dorfet is fled to Richmond. 

Buc. /hearc that newes my Lord. 

King. Stanly he is your wiucs fonpe; IVc 1 looke too it. 

Buc. My Lord , /claime your gift, my due by promife, 

For which your honor and your faith is pawnd, 

The Earlcdome ofHerford and the moueablcs, 

The which you promifed 1 fliould poflettc. 

King. Stanly looke to your wife, if ibe conuey 
Letters to Riehmondyou (hall anfwcrc it. 

Buc. What fayes your highnerteto my iuft demaund? 

King. As l remember, Henry the fixt 
Did prophefiethat Richmond fliould be king, 

/Then Richmond was a little pecuifli boy, 

A king perhaps, perhaps. Buck. Mv Lord.. 

King. How chance the Prophet could not at that time, 
Haue told me,/beingbv,that/fliou!d kill him. 

Buck. My Lord, your promife for the Earldomc. 

King. Richmond, when laft / was at Exeter, 

The Maior in curtefie Ihewed me the Gallic, ^ 
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racTragrdie 

And called it Ruge-mount,at whicfynatncl darted, 

Becauie a Bard of /reland told me once 
/Ihould not liue long after / fa w Richmond. 

Bite. My Lord. 

King. /, vvliats a docker • 

Bite. / am thus bold to put your grace in rninde 
Of what you promifdc me. 

Ki’/’.g. Wi\\^ bur whatsa clocked 
Buc. Fpon the ftroke of ten. 

King. Wei i, let it ft nkc. 
j B ac. Why let it (kike? 

King. Becaufe.that likcalackc thqnjceepft the ftroke 
Betwixt thy begging and my meditation, * 
lam notin the gluing vaihe to day. 

Bac. Why then tdoiuc me whether you will or no? 

K. Tut, tut, thou troubled me, /am not in the vainc. Exit. 
Bhc. Is iceuen fo rTewardshe my trueferuice 
Withfuch deepe con empc, made / him king forthis.? 

O let roethinkeon Ha lungs, and begone 
To Brecnock, while my fearefuii head is on. Exit. 

Enter Sir Francis Tirrell . 

Tir. The tyrannous and bloudie deed is done, 

The mod arch-acT ofpitteous malfacre, 

Thateucr yet this land wasgudueof, 

Dighton and Forte 11 whom /tlid fubborne 
To dothis radifuil pecceof butchery. 

Although they were fle (lit villains, bloudy dogs. 

Melting with tmderndfeand kind compaifion, 

Wept like two children in their deaths fad dories: 

Loe thus qtioth Dighton laic thofe tender babes, 

Thus thus quoth Forrcd girdling one another 
Within their innocent alablafterarmes, 

Their lips hkc foure red Rofeson a ftalke, 

Which in their fomnier beautie kid each other, 

A bookeof prai.crs on their pillow laic, 

Which once quoth Forreftalmoftchangd my mindc, 

But O the diuel i tit ere the villaincdopr, 
WhildDightonthus told on wefmothered. 

The 









of Richard {Iielhird. 

j hit mod tc plcmdicd fiveetworkc ofnature, 

£p ac horn the prime creation cuer he framdc, 

Titey could nor fpeake,and folkfcth&fi&ch, 

‘ o bring this tydings to the blondy king. 

Enter king Richard. 

And here he comes. All haiie my Ibueraigne liege. *• 

A.e-7. Kind firrelkam /happie.in thy newes .? 

- tr. jx to haue done the tiling you eaue in charge 
Begctyourhappincilc, be hafpic theitT^ 

Font is dotie my Lord. 

Kim. But did ft thou fee them dead? 

7 ir . /did my Lord. 

King And buried gentle 7'irreli? 

Tir. Tne Chaplaine or the Tower hath buried them: 

But how or in what place /do not know. 

Kmg. Come to me Tirrell loone at after flipper. 

And thou (halt tell rheproceife oftheir death, ‘ 

Mcane time bur thinke how /may do thee good, 

And be inheritor of thy defire. Exit. Tin ell. 

Farewell till foone. 

The fonne ot Clarence haue / pent vpclofe, 

His daughter meanly haue I marcht in marriage, 

The founcs ofEdward flcepe in Abrahams bolbme, 

And Anne my wife bath bid the world goodnight: 

Now for 1 know the Brittaine Richmond aimes 
Atyong Elizabeth my brothers daughter, 

And by that knot lookes proudly ore the crowne, 

To her I goe a iolly thrilling wooer. Enter Catesbj. 

Cat. My Lord. 

King. Good newes or bad, phatth ou corned in fo bluntly.? 
Cat. Bad newes my Lord, Wy fsflcd to Richmond, 

And Buckingham backt with the hardy V/dchmen 
Is in the fieid.and ftiil his power encrcafeth. 

King. Ely with Richmond troubles me more neare 
Then Buckingham and his ralh leuied army • 

Come , I haue heard that fearfuil commenting, 
h leaden leruitor to duil delay, 

Delay leads impotent and Inaiie-pac't beggery, 

I i Then 
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TheTragedie. 

Then ficric expedition be ray wings, 
jou^ . Mercuric an d Hcrald fora Icing. 

Come mufter mcjiffy counfaile is my (hield, 

We mud be briefe, when traytors braue the field. Exeunt. 

Fnter J^uecr.e Margaret fold. 

£U±4ar. Sonow^rofperitic begins to mellow, 

And drop into the rotten mouth of death : 

Here in thefc confines flilic haue I lurkt, 

To watch the warning of mine aduerfaries : 

A dire indudtion.am I witnclTe too, 

And will to France, hoping the confcguence 
Will proueas bitter, blacke,and tragical!, 

Withdraw thee wterched Margaret, who comes here. 

Enter the Queene , and the DutcheJfeofTorke . 

c 

S>u. Ah my yong Princes, ah my tender babes! 

My vnblownc flowers, newappearing fwccts, 

/fyet your gentle foules flie in the aire, 

And be rot fixtin doorac perpetual], 

Houer about me with your aierie wings, 

And heare your mothers lamentation. 

Qu. Mar. Houeriabout her , fay that right for right 
Hath dtmd your infant morne,to aged night. 

Qu. Wilt thou O God , flie from fuch gentle lambes, 

And throw them in the intrailes of the wolfe.- 
When didft thou fleepe,when fuch a deed was done ? 

Mar. When holy Mary, dide, and my fweetfonne. 
Dutch. Blind fight, dearTJife, poore mortall liuing ghofl, 
Woes iccane, worlds ftiame,grauesducby life vfurpt, 

Reft the y vn re ft on Englandslawfuli earth, 

Vnlawtully made drunke with innocents blood. 

Slu. O that thou wouldftas well affoord a graue, 

As thou canft yeeld a melancholy feate, 

Then would / hide my bones, not reft them'hcrc : 

O who hath any caufc to mourne but I? 

Dut. 
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of Ri chard the third. 

Dut. So many miferies haue craz'd my voice 
That my woe-wearied tongue is mute & dumbe, 

Edward Plantagenent,why art thou dead? 

fyjMar. Ifauncicnt forrow be mod reuerent, 

Giue mine the benefit of fignorie, 

And let my woes frowne on the vpper hand, 

If forrow can admit focictie, 

Tell ouer your woesagaineby viewing mine : 

I had an Edward, till a Richard kild* film.- 
I had a Richard, till a Richard kild him. 

Thou hadft an Edward^ill a Richard kild him. 

Thou hadft a Richard, till a Richard kild him. 

Dut. I had a Richard too, and thoudidft kill him: 

I had a Rutland too, and thou frolp^ ft to kill him. 

QJMar. Thou hadft a Clarence too, till Richard kild hi 
From forth the kcnncll of thy wombe hath crept, 

A hell-hound that doth hunt vs all to death. 

That dogge that had his teeth before his eyes 
To worrie lambes, and lap their gentle bloods, 

That foule defacer of Gods handy worke, 

Thy wombe let loofe,to chafe vs to our graucs, 

O vprightjuft, and true difpofmg God, * 

How d© I thankc thee, that this carnall currc 

Praiesontheiifueofhismothersbodic, 

And makes her pue-fellow with others mone. 

Dut. O, Harries wife, triumph not in my woes, 

God v itnefte with me, I haue wept for thee. 

6)Mar. Bear w ith me, I am hungry for reuenge, 
AnTnow I cloie me with beholding it : 

Thy Edward, he is dead, that ftabd my Edward, 

Thy other Edward dead,toquit my Edward, 

Yong Yorkc,he is but boote,bccaufe both they 
Match not the high pcrfeftion of my lolTe : 

Thy Clarence he is dead, that kild my Edward, 

And the beholders of this tragicke plaic, 

The adulterate Haftings,Riuers,Vaugham, Gray, 

Vntimely fmothred in their duskic graucs, 

Richard yet liues,hcls blacke intelligencer, 

I i 
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Only rcfcrued their fa&cr to buy fouics, 

Arid fend them thither, but at hand at hand, 

En flics his pitteous^nd vnp tticdend, 

Earth gape.s;hell burnes, fiends roare, Saints pray, 

To haue him fuddenly conucycd away. 

Cancel 1 his bond of lifedearcGod I pray. 

That I may liue to "lay, the dog is dead. 

J£u. O thou did ft prophecie the time would. come 
That l liioold wffnTor face ro hclpe mecurife 
That botreld fpidcr,that foule hunch-backttoade. 

Mar. /cald thee then, vair.e flourilh of my fortune, 
I caid thee then poore Shadow, painted Queene, 

The prefenution of, but what /was, 

The fluttering index of a dirdtjll pageant, 

One heauM a high, to be hurld downe bslow, 

A mother ondy,mockc with two fweer babes, 

A dreame of which thou \vert,a breath,a bubble, 

A iigne ofdignitic,2 garifh fLgge, 

To be theaimeof cuery dangerous fliot, 

A Queene in ieaft.onely to fill the feeane: 

Where is thy husband now, where be thy brothers? 
r^herejj^thy children, wherein doeft tnou ioy ? 

JVho fues to thee, and cries God fauc the Queene ? 

JFhcre be the bending peeres that flattered thee ? 
r^hcre be the thronging troupes that followed thee ? 
Declincall this, and fee what now thou art, 

For happy wife, a moftdiftrefled widow 
For ioyfull mother, one that wailes the name : 

For Queenc,a very Catiue crownd with care : 

For one being fued too, one that humbly fues : 

For one commaunding all, obeyed of none : 
Foronethatfcomdat me, now fcornd ofme. 

Thus hath the courfe of iufticc wheel’d about, 

And left thee but a very prey to time, 

Hauing no more,but thought of what thouarfr 
To torture thee the mote, being what thou art. 

Thou didfl vfurpe my place, -nd doeft thou not 
Vfurpe the iuft proportion of my forrow? 
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ofRichard the thrid. 

Nowthy proud necke, bearcs halfe my burthenedyoke,, 
From which ,euen here, I flip my weary nccke, 

And leaue the burthen of it all on thee : 

Farewell Yorkcs wife, 911 djQueenc offad mifchance, 

Thefe Engliib woes, will make me Anile: in France. 

JT*. O thou well skild in curfes,(Uy a while, 

And teach me how to curie mine enemies. 

Mar. Forbeare to fleep rhe t ^igly .and fa ft thc^ja^ 
Compare dea j happineile with liuing woe, 

Thiukc that thy babes were fairer then they were, 

And he that flew them fowler then he is : 

Bittrmg thy Ioffe makes the bad caufer wor.fe, ^ 

ReuoluingthiSjwill teach thee how tocurfc. 

Qk. My words are dull, O quicken them with thine; 

■Qjtfa. Thy woes wil make them rtiarp,& pierce like mine. 

But. Why (hould calamicie be full of words ? Exit. Mar . 

Qh. Winuie atturnies to your client woes, 
Aiericfiicceedersofinteftateioyes, 

Poore breathing orators of miferies, 

Let them haue (cope, though what they do impart 
Hclpe not at all, yet do they eafe the heart. 

But. if (o,then be not toong-tide,goe with me. 

And in the breath of bitter words, lets Another 

My damned fonne, which thy tgo]omjgj.fmothred : „ 

I hcare his drum, be copious inexclaimes. 

Enter King Richard marching with Brummes 
and T rumpets. 

Km Who intercepts my expedition? 1D 

But. A (he, that might haue intercepted thee, 

By ftrangling thee in her accurfed wombe, 

From all the flaughters wretch, that thou haft done. 

£)u. Hid’ft thou that forehead with a golden crownc, 
Where (hould be grauen,if that right were right, 

The (laughter of the Prince that owde that crowne, 

And the dire death of my two fonnes, and brothers : 

Tell me thou villaine (hue, where arc my children? 

But, 
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The Tragedie 

T)nt. Thou todc,thoutGdc, where is thy brother Clarece? 
And litle Ned Plantaget,his fonne l 

£hs. fThere is kind Hidings, Riucrs,Vaughan,Gray ? 
King. A flourifhtrumpets.drike alarum drummes, 

Let not the heauens heare thefe tc'I-tale women 

Raile on the Lords annointed. Srrikelfay. Thetnmpets 

Either be patient, and intreat me fairc, founds. 

Or witiuhe clamorous ofwarre, 

Thus wifi I drcnvne your exclamations. 

But. Ait thou my fonne ? 

King. I, I thankc God, my father and your felfe. 

But. Then patiently heare my impatience. 

King. Madame I haue a touch ofyour condition, 

Which cannot brooke the accent ofreproofe. 

But. I will be milde and gentle in my fpeech. 

King And briefe good mother, for I am in hade. 

But. Art thouf© hadie I haue daid for thee, 

God knowes in anguiObp.dnc and agonie. 

King. And came I not at lad to comfortyou ? 

But. No by the holy roodc thou ktiowd it well, 

Thou cam d on earth, to make the earth my hell : 

A greeuous burthen was thy birth to me, 

Techie and waiward was thy infancie, 

Tljy fchoolc-daies frig^£^dgfberate,wilde and furious : 
Th0fk confirmd, proud, ”fubtil,bloudte,ttechcrou3, 

;^hat comfortable hourc cand thou name, 

That euer grac’t me in thy companie ? 

K. Faith none but Humphrey houre,that cald your grace, 
To breakefad once forth of my companie : 
l fit be fo in your fight, 

£ e t me marcITon,and not offend your grace. 

Dut . (S heare me fpeake^for I fliall neuer fee thee more. 
Kin ?. Come, come, youarc too bitter. 

But. Either thou wilt die by Gods iud ordinance, 

Ere from this warre thou turne a conqueror, 

Or I with griefe and extreame age fhall pcrifli, 

And neuer looke vpon thy face a game ; 

Therefore take with thee my mod heauic curfe, 
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of R'ichsffdihe third. 

VVhtch in the day of battell tire thee more 
Then all the compleat armour that thou \veat% 

My praiers on the aduerfe partie fight, »- 

And there the litiefoules of Edwards children 
Whifperrhe fpirits of thine enemies, 

And promife them fucceffeand victory, . . • 

T’oudic theu art, bloudy will by thy end, 

Sharbe femes thy life, and doth-thy death attends Exit. ' 
fig. Though far more caufc,yet much Idle fpirit to curfe 
Abides in me , I fay Amen to all. 

King. Stay Madam, I mud fpcike a .vord with you. 

If «. I haue no morefonnes of the royal! blood, 

For thee to murther,for my daughters Richard, 

They (liall be praying Nunnes, not weeping Qucenes, 

AM therefore leuell not to hit their hies. 

King. Y 011 haue a daughter cald Elizabe th, 

7'ertuousand faire,royal!and graticus. 

Cu. And mud fhe die for this? O let her liue? 

And lie corrupt her manners, djine her beautie, 

Slander my felfe,asfalfcto Edwards bed, 

Throw ouer her the vale of infamic. 

So (lie may liue vn fcard from bleeding daughter, 

/will confelfc lliewas not Edwards daughter. 

King. Wrong not her birth,ilieis of royall blooch 
£>, To faue her lifeplc fay (lie is not fo. 

King. Her life is only fafed in her birth. 

JUjg. An d only in that fafetic died her brothers. 

King. Lo at their births good dars were oppolite. 

£)h No to their Hues bad friends were contrary. 

King AW vnauoydcd is the doonie ofdcdeny. 

True, when auoyded grace makes dclleoy, 

My babes were dedinde to a fairer death, 

Ifarace had bled thee with a fairer life. 

Ki. Madam, fo thriue l in my dangerous attempt of hodile 
As I intend more good to you and yours, ^rnies, 

Then euer you of, yours weie by me wrongd. 

£ht, W hat good is ccuerd with the face of heauen, 

Tobc difcouerd chat can do^me good. 

King. The aduancement of your children mightic -at . • 

' N K ^ ' 
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i fitlragedie 

J$tf. Vp to fomefciffold, there to loofc their heads. 

King. No to the dignmc and height of honor, 

The height impwiall tipeof this earths glory. 

Q^Piatter my forroweswith report of it, 

Tell me what Rate, what dignitie,what honor, 

C3i.ilt.rhou demife to any child of mine ? 

King. E.uen all I haue,y'ea and my felfc and all. 

Will l withal j endow a child of thine, 

So in the Lethe of thy angry foole, 

Thou drowhe the fid remembrance of th< fc wrongs 
Which tiiou tuppofefl ' hauc done to thee, 

8<ibriefe,«ieft that the procelle oftiiy kindnelfe 
jLaft longer celling then thy kindnelfe doo. 

K. Then know thatirom my toule t lone thy daughter. 

Qj My daughters mother thinkcs it with her foulc. 

Xing. What do you thinkc ? 

£lu. That tfiou doc ft !ou my daughter from thy (bule, 

So from thy fouS.es ioue didft thou her brothers, 

And from my hearts loue [ dothankethce for it, 

/(mg. Be not fo haftie to confound my meaning. 

I meane that with my foule I ioue thy daughter, 

And tncanc to make her Quccne ofEngland. 

£hs. Say then, who docli thou meane lhali be her king? 

King. Euen he that makes-feer Queene,how fnould elfe? 

Sl*t. What thou? 

King. /,euen 1, what thinkc you of if Madame? 

How canil thou wooe her? 

King. That [ wou!d ( lcarneofyou. 

As one that were bell acquainted with her humor. 

£X. And wilt thoulearncofme? 

King. Madam with all my heart. 

Send to her by the man that flew her brothers 
A p ure or bleeding hearts, thereon inpraue, 

Edwardiand Yorice, then happily the will wcepe. 

Therefore prefent to her, as (ometime Margaret 

Did to thy father, a handkcrcheffe fteept in RittlatlS blood, 

And bid herdric her weeping eyes therewith, 
if this Inducement force her not to ioue, 

Send her a dory ofthy noble a<fts: 

Tell her thou nuuTt away her vn.clc Clarence, 

Lii-v€ thou her ^ Z4 who (heu^d di-t. 

dfrfrrmnr /rimrscy 
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of Richard the third. 

Her pncle Riuers,yea,and for her Cake 
Madeft quicke conueiance with her good Aunt Anne. 

Kw£,Come, come, ye mocke me, this is not the way 
To winneyourdaughter. 

Qg. There is no otiier way, 

Vnieife thou couldff put on iom.c other fhape, 

And not, be Richard rhat hath dooeall this. 

King, /nferre fa ire Englauds peace by this alliance. 

Which (lie fh ill pur chafe with ft ill lading w'arre. 

K’.tg, Say rhat the king which may command intreats, 

Qg. That at her-hands which the kings kingforbid. 

King. Say fnc flia! i be a high and rv.ightie Quecne. 

Qy. To wailc the title as her mother dotHT 
King. Say I will loue hereuerlaflingly. 

Q«. But how long (hall that title aieilaft. ? 

Kw*. Sweetly inforcevnto herfaircliucsend. 

Qa^But how long frircly (lull that titicJaft?. 

King. So long as iieaurn and nature lengthens it, 

Qy. So long as hell and Richard likes of it. 

King. Say I her foueraigneam her fubicA loue. 

But flic your fubictft loathsfuch foueraingtie, 

K mg. Be eloquent in my bechalfeto her. 

An honed talc fpeerTslac ft being phinely told. 
K^-Thcn in plainc tearroes tell her my louingtalc, 

Qa. Blaine and not honed is too harfli a fiile. 

Kmg Madame, your rcafons are too fltaiUoxv & too quick. 
Q £0 no, mv rcafons arc too derpe anddead. 
Toodcepeartd dead poore infants in their grade, 

Harpe on itftill (lull I, till heart firings break e. 

K inn Now by my George, my Garter and myCrownc. 
Qa?Prophand,diihonord,and the third vfurped. 

King. 1 five are by nothing. 

Q h By nothing, for this is no oath. ( 

The George prophand, hath loft his holy nonour . 

The Garter blemiflit ,pawnd his knightly vertue : 

T'hc Crowne vfurpt,dilgrac't his kingly dtgmtic, 
Iffomcthingthou wiltlweare to be beleeudc, 

Swearcthenby fomething that thou haft notnvrongd. 

Km. No w,by the world. Q 
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TS e Tragedie 

Tis full of thy foule wrongs. 

J&Ti'wj. My fathers death. 

■gx. Thy felfe hath that difhonord, 
king* Thenoy »ny fclfc. 

* gjt. Thy felfe, thy felfe mifufeft. 

King, Why,then by God. 

Oh. Gods wrong is mod of all : 

If thou Hadft feard,to breakcan oath by him. 

The vnitie the King my brother made, 

H id nor beene broken, nor my brother flaine. 

If thou had(i feard to brcake an oath by him, 

The emperull mettel circling now thy brew, 

Had graft the tender temples of my childe, 

And both the Princes had beene breathing here, 
Which now two tender play-feliowcsfor duff, 

Thy broken faith hath made a prayc for wormes. 
King. By the time to come. 

£>£. That thou haft wrongd in timeorepaft, 

For I my felfe haue many teares to wafh 
Hereafter time for time,by thee pa ft wrongd, 

The children Iiue/kbofe parents thou haft flaughtred, 
Vngoucrnd youtb,to wayle i t with their age. 

The parents liue whofe children thou haft butcherd. 
Old withered plants to waile it with their age : 

Sweare not by time to come, for that thou haft 
Mifu(cd,carc vfed,by time mifufed orepaft. 

King. As l entend to profper and repent, 

So thriue [ in my dangerous attempt, 

Of hoftile armes,my felfe my felfe confound. 

Day yeeld me not thy light, nornightthy reft. 

Be oppofite,all planets of good luckc 
To my proceedings, if with pure hearts ioue, 
Immaculatcd deuotion, holy thoughts, 

I render notthy beauteous princely daughter, 

In her confi fts my Happinelle and thine, 

Without hcr.followcs to this land and me, 

To thee, her felfe ,and many a Chriftian foule. 

Sad defection, ruine and decay. 

It cannot be auoided but by th is : 

It will not be auoided but by this j 












JL* / S' t,H /&** • 

3 3 - ^ . 3 /f 

l^in-c TO by tu j&StJSig e ft — 33 //n m-A CU ! A ^ 

Hit. butr tiiis- 



WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE Richard III { STC 22318) LONDON, 161 



oi Richard the third. - 

Therefore good mother (I muft call youfo) 

Be the atturney of my loue to her. 

Picade what I will hc,not what I haue.bcene, 

Not by defcrts.but what 7 w ill dt ferue : 

V rge the neccffitie and ftateof times, 

And be not peeuifli fond in great defignes. 

Jjhs< Shaii i be tempted ofthc Diueil thus? 

King I.ifthediueli tempt thee to do good. 

Jgn. Shall I forget my felfe to be my felfe ? 

King. I, ifyour felfcs remembrance wrong your felfe. 
jgu. Butthoudidft kill my children. % 

Ktn But in your daughters wombe ftle buri e them. 

Where in that neft offpicefietfcercfliall breed, 
Selfesofthetnfelues toyour recomfiture. 

Qh. Shall /go win my daughter to thy will? 

King. And be a happy mother by the deed. 

I go, write to me very fliortly. 

King. Beare her my true loues kifte : farewell. Exit 
Relenting foolc,and (liallow changing woman* Enter Rat. 

Rat. My gracious foucraigne,on the Wcfternecoaft, 
RidethapuiftantNauic.Tothc fhorc, 

Throng many doubtfull hollow-harted friends, 

Vnarmd, and vnrefolud tobeatethem backe: 

Tis thought that Richmond is their Admirall : 

- nd there they hull, expefting but the ayd, 

OKBuckingham to welcome them a (liore. 

2\,»g. Some light- foote friend, port to the Duke of Norm 

Ratcliffe thy felfe, or Catesby, where is he? 

Cat. Hcercmy Lord. 

Kin Flic to the Duke : poft thou to Salisbury, 
jf'hen thoucomeft there : dull vnmindfull villame 
wftiy ftandft thou (till, and goeft not to the Duke i 

Cat. Firftmightie foueraigne,lct me know your mindc. 

What from your grace I (hall deiiuerhim. 

Kina. O true, good Catesbie, bid him leuie uraight, 
Thegreatcft ftrength and power he caa make. 

And meete me presently at Salisburie, 

v at What it isyour highnes pleafure I dial dost Salisbury 
Kin. Why what wouldft thou do there before I go i 
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k nx x »ugcdie. 

Eat, Your Highneflc told me I (hould poft before^ 

King. My .minds is.changd fir,my mindels changd, 

How now, what newes with you? Enter Darby. 

fiar. Nonegood my. Lord, to plcafc you with the hearing 
Nor nonefo bad but it may well be told. 

King , Hoiday,a riddle, -neither good nor bad: 

Why doolt thou run.ne fo many miieabout, 
when thou miyft tell thy ule a neerer way, 

Once more whafnew.es? 

Dar, Richaiiiici is on the-fcas- 
K ing. Zhere^ct him i'nke,and be the Teas on him, 

VV h itc liuerd ru hna g ate,what doth he there? 

Dar. I know not mighty Ibueraignc but by guelfe, 

K ing. Well Hr, as you gu.lfc^asyou guelfc. 

Da Sturd vp by Dorfer, Buckingham and Elic- 
He makes for Eigland 5 there coclaimethe crowne. 

Kmg. IstheChayrccmptie?is the fword vnfwaid? 

Is the king dead? the Empire vnpolTefi ? 

What heircofYorke is there aliilp but we? 

And who is England? king, but great Yorkes heire? 

Then tell me what doth he vpori the.fea? 

Dar. Vnlelfefor that my liege, 1 cannot gaelfe. 

King. Vnleife for that , he coih.cs, to be your liege, 

You can nor guelTc, wherefore the Welchman comes, 

Thou wilt reuoult, and flic to him /ie^re. 

Dar. No mightie hege, therefore miftruft me not. 

King. Where is thy power then to heare him backe? 
Wiiercare thy tenants, and thy followers? 

Are they nor now vpon the Wcfterne (bore, 

S he conducing the rebels from their (hippes. 

Dar. No my good Lord ,my friendrare in the North. 
King. Cold friends to Richard} what do they in the North? 
VVhcmhey ibo.uid lerue, their foueraigne in the Weft. 

Dar. Thev haue not bin com manded mightie foucraigne 
plcafc ityour Maiefti’c to gi.uc me leaue, 

Ile tnufter vp my friends and mcetc your Grace, 

Where and what time your Maieftie (hall pleafe. 

King-JiK thou would ft be gone to ioine with Richmond, 
/ wM 1 ‘"-ft' truft you Sir. 

oft mightie foueraigne, 
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You haue no caufe to hold my friendfhip doubtfull, 

I ncuer was nor neucr will be falfe. 

Kin. We!!, go mufter men : but heare you, Icauc behindc 
Your fonne George Sranlie,lookc your faith be firmc J 
Qr eifejhis heads allurance is buffrailc. 

Dar. So deale with him, as i prouetruetoyou. Exit. Dar. 

Enter a Meff&ger. 

Mef. My Gracious foueraigne, now inDeuonlhirc, 

As I by friends am well adueroled. 

Sir William Courtney, and the haughtic Pre!a|c, 

Bi (hop of Exeter, his brother there, ^ 

With many mo con federates, arc in armes. 

Enter.. another Meffenger. 

Alef. My liege, in Kent the Guilfordsarc in armes, 

And cuery houre more competitors 

Fiockc to their ay de,and ftill their power increafeth. 

Enter anothc r Ale •(] enoer, 

Alef. My Lord,thearmieofthe Duke of Buckingham. 

Hcftriksth hint. 

King. Out on you owIes,nothing but fonges of death. 
Take that vntill thou bring me better newes. 

Me/. Your Grace miftakes,the newes I bring is good. 

My newes is, that by fudden flood and fallofwater, 

The Duke of Buckinghams armie isdifperft and feattered,. 
And he himfclfc fled no man knowes whither. 

Kina. O 1 cry you mercie,! did miftake, 

Ratcl.ffc reward him for the blow I gauc him : 

Hath any wciladuifed friend giuen c>ur, 

Rewards for him t hat brings in Buckingham ? 

Mef Such proclomatio hath bin made my liege. 

Enter another Meffenger. 

Mef. SirThomas’Loudl and Lord Marques Dorfct, 



Tis faid my Liege are vp in armes, 

Yet this good comfort bring I to your Grace, 

The Bxittaine Nauic is d^fpet ft, Richmond in Dorflure 
Sent out a boate to aske them on the Ihore, 

If they were hisaffiftantsyca.or no : 

Who anfwcrcd him they came from Buckingham, 
Vpon his partis s hemiftruftingthem, 

Hoift faile,and made away for Brittains. 
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King. March on, march on,fmcc we arc vp in armes, 

If not to fight with forraigne enemies, 

Yet to bcate downe thefe rejjd.s.hereat home, 

: ‘ . FMerCatesby. - . 

My liege, the Duke of Buckingham is taken, 
Thais the bed n ewes, that the Earle of Richmond 
Is with a migheie power landed at Milford, 
3?ctfktertydings,yct they mud betoldj, 

King Away towards Salisbury , while we reafon here, 

A royall battcll might he wonne and loft. 

S ome one take order Buckingham be brought 
To Salisbury, the reft march on with me. 

Ente Darbie.Sir Chrtjiopher. 

Dar. Sir Ghriftopher,tdl Richmond this from me, 
That in the ftie of this mo ft- bloudie bore, 

My fonne George Stanley is frauckt vp in hold, 

III reuolt, off goes yong Georges head, 

The feare of that, withholds my prefer, t aide. 

But tell mc,whcre is princely Richmond now ? 

Chrift. At Pc;nbrooke,or at HerforJ-tveft in Wales. 
Day. What men of name refort to him J - 
d’. Chrijl. Syr Walter Herbert, a renowmeJ fouldicr, 
Sy r Gilbet Talbot,fir William Stanley, 

. Oxford, redoubted Pembrookcdir l3mes Blunt, 

Rice vp Thomas, with a valiant crew. 

With many moc of noble fame and worth, 

And towards London they 1 do bend their courfe, 

If by the way they be not fought withal!. 

" Day. Returrie'vnto my Lord, commend me to him, 
Tell him,theQYiernc hath hartdy confented. 

He fiiall efpowlc Elizabeth her daughter, 

Thcfe Letters will refoluc him of my mindc, 

Farewell. 1 Exeunt. 

En'ey Buckingham to execution. 

B'tf. WillnotKing Richard let roe fpeake with him ? 
Rot. No my Lord, therefore be patient. 

Bhc. H a flings, and Edwards children, Riucrs, Gray, 
Holy King Henry, and ehy faire fonne Edward, 
Vaughani,and all that haue mifearried, 

By vnderhand corrupted, fowle iniuftice, 
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of Ri chard the third. 

jf that your moodie difeontented foules, 

D > through the clou Jes beheld this prefent houre, 

Euen forreuenge,mcckc my deftruifiion.- 
Tins is Allfoules day fellowes,is it not? 

Rut. It is my Lord. 

Bnc. FVny then Allfoules day, is my bodies doomsday: 
Tnis is thedav, that in king Edwards time 
I wifht might fall on me, whet! I was found 
Faife to hischildrcn ; or his wines allies : 

This istbe day wherein /wilbt to fall, Ld- 

By the falfc faith of him 1 trufiedmoft : 

Tms^this Aiifoulesdayyto my fearefuil fcule, 

Is the determined refpit of my wrongs: 

That high ail-feer that /dallied with, 

Hath turnd my famed praier on my head, 

And g’-uer. in earned what 1 begd in icaft. 

Thus docth he force thcf owi'd of wndke^mcn 
To tunic t heir points on their maiftcrs hofomc: 

Now Margarets curfc is fallen vpon my head 
jvhto he quoth fhcjfiullfplitthy heart with furrow. 
Remember Margaret was a ProphctcfTe. 

Come firs, conuey me tfo the blockc of fliatne, 

Wrong hath but wrong ,and blame the dew of biame. 
Enter Richmond with drums and trumpets. 

Rich. Fcllovve in anr,cs,and my mod louing friends, 
Bruild vnderncath theyoake of tyrannic,. 

Thus farre into the bowels of the land, 

Haue we march ton without impediment: 

And here receiuc we from our Father Stanley, 

Lines of fail c comfort:, and encouragement, 

Tne wretched, bioudiejand vfurping bore, ^ 

That fpoild your foavmtrfiddjahdfrtntluli vines, 

Svvils your warme blood like waih.snd makes his trough 
7n your inboweld bblorties,this foule fwinc 
Lies nowtuen in the center of this !\c, 

N rare to tile to.wrje of Leycefler as u c .earne. 

From Tamworth thither, is but- one dales march, 

In Gods namecbcate on,couragious fricncs, 

To i cape the harueft of pcrpetuail peace. 
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By this one blogdie trial of (harpe warre. 

i Lor. Euery mans confidence is a thoufand fwords 
To fight again d that bloudic homicide. 

2 • Lor, I doubt not but his friends will flic to vs. 

5 ; Lor. He hath no friends , but who srefriendsforfeare. 
Which injuagrcatcll need will fhrin^e from him. 

Rich. A \\ ; for our vantage, then in Gods name march 
rrue hope is fw i ft jand flics with fwallovvcs wings, ~ * 

Kings it make Gods, and meaner creatures kings. 

L tiler A R i chard , i \ 7 ,r, jf.R at cliff , ?, Catesby , with ether s. 

King. Here pitch our tents, cuen here in Bofworrh field, 
Why how now Catcsby, why looked thou fo fad? 

Cat. Mg heart is ten times lighter then my 1 ookes. 

Kina Nc»r®)ikc,corr.e hither: 

Norffoike,tve mud haue knockes,ha,mud we not? 

Nor. We mufl both giueand take, my gracious Lord, 

King. V p with my tent there, here will 1 Iy e to night, 

But where fo mcrrowrwellall is one for that: 

Who hath cicfcried the number of the foe.? 

Nor. Sixe or feuen thoufand is their greateft number.. 

King. Why our battalion trcbels that account. 

Bed Jes,the kings name is,a tower of drengtb, 

Which they vpon the aduerfe partie want j 
Fp with my tent there, valiant gentlemen. 

Let vs furucy the vantage of the field. 

Call for fome men of found diretfhon, 

Lets want no difcipline,make no delay, 

For Lords, to morrowisa bufieday. Exeunt. 

Enter Richmond with the Lords. 

Rich. The weary Sunnc hath made a golden /eate, 

And by thcbrigbttrackeofhis ficrie Carre, 

Grucs Agnail of a goodly day to morrow .• 

IVherc is fir William Brandon, hTflla'll bearemy flanderd, 

The Ear le of Fembrookc kcepe his regiment. 

Good capramc Blunt, bcare my good night to him, 

And by thelecond. hourc in the morning, 

Dclire rhe Earle to fee me in myrent, 

Yet one thing more, good Rhine before thou goeft- 
Wherc is Lord Stanly quarterd,doed thou know i 

Blunt. y 'hies I hauc miflane his colours much. 
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Which well lani allur'd 1 haue not done 
His regiment liet halfe a mile at lead, 

South from the tnightie power of the king. 

Rich. If without peril! it be poflible, 

Good captaine Blunt bearemy good night to him. 

And giuc him from me, this mod needful fcrowle. 

Blunt. Vpon my life my Lord, He Undertake it. 

Rich* Fareweli good Blunt, 

Giuemefomc Inkc and paper in my tent,^ 
lie draw the forme and motile of our batted, 

Limit each leader to his feuerall charge, 
ulnd part in iud proportion our fmali ftrcngt.i • 

Come, let vs confute vpon to morrowes bufindlc, 

/n to our tent, the aire is raweand cold. 

Enter K . Richard JXorff.Ratcliffe&citesby 

Ki»e. What is a clocke? 

Cat. It is fix of the clockc,full flipper time, 

King. I will not flip to nightjgiue me fomc/nkc& paper, 
What , is my beucrealier then it was ? 
yind all my armor laid into my tent. 

Cat. It is my liege, and all things are in readinelle, 

Kino Good Ncrffolkc, hie thee to thy charge, 
yk carefull watch, chufe trudie Ccntinell. 

Nor. I goe my Lord. & 

King. Stur with the Lar& to morrow gentle Norftol^e. 

Nor. I warrant you my Lord. 

jKVw^.Catesbic. 

for.' My Lord. 

Kino. Send out a Pur feuant at armes 
To Stanelys regiment, bid.him bring his power 
Before Sun nfmg,leafthis'fonnc George fall 
Into rhe blinde caueofcternj.ll nig.it, 

Fill roe a bowlc of\vine,giue me a wa cp, 

Saddle white Surrey for the field to morrow, 

Lco^e that my daucs be found and net too hcauy Ratl.fFc. 

xtg. Srwelhteu the melancholy L. Northumberland ? 

R J. Thomas the Earlcof Surrey and Wmfelfc, 

Much about Cot y hut timc,tr 9 m t i ^ )U P < - to u ' u t ^ ^ ent 
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Went through the ar.roie cheating vp the foiiidkrs. 

A/«g. So /am fatisfied-giuemea bowlc ofwinc, 

I nauc not that aiacritie olipirit, 

Nor ci scare of minde that I was wont tohaue: 

Set it dowrcjls Inke and paper reauie ? 
h is niy Lord. 

Km£. Bid my gu.ird wafchjeaue me, 

Rardith a tout the mid of night come to my tent 
A„J ntlpc to atttic me: feuc me Ihy. Exi , 

^ /iter arty t o Richmond in his tent. 

^ victoria (icon thy heime. 

j\!cb. An comfort that the darke night can affbord 
Be to th^| pci fon^noble huher in lawe, ’ 

I ciJ me how fates ou? noble mothcr. ? 

pat. I by attorney bietfc clicc from thy another, 

W ho pr 4 ics continually for Richmonds good, 

So much for that; the iilenthourcs ftealeon, 

And nakicdirkncfte breakes within the Eaft, 
in bricfcjf&r Co the fcafon bids vs be: 
x re pa re thy batteli esriy inthe morning, 

And put thy forume tothe arbrilrement 
Of bioudie firokes- and moctali (faring warre, 

I as / may,tnat which 1 would 1 cannot, 

/toth bdiaduantage will deceiuethe time? 

And o!ui. tnee in this doubtfull Ihocke of armest 
But Oil thy llde /may not be too forward. 

Left being fcenc,thy brother fender George 
Be executed in his fathers fight. 

Farewe!l,theleifurcandthcfearefoII time, 

Cuts oil tne ceremonious vowes of Joue, 

A id ample enrerchangc offweetdifcouric, 

Which fo long Hindered friends to on Id d well vp.on, 

God giue vs iedure for tf'ieic rights of loue, 

Once more adiew,bc valiant and fpeed wcell. 

Rick. Good Lords condufl: him to his regiment ; 

Le firu.e with troubled thoughts to takeanap, 

L'-L icaucn Humber peife me downe tomorrow, 
v\ nen /iiiould mount with wings of vidfory : 

Once more good night kind Lords & gentlemen. Exeunt. 
-> f nou whole captainc / account my felfe, 

i_.i n «- u . set — /4 owr loving tnotfier*! 
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of Richard the third. 

Lookc on my forces with a gracious eye: 

P u t i n t hei r ha n ds t H y br u fi n g I ron s o f wrat%' 

That they may crulh downe with a heauiefall, 

The vfurpfng helmet ofour aduerfarics, 

Make vs thy minifters of chafiilcmcnt, 

That we may praife thee in thy vidorie, 

To thee I do commend my watchful! foule, 

Eerel lctfalithe windewcsofmineeyes, 

Sleeping and wiking,oh,defcnd me (fill. 

Enter the qficft of prince Ed. fo tine to Henry the Ext. 

Ghoft to K.Rt.' Let me fit beanie on thy feuie to morrow, 
Thinke how thou ft to ft me in my prime ofyouth, 
AtTeukcsbury : dilpaire therefore and die. 

To Rich. Be ehccrefull Richmond, for the wronged foulcs 
Of butchred Princes fight in thy bchalfe, 

King Henries ilTue Richmond comforts thee. 

Enter the jrheft of He my the Rxt . 

Gho.to K- Ri. Arhen I wasViortall.my annonatedbody, . 

By thee was punched full of holes, 

Thinke pn thcTower,and me: difpaireanddie. 

Harrie the (ixt bids thee difpaireand die. 

To Rich. Vcrmciis and holy be thou conqueror, 

Harric that prophelicd theu fliouldeft be king, 

Doth comfort thee m thy flcepc,Iiueand flounfh. 

Enter the Ghcfiof Clarence. 

Ghoft. Let me fit heauic on thy foule to morrow, 

I that was walht to death with fulfome vine, 

Poore Clarence by thy guile betrayd todeath : 

To morrow in the battcil thinke on me, 

And fall thy edgelclTe fword,difpaire and die. 

To Rich. Thou offspring of’thc houfe of Lancaftcr, 

The w ronged he ires ofYorke do pray for thee, 

Good Angels guard thv battell.liueand flourifh. 

Enter the Ghoft of Rim rs .Gray, Vaughan. 

Riu Let me fit heauic on thy foule tomorrow, 

Riucrsthatdicd at PomfretjdifpaireanJ die. 

Gray. Thinke vpon Gray, and let thy fouledifpaire. 

fawth. Thinke vpon Vaughans, and with guiltiefcarc 

Let fall thy launcc, dilpaire and die. 

L f A1 
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iiieTragedie > 

v!} f,° ^ tC ^‘ ^ wa ^ c an ^ thinkc our wrongs in Ri. bofome. 

Will conquer him, awake and win the dav. * 

E titer the G noj} of L. Ti ■//<' i‘(rs, 

Gho. Bloody and gui!tie,gu itily awaked 

And in a bloody battel] end thy daves. 
fh inkeoi Lord Haihngs,difpaire and die. 

To Rt. Qj<e r vnttOBbicd foul e,a\vake,a wa k e, 

Arrr.e, fight and conquer forfairc England® fake. 

Enter the Gh'fis oj the tveoyong princes, 

Gho.to K.R. Dreameon thy cou'ms finoothred in the 
Lctvs be laid withinrhy bofome Richard, (Tou’cr 

And weigh thee downe to niine, (hame and death, 5 

Thy Mephcwes fbules bid thee difpaircand die. * 

ToR*. Sleepe Richmond fleepe, in peace,and wake inioy 
Good Angels guard thee From the Boares annoy, ’ 
Liueand beget a happy race of Kings, 
EdwardsVnhappicfcnnesdo bid thee flourifli. 

Enter the Ghcfi of Efueene Anne his wife. 

Richard,thy wife, that wretched Anne rhy wife, 

That neucr flepta quiet houre with thee, 

Now fils thy fleepe with perturbations, 

Tomorrow in the battaile thinkeon me. 

And fall thy edgele(Tcfword,difpaire and die. 

To Rich. Thou quiet foule, fleepe thou a quiet fleepe, 
Dreameoffuccelleand happy viAorie, 

Thy adueriaries wife doth pray for thee. 

Enter t he Ghof} of Buckingham, 

The firfl wa s /that hefpt t hce to the Crowne, 

The Iaft was I that felt thy tyrannie, 

0,in the battell thinkc on Buckingham, 

And die in terror of thy guiltinefle : 

Drcamc on,dreame on, of bioody deeds and death, 

Fainting difpaire,diipairingyecld thy breath. 

To Si. I dyed for hopecre I could lend fheeaid. 

But chc. ire thy hcarr,and be thou not difmayd, 

God and good Angels fight on Richmonds fide, 

AndRichard fals in heigLtofali his pride; 

K. Rtchardftarteth out of a dreame. 

K.Ri. Giuc me another hoi fe, bind vp my wounds : 
ffaue rneicic lefu : foft,I did but dre rtc. 

6 . •jA'r'&fAuft sn*A~~— • 



]U » ti *- i. I tv 3U c h $,t d s — 
H- be- 1-ea.ci — - 






omtcnaratneunra, 

O coward confcience,how doeft thou affli A me ? 

The lights burnebfew,itisnotdead midnight: 

Cold fcarefiilJ arops (lands on ray trembling flcfli, 
What dol fcare my feifcfthcrcsnoneelfcby, 

Richard Joues Richard, that is,F am I : 
Istherearourtherer here? no. Yes I am, 

Then flie,what from my felfe ? great rcafon why. 

Left I reuenge.What my felfe vpon my felfe? 

Alacke I louc roy felfe, wherfore ? for any good 
That I niyfdfc hauedonevnto ray felfe? 

0 no : alas I rather hate my felfe, 

For hatefull deeds committed by my felfe : 

1 am a villaine,yet I Iyc,I am not. 

Foole of thy felfe fpeake well,foofe do not Hatter, 

My confidence hath a thoufandfcueraJI tongues. 

And euery tongue brings in a feuerall tale, 

And euery rale condemnes me for a villainc * 
Periurie,in the higheft degree, 

Murther,(Fernc murther,in the dyreft degree. 

All feuerall imnes,all vfdc in each degree, 

Throng all t© the fearre, crying all, guiltie,guiltie, 

I fliall difpaire, there is no creature loues me. 

And if I die, no foule fliall nittie me : 

And wherefore fliould they? fince that I my felfe, 

Findc in my fclfe 5 no pittic to my felfe. 

Me thought the foulesof all that/murtbred 
Came all to my tent, and euery one did threat 
Tomorroivcs vengeance on the head of Richard. 

Enter Raulcff e. 

Rat, My Lord. 

King. Zounds,wbo;srhere? 

Rut* Rate I life, my Lord,? i s / :the early village cocke 
Hath twife dene (duration to the morne, 

Your friend* are vp, and buckle on their armor. 

King. O Rarcliffe,! hauc dreamd a fcarcfnil dreamc, 
Wbatihinkfl thou,\tullourfricnd&|>ioue all true? 

Rat, No doubt mv Lord. 

King. O Rate I i fire,! bare,l feare. 

Rat. Nay good my Lord.be not afraid offhadowes* 
King. By the Apofile Paul,flwdowes to night 
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Haue ftrooke more terror to thc foule of Richard, 

Then can the fubltance of ten thoufand fonldicrs 
Armed in proofe,and led by (hallow Richmond. 

Tis not yet neace day,comegoewith me, 

Vender our Tents lie play the ewefc-dropper, 

To hcare if any means to ihrjnke from me. Exsmt. 

. Enter the Lords to Richmond. 

Lords. Good morrow Richmond. 

Rich. Ci ic mercy Lords, and watehfuU Gentlemen, 
Thatyou bane fane s card ie lluggard here. 

Lor. How haue you fknt my Lord ? 

■Rich. Thefwcctcft llcepe,and faired boding dreames, 
Thateuercntredin adrowfie head, 

Hauel (luce your departure had my Lords. 

Me thought their foules,*bofe bodies Richard numbered, 1 
Came to my tent, and cried on vi&oric : 

I promife/ou rnyfcule is very jocund, 

In tbcremembranccoffofaircadreamc. 

How farre into the morning is ic Lords ? 

Lor. Vpo n the flroke of foure. 

Rich. Why then tistirae toarnnyandgiue direftion. 
Morethen I haue laiddotiing countrymen, (His Orationto 
The leifureand inforcemcnc of thetija£„ (his fouldhrs-. 

Forbids to dwell vpon-yet remember this, 

God, and our good caufc, fight vpottour fide, 

The prayers of holy Saints and wronged foules, _ 

Like high reard buhvarkcs.fland before our faces, 

Richard except,chofe whom we fight again fl, 

Had rather haue vs winne, then him they follow : 

For, what is be they follow? truly gentlemen^ 

A bioudy tyrant, and a homicide. 

One raifde in blond, and one in bloud eilabliilicd : 

One that made meanes to come by what he hath. 

And flaughtered thofe that were the meanes to I elpehirti: 

A bad- foule (lone, made precious by the foi'c 
Of Englandschairc, where heis falfly fet. 

One that hath euer bene Gods enemfc : 

Then if youfightagainfl ©odsenemie, 

God will in iu (lice ward you as his fouldicrs : 

U you do uvea re to pur a tyrant downe, 



You 



Js, 



£ y^c. 



of thetmra. 

OU flee^cace,thetyrantbeingdUinc, 

you do fighiagainft yourcountr.es foes, 

^couiicsfS, rtvall p^y your pa.nes the hue. 

. i^fi^bHnfifeaardofyourwtues, 

nurwiues dialL welcome home the conquerors ; 
you Jo free yo#r children frorn^t* ■$ > 

ou^clhldrcrfs children quiw it in yow 

-hen in the name willing fwords 

tduanecyour ftandaids,draw 6 

'or me, the ranfbmc of tny bold ^tc p.^ ^ 

lhall be this cold corpes on thc 

Jut if I thriuejthc gainc of my attemp » 

rhe you toll 

Sound drums and trumpets b y> v \ft ox [c. 

Sod, and Sant Ocorgt, R.cbmona jnd v,«o 

Enter Ki»g M’a’ ffLchinsi Richmond 

v, n , tf'hatfaid Northumberland as tou S 

l A r neuct -^P'-SuTSthcu. 

King. He was 10 the light » * n 0 T i, ec i ac keftriketh. 

S"aXhof-.hcSunnc.o da y; 

fliine.fot by the bookc 

H^ho'uld haue brau’d the Ha ft an hoiuc ugoe. 

A Jlackc day Will it be to foroe bodie Rat. 

Not Ihinc to day t why. ^“he felfe- fame heauen 

Moretncn to R ‘ ch ‘Xk«fadly v pon him. 

That frownes on ok look J 

v-, ataw-iw 6cfl ' 







C- - 

Ar. d thus my bateellflwfl be ordered, 
v y oreward (hall be drawne in length 
Confiding equally ofhorfe and foote, ’ 

Sh, n i CrS / h3i,b ^edinthemidd, 

/oh Du*c of Ncrffolke, Thomas Earle of Surrey 
hall hsue the leading of the ; foote and horfc 7 
They thus deeded, ue will follow 

ShlS C J ain ir b * ltC,, i wl '•*? P llifjrance on c 'thcr fide 
hall be well winged with our chiefed horfe: 

2Ti ? nt f/°T t0 boofc > what ^'nked thou Nor 
yt r ' ^ ^ () °d dircftion warlike (buer^l^nc A 7 n % 

Th “ *>“* I on my ren, ,h„ morning. 4 ’ tt’Z 
f°ckei of Norfolk? be net [o bold, PP<K 

For Dickon thy matfter u bought andfold. 

King. A thing deuifed by the enemie, 
oe Gentelemen eucry man vnto his charge, 

CWa t °" r ‘ ub,in * *«"«• our fou!cs ( 
lc tncei 3 a word that cowards vfe, 

Dcuildeas fird to^eepe theffrongin 3\ve, 

Uurhrcing arffies bc ourconracnce/wiordsourlawc 

larch oiyoyne braudy,|f t vs>fooit pell meJl, 

Wha '° b 7" cn ' ,l '' nt ;»' , if ,i;> hand .0 hell. ’ Hi, Omm, „ 

member whom you are to cope withall, 

? rt o (vagabonds, rafcols and ruaawaies, 

-J'cum of Brittains, and bafe lackey pefants, 

.om their orecloycd country vomits forth 
v° d ^P c ^teadueorures &airufd deftrudion, 
ou Beeping, afe, they bring you to vnred: 

You haumg land S) &b!ed with beauteous wiues, 

Tncy would redraine the one,didainethe other, 

And who ooth load them but a palfrey fellow' 

Long kept m Briftainc at our mothers cod, 

J mi!kefopt,one thatneuer in his life 
Felt fo much cold as ouer flrooes in fnovv : 

Lets tvbiprhefe firaglcrsorc the fca$ againc, 

Ladi hence thefeotferweening rags ofFrance, 
heggers weary oftheir hues, 

Who but for dreaming on this fond exployt, 

For want of meansppore rats had hangd themfe/ues 

t ^ C /&•* nt-rfe - / 6 
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Lj>o«'2- dy-zwen out z,\[ »n. 



of Richard the third* 

Ifwe be conquered, let men conquere vs, 

And not thde badard Brittaincs whom our fathers 
Haue in their owne land beaten, bobd and thumpt, 

And on record left them the heiresoflhame. 

Shall thefe enioy our lands, lye with our wiues ? 

Rauifli our daughters, harkc I hearc their drum, 

Right Gentlemen of England, fight boldly yeotneB, 

Draw Archers draw, your arrows to the head, 

Spuryour proud horieshard,andridein bloud, 

Amaze the welkin with your broken daues, 
tfTiat faies Lord Stanley, will he bring his power > 

Mef. My Lord, he dothdemetocomc. 

Ktn<r. Off with his fonne Georges head. 

Nok. My Lord, the enemie is padthe marlh, 

After the battaile, let George Stanley die. 

King . A thoufand hearts are great within my bofome, 
Aduance our dandards,kt vpon ourfoes. 

Our auncient word of courage fairc Saint George 
Infpire vs with the fpleene of fieric Dragons, 

Vpon them,vidoric fits on our hclpes. 

Alarum, excurfions, Enter Catesbie. 

Cat. Refcewmy Lord of Norfolke,refccw,rcfcew 
The King enadls more wonders then a man, 

Daring an oppofitctocuery danger, 

His ho 1 !c is flaine,and all on foote he fights, 

Seckingfor Richmond in thethroat of death, 

RrfcewYairc Lord,orelfethe day is led. Enter Rickard, 

Kin. A horfe, a horfe, roy kingdomc fora horfe. 

Cat. Withdraw my Lord,iIe helpe you to a horfe. 

Kin. SLuelhauefctmyhfcvponacaft 

And 1 will dand the hazard ofthc dye, 

I thinkc there be fixe Richmonds in the field, 

Fiuc hauc I flaine to day, in dead of him. 

Ahorfe,ahorfe,mykingdomeforahorfe. , 

Alarum, Enter Richard and Richmond J key fight, Richard u flatite, 
then retrait btingfounded. Enter Richmond, Darby bear tngtlos 

crowne,mth other Lords, _ . c . , 

Ri. God and yourarmes be praifed victorious friends, 
Thcdayisours,theb!oudiedog is dead. 

Dar, Couragious Richmond, w cl halt thou sequit thee. 
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The Tragedfe *h 

Loe here this Jong vfurped royalties 
From the dead temples of this bioodic wretch, 

Haue I pluckc offto grace thy browca withali. 

Weare (t ? and make much of it, 

Rich. Great God of heiuen fay Amen to *(!, 

But tdi me, is young George Stanley iiumg ? 

■ BV' ^ c, '* 1 n, y t-Ofd.andlalein Lelkr Towne, 
thither if it plcafe you,we may now wirhd* aw vs. 

Rtch, What men of name are flaineoneicherlidc? 
hhn Onks ofN orf oiks, Water Lord ferns fir Rob-ti 
Bnkcnhu> William Brandon. 

Rtch. Enter their bodies, as become their births, 
Froclaime a pardon tothc fouldiers fled, 

That in fubmilfion will retumetovs, 

And then as we hauc tane the Sacrament, 

We will vnitc the white role and the red, 

Smile heaueti vponthis faire cooiun Aioti, 

*T hat long haue frownd vpon their enmitie, 
Wbattraitor heares me, and fayes not Amen t 
England hath long bene madde, and fcard her lejfc, 

T he brother blindly Hied the brothers blood, 

The father rafhly Slaughtered his ownefonne, 

The tonne compeld,bcne batcher to the lire, 

All thisdiuided Yorkeand Lancaftcr, 

Diuided in their dire diuifion. 

O now let Richmond and Elizabeth, 

The truefuccceders ofeach royall houfc, 

By God9 faire ordinance conioynetogethef, 

And let thy heires (God if they will be fo) 

Enrich the time to come with fmooth-fafte peace, 

With fmiling pjentic,and faire profperous dayes. 

Abate the edge of traitors, gracious(Lord, 

Thatvvoold reduce thcfcbloudicdaiciagainc, 

And make poorc England weepe in flreame* ofbloud, 
Lett hem not liuc to fade this lands cticreafe, * 

That would with treafon wound this faire iand 9 peace, 
hiow ciuill w ©a ids arc Ropt, peace lines againe, 

That (he may long line hear?, God lay Amen. 

FINIS* 
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Q.Jf /£cfir~ . 

i_Une i. roy&I tie. _ &£££ 

}% lyvtejr— Xf tky w<'|| — 



I 



•is® 



. f; 



■ 






WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE Richard III (STC 22318) LONDON, 1612 THE BODLEIAN LIBRARY (Arch. G d.39[5]) OctaVO 




Shakespeare Old Quartos, Malone volume I the bodleian library (Arch. G d.39) Octavo 









f!WM 


•i 






f mm 


*T • 




m?-. ' 


... \ / ...tT* i 




■Mr a 


2L 


■ - ■ 









Shakespeare Old Quartos, Malone volume I the bodleian library (Arch. G d.39) Octavo 










